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IZEAM,  A  MEXICAN  TALE. 


THE   CIRCUMSTANCES   OF   THE   FOLLOWING   8T0ET  HAT  BE   SUFFOSED   TO  HAVE 
OCCURRED   A  CONSIDERABLE   TIME  FREVIOUS   TO   THE   GREAT   STRUGGLE 

FOR   INDEPENDENCE   IN  SOUTH  AMERICA. 


I 


TO 

HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  BEAUFORT, 

WHOSE    HIGH    RANK   AND   EXALTED    8TATI0N 
TEND  MOEK  CONHPfCUOITSLT  TO  DIBrLAT 

THOSE  ENDOWMENTS  OF  CHRISTIAN  HUMILITY, 

AND 

THAT  ABUNDANT  FRUIT  OF  GOOD  WORKS, 

WHICH, 

SPRINGING    FROM    FAITH, 

BY  THEIR  EXAMPLE  WIN  TO  OBEDIENCE, 

THIS  VOLUME 

1^  MOST    RESPECTFULLY    INSCRIBED 
BT    HER    grace's 
VERT    GRATEFUL    HUMBLE    SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


IZEAM, 


A   MEXICAN    TALE. 


CANTO  I. 

'<  Tb  verdant  ahadM,  that  gently  bow 
Tour  welcome  o'er  this  throbbing  browi 
And  soft  beneath  my  burning  tread 
In  flowery  mo«  a  carpet  spread. 
Joyous  I  hail  sweet  nature's  throne, 

Untainted  by  the  breath  of  men ; 
These  echoes  know  no  mortal  tone, 

No  step  unhallowed  prints  the  glen  ; 
All  silent,  save  the  feathery  throat, 
Warbling  its  wild  untutored  note, 
The  rustling  leaf,  and  fluttering  wing, 
And  murmurs  of  this  cooling  spring. 
Whose  silver  tides  their  freshness  roll, 
like  mercy  to  a  parching  soul.*' 
So  spake  the  pilgrim  youth,  who  strayed 
To  where  those  limpid  waters  played  ; 
Laid  his  light  musquet  on  the  bank. 
Bowed  with  uncovered  head,  and  drank. 

Eire  from  the  stream  his  lip  can  part, 

A  savage  growl,  resounding  nigh. 
Thrills  through  the  traveller's  beating  heart ; 

Starting  he  views  the  blood-shot  eye : 
The  jaguar  in  his  wratli  is  there. 
The  red  ball  rolls  its  fiery  glare, 
But  threaU  not  him :— beneath  the  shade 
The  victim  in  repoee  is  laid ; 
Native  his  garb, — ^while  zephyr  sighed 

0*er  his  young  cheek,  and  fanned  his  rest, 
Waving  the  ringIct*B  glossy  pride, 

And  sporting  with  the  lightsome  vest. 
Death  from  his  ambush  marked  the  prey  ; 

A  moment — and  he  wakes  no  more : 
The  murderer  bares,  in  dread  array, 

Those  grinding  fangs  to  quaff  his  gore ; 
Ty]ie  of  the  lurking  foes,  who  scan 
The  heedless  hour  of  dreaming  man ! 
But  help  is  nigh — with  purpose  true, 
Swift  to  its  aim,  a  death-shot  flew  ; 
The  howling  monster  ploughs  the  wood. 
And  tracks  it  with  a  stream  of  blood. 


Upstarts  the  sleeper,  lightnings  flash 
Qeneath  the  long  and  sable  lash : 
**  Iberian  blood-hound !  darest  thou  creep, 
Thou  soul  of  crime,  on  sacred  sleep  7" 
The  glittering  dirk  is  brandbhed  high, 

But  all  uiunoved  the  pilgrim  stands : 
"  Nc  blood-hound,  no  Iberian  I, — 

My  breath  was  drawn  from  fairer  lands. 
Where  treachery  lurks  not :  lo,  the  deed 
That  succoured  thee  at  utmost  need, 
Yet  moves  thine  ire."     The  fact  was  plain, 
The  branches  rent,  the  crimson  stain, 
Dying  the  spot  where  couched  the  foe, 
And  roots  uptom,  their  comment  show. 

A  rapid  glance  that  scene  surveys, 
Tlicn  meets  the  traveller's  stedfast  gaze. 
<*  Too  scant  the  grace  to  bid  thee  live. 
Stranger,  I  did  the  wrong — ^forgive : 
Well  hast  thou  'scaped  my  knife ;  the  meed 
Is  to  thy  birth,  and  not  thy  deed. 
I  ween  this  bold  exploit  was  shown 
Less  for  my  safety  than  thine  own. 
Yet  what  thy  nation?  quickly  tell ; 

This  alien  tongue  of  pompous  Spain, 
Detested  accent !  suits  thee  well ; 

Beware  thou  dally  not — 'twere  vain." 
"  Thy  speech  is  rude  ;  I  answer  not 

From  cold  compulsive  fear ;  I  know 
The  galling  chain,  the  bitter  lot. 

That  bids  thy  country  writhe  in  woe : 
Britons  can  bond  in  pitying  love. 
Where  threats  nor  daunt,  nor  perils  move." 

**  And  art  thou  of  that  island  race  ? 
Mcthinks  their  lineaments  I  trace  ; 
Thy  bearing  lacks  the  fiendish  pride 
Of  arrogance  with  craft  allied : 
I  like  thee  well — thou  slialt  with  me  ; — 

Yet  ere  we  wend  in  peace  along. 
Endure  one  test  in  courtesy, 

— Suspicion  is  the  child  of  wrong — 
Somewhat  of  English  speech  I  know." 

The  youth  complies  with  willing  imiley 


8 


IZRAM,  A  MEXICAN  TALE. 


Freely  the  dear-loved  accents  flow 
That  echo  through  his  sea-girt  isle. 

"  Then  thus  I  sheath  my  trusty  blade, 
And  plight  a  hand  that  ne'er  betrayed, 
Though  rightful  meed,  with  biting  steel. 
It  erst  hath  dealt,  and  yet  shall  deal. 
Izram,  whose  soul  the  dart  hath  torn, 
Vet  hurls  it  back  with  double  scorn  ; 
Izram  the  wronged,  who  ever  yet 
With  full  arrear  hath  paid  the  debt 
Of  human  hate,  nor  shrinking  swerved 
FVom  vengeful  deed — by  thee  preserved, 
A  grateful  guerdon  shall  not  fail, 
If  hand  or  counsel  aught  avail." 

**  I  take  thy  proffer,  freely  made ; 
Conduct  me  to  thy  dwelling's  shade  ; 
Fain  would  I  rest  till  morning's  ray, 
For  I  have  trod  a  toilsome  way : 
Entangled  here,  tliy.  better  skill 
May  guide  me  to  the  distant  hill. 
The  eastern  mount,  whose  borders  sweep 
Even  to  the  rude  and  briny  deep.'* 

The  Briton  meets  with  placid  heed 
The  piercing  glance  that  fain  would  read 
His  inmost  thought.    '*  The  choice  is  new 
To  wind  this  dreary  forest  through, 
When  broad,  beyond  its  utmont  bound, 
Lies  many  a  league  of  beaten  ground. 
What  lured  thee  from  th'  accustomed  road, 
To  pierce  the  serpent's  dark  abode? 
Methinks  it  were  for  reason  good, 
If  man  |vefcr  this  wildering  wood." 

"  I  marvel  not  such  pathway  sought 
Should  waken  a  mistrustful  thought ; 
But  while  at  ease  our  frames  arc  laid 
Beneath  this  aloe's  beauteous  shade. 
Hear  thou  my  story,  sad  and  brief: — 

Thou  know'st  the  creed  of  erring  Spain, 
Whose  votaries  clasp  in  blind  belief 

The  dreams  of  a  distempered  brain. 
And  deem  the  com  that  crowns  the  sod 
Transmuted  to  the  living  God. 

**  In  our  fair  isle  the  Lord  hath  given. 
Unerring  guide  !  the  light  from  heaven ; 
It  i^eams  from  forth  the  written  page. 
On  clown  and  noble,  youth  and  age : 
Taught  by  the  rule  of  truth,  we  turn 
From  fabling  tales,  the  idol  spurn. 
And,  holding  fast  th*  eternal  word. 
Confess  no  Saviour  but  the  Lord. 

**  Twin  brothers,  linked  in  two-fold  band, 
Peaceful  we  sought  this  fatal  strand, 
Nor  dreamt  such  murderous  hate  could  shamo 
TIm  beaaty  of  tho  Christian  name. 


Soon  were  we  marked,  thnagh  every  sceiie 
Our  steps  were  traced,  the  watch  was  set, 

But  still  in  act  and  purpose  clean, 
We  trcunpled  on  the  viewless  net. 

"  At  length,  on  some  high  festal  day, 
Hecdle£s  we  urged  our  wonted  way : 
The  host  was  there,  the  blinded  crowd 
Before  their  senseless  idol  bowed. 
And  bent  the  knee,  and  drooped  the  head, 
In  homage  to  a  god  of  bread. 
Erect  amid  tho  prostrate  throng. 
We  bore  us,  as  it  passed  along ; 
With  deafening  shouts  the  clamour  rose, 
And  fiercely  pressed  our  bigot  foes ; 
We  could  not  kneel :  the  Lord  hath  spoke, 
And  cursed  is  each  idol  yoke. 

• 
**  One,  deep  in  crime  as  high  in  place. 
Blot  of  his  office  and  his  race. 
With  frantic  rage  his  poinard  drew, 
And  aimed  it  with  a  thrust  so  true, 
That  ere  I  heaved  a  second  breath, 
My  brother's  eyes  were  dark  in  death." 

**  Remorseless  fiend !  accursed  blow  !** 
"  Tlip  Christian  doth  not  curse  a  foe  ; 
No,  not  such  foe  as  he,  who  stood 
Red  in  young  Ulric's  streaming  blood. 
Nor  sated  with  one  harmless  life. 
Upraised  o'er  me  the  murderous  knife 
But  Heaven  was  pleased  to  spare — I  fled, 
turned  hitherward  my  dubious  tread. 
And  sure  had  passed  thy  slumbers  by. 
But  for  the  jaguar's  threatening  eye, 
That  marked  thee  for  his  prey.    I  crave 
Thy  guidance  toward  the  eastern  wave. 
Where  haply  floats,  beside  the  strand. 
Some  banner  of  my  native  land." 

"  Izram  hath  sworn,  and  he  will  bide 
In  truth  and  fealty  by  thy  side. 
But  say,  for  well  my  soul  doth  ken 
The  brood  of  yon  Iberian  den. 
What  name  bears  he,  the  hound  of  death. 
Who  checked  thy  brother's  vital  breath?" 
**  Almarez  Gondolph,  high  in  rank,"»- 
Upstarting  from  the  mossy  bank, 
With  arm  extended  Izram  stood. 
Like  the  roused  monarch  of  the  wood : 
His  eye-halls  sliot  with  crimson  fire. 
Each  reddening  feature  flashed  with  ire. 
While  joy*s  triumphant  wildness  shone      ' 
In  the  stem  glance,  and  swelled  the  tone. 

*'  Now  hear,  tliou  blazing  god  of  day, 
Unfaltering  in  thy  destined  way, 
Who  roUest  on  thy  fiery  path. 
Blasting  the  rebel  climes  in  wrathf 
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fh>wiiing  to  wither,  blight,  destroy, 
Or  beuning  light,  and  life,  and  joy  ; 
And  hear  ye  clouds,  that,  hurrying  ^wst, 
Ifaft  spiritfl  wild  on  stonn  and  blast ; 
Ye  demons,  who  delight  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  wave's  tumultuous  swell. 
Or,  wrapped  in  subterranean  fire, 
Work  your  fierce  will  in  quenchless  ire  ; 
Hear,  and  attest,  la  murmurs  deep, 
The  vow  of  vengeance  ne'er  to  sleep : 
Proclaim  in  thunder,  seal  in  blood. 
The  tie  of  vengeful  brotherhood  !" 

Once  more  beneath  the  branches  flung, 
The  traveller's  shrinking  hand  he  wrung : 
"  I  deemed  not  mortal  man  should  dare 

In  wrongs  so  deep,  so  dark,  as  mine. 
In  luxury  so  rich,  to  share  ; 

But,  Briton,  lo  the  cup  is  thine, 
The  draught  of  sweet  revenge  to  dram. 
Till  not  one  lingering  drop  remftiii* 
I've  spread  a  wilier  snare  to-day, 
Than  e*er  enclosed  the  beast  of  prey : 
Before  another  sun  be  set, 
Thou'lt  view  the  quarry  in  the  net 
I  thought  not  to  endure  thy  feet 
Within  my  deep  unseen  retreat ; 
But  we  are  brothers,  I  have  said. 

And  waked  the  hope  I  will  not  mock ; 
Thy  kindred  blood  on  Gondolph's  blade 

Shall  be  thy  pass  through  flood  and  rock  ; 
And  from  that  rock  thine  arm  may  sweep 
His  mangled  carcase  to  the  deep." 

*<  Now  shame  upon  thoe,  man  of  death  I 

I  told  thee  that  I  pursed  him  not ; 
And  shall  I  dye  my  Christian  faith 

With  crimson  taint,  satanic  blot? 
Far  as  the  space  from  pole  to  pole 
Be  murderous  thought  from  Albert's  soul ! 
Nor  shall  such  deed  thy  dwelling  stain, 

O  Mexican,  nor  foul  thy  hand, 
Till  prayer,  and  faith,  and  zeal  be  vain, 

To  pluck  away  one  burning  brand." 

**  I  like  thy  heat ;  in  this  I  view, 
Fool  though  thou  be,  thy  tale  is  true ; 
If  false,  thou  hadst  not  crossed  me  yet : 
But,  true  or  false,  my  steel  is  whet 
There's  candour  on  thy  quiet  brow, 
I  neither  doubt  nor  fear  thee  now. 
Proceed,  a  sheltering  roof  is  nigh, 
And  while  my  cares  thy  need  supply. 
My  Up  shall  link  that  blood-hound's  name 
With  the  full  record  of  his  shame." 

Then  rising,  with  elastic  tread. 
Through  many  a  winding  path  he  led, 
Free  as  the  gamesome  steed,  whose  mane 
Ne'er  drooped  lieneath  oontiouling  rein ; 


And  Albert,  in  the  step  of  pride, 

The  form  of  lightness,  mein  of  grace. 
Might  almost  deem  his  youthful  guide 

A  sylvan  shape  of  fabled  race. 
Some  twenty  summer  suns  had  shed 
Their  ripening  fires  on  Ixram's  head  ; 
His  hue  confessed  the  tawny  glow. 

Born  of  a  fierce  and  fervid  ray, 
But  pale  and  clear  the  polished  brow. 

Where  ebon  locks  disordered  stray : 
And  ever  as  impatiently 

Aside  their  silken  veil  was  thrown, 
Beneath  its  curve  the  glancing  eye. 
Like  lightning  from  the  midnight  sky. 

In  awful  beauty  shone. 
Something  there  was  that  mutely  told, 

No  vulgar  stamp  was  graven  here ; 
An  impress  cast  in  finer  mould. 

And  nurtured  in  a  gentler  sphere. 
Than  might  beseem  those  captive  plains. 
Crushed  in  Iberia's  pond'rous  chains. 

Narrow  and  low  the  hut  arose, 
A  summer  bower  for  short  repose. 
Yet  fenced  around  with  thorn  and  stake. 
From  prowling  foes  that  haunt  the  brake. 
Roofed  with  the  broad  palmetto  leaf. 

That  fan -like  o'er  the  rafters  spread. 
And  crested  as  a  warrior  chief, 

Beneath  its  light  and  plumy  head. 
Amid  the  flower-wove  lattice  play 
The  quivering  shade  and  stealing  ray  ; 
Floating  on  zephyr's  liquid  sigh, 
A  thousand  dazzling  forms  are  ni^. 
That  in  the  brilliant  blaze  unfold 
Their  gossamer  besprent  with  gold. 
There  hums  the  insect  bird,  who  gleaoM 
Glorious  as  day's  departing  beams  ; 
Beneath  the  proud  papilio  pressed. 
The  blossom  bends  its  burdened  crest ; 
He  steps  the  flower,  a  conscious  king. 
Or  fans  the  bud  with  gorgeous  wing; 
And  not  a  breeze  can  hover  nigh. 
But  teems  with  blended  harmony ; 
As  every  leaf  were  vocal  grown. 
And  breathed  a  descant  all  its  own. 
While  bowed  the  palm  with  princely  head. 
And  wide  a  guardian  shadow  spread. 

A  simple  couch  of  fragrant  leaves. 
In  purple  cased,  each  guest  receives ; 
And  Izram  from  his  secret  hoard. 
Profusely  heaps  the  bending  board 
With  all  the  tempting  fruits  that  lie 
Mellowing  beneath  a  genial  sky ; 
And  while  their  tints  commingling  glowed, 
A  juice  nectareous  sparkling  flowed. 
In  shells  of  cocoa,  richly  bound 
With  hoops  of  burnished  gokl  annuuL 
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With  winning  grace,  in  courtly  guiw, 
The  Mexican  his  comrade  plies ; 
Selecting  oft,  with  Btudioiu  care, 
The  choiceft  of  their  woodland  fare ; 
With  mirthful  thought,  and  vportive  nnile, 
Cheering  their  sweet  repant  the  while. 

**  Inhale  this  cooling  drau^t  again  ; 
Methinks  those  whiskered  Dons  would  drain 
The  loscious  stream  with  bolder  swell ; 
And  if  the  goblet  'scaped,  'twere  well." 
**  Too  tempting  shines  the  glittering  ore : 
What  if  their  ken  the  scene  explore?" 
Dark  radiance  flashed  from  Izram*8  eye, 

Lightly  he  touched  liis  dagger*s  hilt, 
And  smiled ;  perchance,  in  deeper  dye. 

The  rash  intruder*s  hide  were  gilt, 
Ere  his  profaning  touch  should  tear 
The  meanest  flower  that  blushes  there." 

"  How  freely  in  the  mortal  strife 
Thy  hand  can  sport  with  human  life  ! 
I  would  not  ape  thy  deadly  skill. 

Purveyor  to  the  yawning  tomb  ; 
Nor  hurl  a  spirit,  reeking  still 

With  crime,  to  its  eternal  doom." 

"  And  yet,  were  wildest  peril  near, 

No  flincher  thou :  Vve  watched  thine  eye. 
And  not  a  mist  of  earthly  fear 

Hath  clouded  that  calm  azure  sky. 
By  thy  bold  deed  preserved,  I  long 

To  call  thee  friend :  our  years  the  same, 
If  right  I  guess ;  in  danger,  wrong. 

United  ;  branded  both  with  shame ; 
Thou  for  thy  Christian  faith,  and  I 
For  unsold  truth  and  loyalty." 

Gone  was  the  hour  of  lightsome  glee. 
His  brow  grew  stem  with  bitter  thought. 

That  like  a  sullen  wintry  sea 

In  mystery  and  darkness  wrought 

Still,  OS  to  quell  the  rising  pain, 

His  lips  the  sparkling  goblet  drain  ; 

His  glance  emits  the  gloomy  fire 

Of  restless  care  and  feverish  ire. 

Albert  beheld,  his  gen'rous  heart 
In  secret  we]>t  the  exile's  smart ; 
He  shuddered  o'er  a  soul  so  young, 
By  murderous  hate  to  vengeance  stung. 
And  yearned  upon  his  thorny  way 
To  pour  the  beam  of  gospel -day. 
But  Isram,  on  his  couch  reclined. 

With  graceful  gesture  half  arose  : 
His  waving  locks  are  flung  behind. 

His  cheek  with  proud  emotion  glows, 
In  measured  phrase  the  accents  ran, 
And  thus  the  tale  of  wrong  began. 


**  Know'st  thou  Chiapa's  soil,  where  rii 
Wrecks  of  a  glorious  edifice  7 
OSpring  of  kingly  sires,  who  shone 
On  Mexico's  imconquered  throne. 
Or,  ranged  upon  her  island  shore, 
Purpled  the  lake  with  princely  gore. 
Uprooted  from  their  beauteous  land, 

Once  more  engrafTed,  and  taught  to  thrive 
Beneath  Las  Casas'  pitying  hand. 

Who  bode  the  drooping  bough  revive. 
Till,  like  their  own  Vanilla,  veilbd 

In  m}'stery  from  the  race  accursed. 
Again  their  weeping  country  hailed 

Her  royal  steins,  in  secret  nursed. 
Even  now,  upon  Chiapa's  plain, 
Our  ancient  arts  in  freedom  reign :  • 

The  deathless  wreath  fair  science  gives. 
Full  many  a  young  Cazique  receives ; 
Known  but  to  them  whose  dearest  pride 
Were  to  lie  slaughtered  near  his  side. 
Not  these  the  upstart  race,  who  reign 

By  sufferance  of  the  crafty  foe, 
Exalted  from  the  base  bom  train. 

To  specious  power  and  gilded  show  ; 
But  sons  of  those  illustrious  dead, 
Who,  each  a  wariikc  nation's  head. 

With  royal  banner  wide  unrolled. 
Twice  fifty  thousand  warriors  led 

To  battle  for  the  isle  of  gold. 

**  To  boast  were  vain  ;  I  will  not  tell 
What  streams  in  these  blue  channels  swell ; 
The  deed  may  show : — no  vulgar  ire 

Can  feed  so  broad,  so  calm  a  flame. 
Nor  aught  but  princely  hate  aspire 

To  quarries  of  such  noble  game. 
The  deed  shall  show : — another  night, 
And  vengeance  waves  her  torch  in  light 

"  Embosomed  in  a  peaceful  vale, 
There  dwelt — ^but  wherefore  spin  the  tale  V 
— A  flush  was  on  his  frowning  brow. 
And  fast  the  hurried  accents  flow  : — 
**  Tis  nought  to  thee  who  trained  my  mind, 
The  hater  now  of  human  kind, 
I  say  but,  of  the  hours  I've  known. 
That  once  they  were,  and  they  are  flown 
Past,  past — they  come  not  if  I  would" — 
He  drained  the  cup,  and  then  pursued. 

"It  was  mid  life's  unfolding  charm, 
When  hopes  are  high,  and  hearts  are  warm, 
Aud  young  ambition,  aiming  wide. 
Would  grasp  the  world  to  prop  his  pride, 
A  guei<t,  with  wiles  of  Satan  fraught, 
Chiapa's  peaceful  dwellings  tought ; 
A  Jesuit,— of  Iberia's  race, — 
Inquisitor^— ft  monk  of  plaee^— 
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Vile  titles  all : — to  add  another, 
Yet  viler,  he  was  Gondolph'a  brother. 
He  marked  me,  and  he  won  my  ear 
With  tales  wild  boyhood  loves  to  hear ; 
1  knew  not  then  what  hidden  bait 
Lored  him  in  me  to  seek  his  fate  ; 
Bat  thus  it  seems — ^my  birth  was  high, 
And  many  watched  my  destiny :        i 
Child,  as  I  was,  I  oft  had  sate 
With  those  who  mle  our  free-bom  state, 
Whose  secret  ooiinsels  may  not  pass 
Beyond  the  threefold  bolts  of  brass : 
Some  note  *f  this  had  lately  sped, 

— Oppression  will  not  lack  its  spies, 
Xor  tyranny  forget  to  dread 

The  mastering  tempest  ere  it  rise. 
Unwelcome  mmors  quickly  flee. 

The  tidings  Priest  Anselmo  heard. 
And  when  he  spread  the  twig  for  me. 

Deemed  he  might  lime  a  chattering  bird. 
So,  while  his  flittteries  won  my  ken, 
And  lured  me  to  the  Spanish  den, 
My  treason  was  the  oemer-stone 
He  built  his  towering  hopes  upon. 
Ixram  a  traitor !" — ^Then  he  laughed 
In  bitterness,  and  freely  qnafied : — 
**  No,  not  to  them — O  never,  never, 

Could  tongue  of  guile  or  forceful  hand, 
The  syren,  or  the  dungeon  sever 

Her  Izram  from  his  own  sweet  land : 
Righted  this  arm,  if  e'er  it  flings 
Dishonour  on  the  race  of  kings ! 

'*  In  furtherance  of  their  sage  design, 

The  Spanish  seers  received  me  well. 
And,  deep  in  learning's  fruitful  mine. 

For  me  they  ope'd  the  secret  cell 
I  needs  must  laugh, — ^how,  day  by  day. 
They  laboured  on  the  rugged  way. 
And  placed  within  my  eager  clasp 
Whate*er  my  spirit  longed  to  grasp : 
No  page  of  all  their  classic  lore. 
But  I  had  conned  it  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  from  the  tomes  of  history  torn 
New  fuel  for  my  burning  scorn. 
Ere  yet  the  purblind  fools  could  dare 
To  deem  me  wrapped  within  the  snare. 
And  still  misgivings  vexed  their  mind, 
A  firmer  tie  the  demons  twined ; 
O  would  my  tongue  had  never  moved 
To  tell  it !  Albert,  hast  thou  loved? 
— Enough,  enough ;  that  broken  sigh. 
And  mantling  cheek,  too  well  reply. 
It  matters  not ;  I  will  not  ben^ 
My  thought  to  such  bewildering  theme, 
My  spuming  soul  hath  learned  to  rend 
The  shreds  of  that  deceitful  dream ; 
Nor  could  thy  tranquil  spirit  pine 
In  love  MO  wild,  so  deep  as  mine. 


The  sorcereri  hoped  this  potent  spell 
The  patriot  throb  should  lightly  quell, 
This  master-pasuon  in  my  breast. 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  engulf  the  rest ; 
If  e'er  their  eyes  His  page  explored, 
Whom  they  in  blasphemy  adored. 

"  Now  Gondolph  joined  the  robber  band. 
Who  gnaw  the  vitals,  wring  the  land. 
Thou  know'st,  perchance,  each  plundering  tool 
Is  licenced  to  a  short-lived  rule : 
Three  summers,  decked  in  pomp  and  pride, 

They  rack  our  race,  our  treasure  drain. 
Then,  wafted  o'er  th'  indignant  tide, 

Disgorge  the  q>oil  in  hungry  Spain. 
Long  had  this  Gondolph  ruled  unseen 
The  movements  of  a  vast  machine  ; 
The  gruerdon  of  his  toils  to  glean, 

He  ploughed  at  length  the  azure  deep ; — 
Oh,  by  this  sickle,  bright  and  keen, 

A  plenteous  harvest  he  shall  rei^ ! 

"  Uis  was  the  crafty  wile,  that  snared 

The  heedless  Mexican  to  rove ; 
His  wizard  hand  the  spell  prepared. 

Of  lofty  lore,  and  witching  love : 
And  blithely  now  the  traitor  came. 
To  light  the  pile  with  sulphurous  flame. 
In  courteous  guise,  with  flattering  word. 
He  led  me  to  the  festal  board : 
Trained  to  his  beck,  the  servile  throng 
The  revel  and  debauch  prolong  ; 
While  he,  with  cool  observance,  sought 
In  cobweb  coil  to  snare  the  thought ; 
E^ayed — the  wine-cup  freely  plied — 
To  wake  the  slumbering  chord  of  pride ; 
But  all  was  vain,  no  word  revealed 
The  charge  in  patriot  honour  sealed. 
Baffled  and  chafed,  the  tiger  scowled. 
And  houriy  in  my  pathway  prowled, 
And  oft  in  joyous  scorn  I  threw 
Some  mocking  hope  before  his  view, 
Till  weary  of  the  secret  snare, 
He  laid  his  shameless  purpose  bear. 
A  life,  with  wealth  and  greatness  crowned, 
Ev'n  to  ambition's  utmost  bound. 
This  was  the  bribe ;  the  threat  was  shame, 

The  taint  of  slander's  foulest  breath, 
A  curse  attached  to  Izram's  name 

Among  his  race,  and  lingering  death. 

"  I  know  not  how  my  scom  might  blaze  ; 
He  quailed  and  shook  beneath  the  gaze : 
And  when,  in  proud  indignant  strain, 
I  hurled  the  treason  back  on  Spain, 
His  lurking  blood-hounds  seized  their  prey, 
And  bore  me  from  the  light  of  day. 
Chained  witli  the  felon  crew,  who  pine 
Condemned  within  the  deadlisst  mine. 
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Robber  and  murderer,  side  by  side. 
In  groans  and  blood  their  labour  plied — 
Seest  thou  tlie  scar  those  fetters  wronght  ? 
His  look  shall  wither  on  the  spot. 

•*  Nor  yet  the  crafty  fox  resigned 
That  dream  of  his  besotted  mind  ; 
Siill  came  the  Inre,  the  menace,  still 
He  thought  to  bend  my  stedfast  will : 
He  blighted  my  fair  fame,  and  she,  < 

Chord  of  my  heart,  its  vital  tide, 
Compelled  to  wed  a  vile  Mestee, 

Became  the  motley  mongrel's  bride. 
Anselmo's  self  the  tale  conveyed. 
And  well  his  generous  zeal  I  paid : 
Too  weak  the  cowl  to  guard  his  brain 
From  the  fierce  dash  of  severed  chain  ; 
And  while  they  thronged  around  the  dead. 
Goaded  by  maddening  thought,  I  sped 
Until  the  distant  glimmering  ray 
Pointed  to  liberty  and  day. 
I  found  a  faithful  few : — ^the  rest 
Is  doubly  sealed  within  my  breast ; 
I  doubt  not  thee,  but  oaths  confine 
Those  secrets  to  our  ancient  line : 
Yet  if  thy  British  nerve  can  brave 
The  horrors  of  an  outlaw*s  cave, 
And  if  thy  strength  in  peril  tried. 
Can  boldly  breast  a  swelling  tide. 
Soon  shall  thy  gladdened  sight  survey 

Gondolph,  by  counter-wiles  betrayed, 
Groaning  his  blackened  soul  away. 

An  offering  to  tby  brother's  shade.** 

"  My  brother's  shade  hath  soared,  to  rest 
In  the  calm  mansions  of  the  blest ; 
And  there,  at  his  Redeemer*s  throne. 

He  joins  the  rapturous  song  of  praise. 
To  Him  who  hears  the  sinner's  groan, 
Jesus,  whose  pardoning  love  is  shown 

To  ruined  man's  rebellious  race. 
And  deem'st  thou — ^if  his  spirit  share 
In  aught  of  sublunary  care — 
My  Uiric  would  not  rather  flee 

On  seraph  wing  to  ward  the  blow, 
And  plead,  by  Him  who  died  for  thee, 

"  For  mercy  on  a  prostrate  foe  ?" 

**  Forbear  thy  mockery,  tongue  of  pride  ! 
For  me  that  Saviour  never  died. 
Thou  preaching  friar  forbear,  and  say, 

My  proffered  courtesy  dost  thou  take, 
Till  twice  return  the  morning  ray, 

With  me  thy  fixed  abode  to  make  7" 

**  Aye,  Ixram,  and  to  save  thy  soul 
The  bitter  fruit  of  deed  so  foul ; 
My  wrong  is  deep,  far  deeper  thine, 

But  vengeance  is  the  work  of  God : 


0  let  thy  hand  this  task  resign, 
Submit  thee  to  the  chastening  rod. 

Revenge  to  carnal  lip  is  sweet, 

But  kills  the  soul  with  poisonous  breath ; 
And  thou  impenitent,  wilt  meet 

The  wages  of  eternal  death." 

**  Izram  can  neither  pause  nor  fear ; 

His  sin,  if  such  the  term,  hath  stored 
The  wrath  of  Heaven  in  long  arroar. 

And  justice  must  unsheath  the  swordy 
She  still  a  deeper  debt  may  owe- 
But  truce  with  this,  the  sun  is  low  ; 

1  pledge  thee  in  a  sweeter  draught 
Than  yet  thy  thirsty  lip  hath  quaffed ; 
Recline  ou  yonder  couch  and  steep 
Thy  feverish  frame  in  cooling  sleep : 
Trust  me,  no  cause  for  doubt  or  dread 
While  Izram  watches  nigh  thy  bed. 

I  love  thy  race — they  never  bore 

A  blood-stained  trophy  from  my  shore, 

Save  when  the  daring  Buccaneer, 

Scourge  of  the  tyrants,  hovered  nigh, 
And  woke  the  Spaniard's  startled  ear, 

With  the  fierce  midnight  battle-cry. 
Thou  dost  not  fear  to  speak  me  plain, 
To  cross  me  in  my  angry  vein  ; 
Nor  dost  thou  shame  to  kneel  and  pray  r"^ 
Shading  his  sight,  he  turned  away. 
And  Albert,  with  unruffled  breast. 
Composed  his  weary  limbs  to  rest. 


CANTO  II. 


Sweet  his  repose,  but  strangely  new 

The  waking  scene ;  no  lowly  shed, 
No  waving  forest  caught  his  view ; 

A  wide  and  vaulted  cavern  threw 
Its  mighty  arch  above  his  head. 
A  glimmering  lamp  in  scanty  flood 
Dispersed  its  light,  and  Izram  stood, 
Folding  his  mantle  round  his  breast, 

Half  veiled  in  the  sepulchral  gloom. 
With  thoughtful  brow,  and  head  depreand. 
Viewing  the  couch  of  peaceful  rest, 

liike  sculpture  on  a  costly  tomb. 
"  Wak'st  thou,  my  friend  7"  the  pensive  tona, 
That  sorrow  might  have  called  her  own. 
Low  as  the  ring-dove's  plaintive  sound. 
By  echoes  caught,  above,  around. 
Rang  through  tlft  caves,  and  died  away 
In  cadence  like  a  funeral  lay. 
**  Izram  !  explain  this  m-igic  spell." 

*<  No  magic,  but  the  needful  guile 
Of  souls  oppressed  ;  I  watched  thee  well, 

And  practised  nought  but  friendly  wile. 
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Here  is  my  palace,  this  my  throne, 
A  regal  couft,  as  thoa  ahalt  own, 
Wheo  my  aHembled  hoards  bespeak 
The  treasury  of  a  yoang  Cazique.'* 
Smiling,  yet  sad,  he  spoke,  and  drew 

A  drapery's  heavy  fold  aside  ; 
Bhiad  gleams  of  distant  radiance  threw 

A  steady  lustre  far  and  wide. 
**  Arise,  the  sun  is  high  and  hright. 
But  never  shot  his  living  light 
Within  these  vaults :  dark  as  the  fame 

Of  Mexico,  they  need  the  toil 
Of  secret  hands  to  raise  the  flame, 

And  oil  renew  the  wasting  oiL 
Above,  oppression's  shaft  is  horled. 

Below,  the  infant  fires  are  nursed, 

That  should  the  struggling  splendours  bust, 
Wbh  blazing  flag  shall  cow  the  world. 
Tyrants  engross  the  sunny  sky, 
Be  ours  the  den  and  liberty !" 
With  stately  port,  and  echoing  tread, 
Tlirough  the  long  widening  vault  he  led ; 
ftssed  a  low  arch,  and  dark  alcove : — 

Where  hath  the  spell  our  pilgrim  borne  7 
floeh  wUd  illusion  ne'er  was  wove 

In  the  fantastic  dream  of  mom. 

They  stood  beneath  a  lofty  dome. 
Meet  for  the  faUed  genii's  home  ; 
The  giant  roof,  bestud  with  spars, 
Shone  as  a  host  of  distant  stars. 
Hon,  crystal  columns,  shooting  high, 
Daiile  sjid  pain  the  blinking  eye ; 
Tliere,  glowing  as  with  secret  fire, 
SUght  shafts  of  wreathing  gold  aspire. 
Framed  by  the  fairest  rules  of  art, 
Ftom  every  secret  nook  they  start ; 
New  treasures  to  the  gaze  unfold, — 
Gold  was  the  couch,  the  table  gold  ; 
Wrought  by  the  craftsman's  cunning  hand, 

In  Ivight  confusion,  close  array, 
Flagons,  and  bowls,  and  vases  stand, 

And  on  their  burnished  sides  display 
The  swelling  fruit,  or  garland  fair ; — 
Hie  very  least  that  glittered  there 
Had  been  an  ample  bribe,  to  gain 
Some  kingly  suit  from  grasping  Spain. 
Qntver  and  bow  and  breast-plate  hung 
Standards  and  feathery  tufts  among ; 
And  son-like  orbs  too  well  reveal 
Hie  deadly  dint  of  forceful  steel : 
¥niile  pigmy  plumes,  of  matchless  dyes, 
Combined  in  graphic  beauty,  rise. 
Implanting  in  that  rocky  den 
Hie  charms  of  mountain,  mead,  and  glen. 

Izram  beneath  his  dark  lash  stole 
A  glance,  to  read  his  comrade's  souL 


'*  What  say'st  thou,  Albert,  can'st  thou  show 

In  thy  fair  isle  so  rich  a  throne  ? 
Nay,  answer  not ;  full  well  I  know 

She  calls  one  glorious  gem  her  own, 
A  jewel  fraught  with  deathless  rays. 
Whose  faintest  sparkles  far  outblaze 
Ten  thousand  gaudy  scenes  like  this : 
Freedom  and  faith— O  dream  of  bliss  V 
He  paused,  and  slowly  raising  op 
From  the  bright  board  a  costly  cup. 
Viewed  it  a  while,  then  fiercely  flung 
On  the  firm  floor  that  beaming  gold ; 
Their  peals  the  clamorous  echoes  rung, 
While  to  the  utmost  side  it  rolled. 
"  I  loathe  the  yellow  dross,  it  hurled 

My  fathers  from  a  lordly  throne, 
Ev'n  as  that  bruised  ore  is  whirled 

Along  the  ruthless  stone. 
Metal  accursed  !  my  brethren  pine. 

Through  thee,  beneath  an  iron  rod. 
Deep  in  the  pestilential  mine. 

O'er  which  their  sires  in  glory  trod. 
Now  could  I  dash  from  side  to  side 
The  fragments  of  this  scenic  pride  ; 
But  they  have  work  to  do,  to  sting, 

Ev'n  to  his  very  inmost  soul, 
That  Gondolph,  that  compounded  thing 

Of  wile  and  avarice ; — we  will  toll 
The  death-knell  on  his  shrinking  ear. 
Amid  the  splendid  mockeries  here : 
Here,  where  his  eye  could  never  sate 
With  gazing,  we  will  seal  his  fate  ; 
And  I,  the  fettered  slave,  who  drew 

A  length  of  chain  in  pois'uous  mine. 
Will  blight  the  tyrant's  wildered  view 

In  garb  befitting  regal  line. 
Thou,  too,  shalt  glitter  bright,  in  gems 
Meet  for  Imperial  diadems : 
Weave  diamonds  in  thy  clustering  hair, 

Like  stars  on  evening's  folding  wing. 
And  on  thy  very  sandals  bear 

The  ransom  of  an  eastern  king,** 
"  No  gems  for  me.*' — "  And  wherefore  thwart 
Each  purpose  of  my  labouring  heart  7" — 
"  Nay,  Izram,  smooth  thy  brow,  nor  deem 

I  cross  thy  will  in  sullen  mood  ; 
But  how  shall  rich  array  beseem. 
Or  brilliants  pour  their  sparkling  beam. 

Amid  the  specks  of  kindred  blood  ? 
Scarce  dry  upon  my  conscious  vest 
The  stream  that  welled  from  Ulric's  breast ; 
Behold  I"—"  The  hour  of  doom  is  near. 
Let  vengeance  stay  that  bursting  tear : 
Fraternal  love  hath  gemmed  thy  cheek 

With  drops  to  shame  our  Indian  mine. 
And  Izrom's  heart  perchance  could  speak 
In  tone  as  kindly  and  as  meek 

As  ever  woke  the  pulse  of  thine : 
But  I  will  drown  that  pleading  breath 
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In  the  load  tnimpet  blait  of  death : 
Retain  thy  simple  weed,  to  roll 

Its  witnera  on  the  murderer'B  soul ; 
Dark  be  thy  wrath  as  frowning  night, 
And  mine  as  dire  volcano  bright." 

8wift  08  the  linnet  from  the  epray, 
Hifl  lightsome  stop  hath  sped  away  ; 
And  Albert  breathes  the  secret  groan, 
For  woes  more  lasting  than  his  own. 
**  So  young,  so  beauteous,  so  enslaved 
To  Satan's  bidding — lost—- depraved 
By  sins  unnumbered :  yet  he  spoke 

Of  pleadings  he  would  fain  control ; 
Perchance  the  Lord  indeed  hath  woke 

A  voice  within  his  conscious  souL 
'  Freedom  and  faith,  a  dream  of  bliss' — 
Oh  would  that  waking  prize  were  his ! 
My  spirit  loatlies  his  foul  intents, 
Yet  with  a  mother's  woe  laments  ; 
Gladly  I'd  brave  a  life  of  pains. 
To  wrest  him  from  these  burning  chains. 
Confederate  in  his  fell  design. 

Leagued  to  destroy,  yet  fixed  to  save 
His  victim, — Saviour,  be  it  mine 

To  call  this  slumberer  from  the  grave ! 
Bid  him  awake,  and  rise  to  view 
Beams  that  can  pierce  bis  darkness  through. 
It  were  a  miracle — what  less 

Could  change  our  heart  of  mortal  mould  7 
Speak,  and  the  work  is  done — now  bless 
Thy  word — O  Lord,  our  Righteousness, 

Conduct  this  wanderer  to  thy  fold !" 

While  yet  he  breathed  the  broken  prayer. 
The  fiery  Mexican  was  there  : 
He  came  on  Albert's  wondering  sight, 
like  some  gay  dream  of  fairy  sprite : 
His  form,  in  snow-white  vest  arrayed, 
Its  beauteous  symmetry  displayed  ; 
Soft  as  the  wing  of  sunmier  fly. 
His  robe  outshone  the  Tyrian  dye  ! 
Each  naked  arm  a  circlet  wore 
Of  pearls  to  shume  a  regal  store  ; 
The  emerald  and  the  ruby  graced 
His  ancles,  tissued  gold  his  waist. 
Tlie  plumes — bis  country's  coronet — 
Enwrcathed  among  his  locks  of  jet, 
With  every  gesture  waving,  bow 
Majestic  o'er  his  graceful  brow. 
Their  quills  in  clustering  diamonds  bound, 
They  breathed  a  costly  perfume  round, 
And  rivalled,  in  their  glancing  dyes. 
The  glories  of  the  western  skies. 
The  tress  confined,  his  brow  was  bare, 
Softened  in  thought,  and  pale  with  care. 
Though  from  his  eye-beam  toil  hud  refit 

Awhile  the  fervid  blaze  of  noon, 
Vet  all  tho  floating  light  was  left 


That  steals  around  the  naidnigfat  moon. 
A  naked  dirk  his  belt  displayed. 
Its  ivory  hilt  with  gold  inlaid. 
And  rich  with  gems ;  the  tempered  Made 

Gleamed  a  blue  death-fire,  sternly  bright ; 
And  Albert's  sickening  thought  surveyed 

The  unborn  horrors  of  the  night 
Abn^t  he  spoke,  **  Thou  dazzling  sin, 
I  would  thou  wert  as  fair  within." 
**  Nay,  Albert,  all  within  is  dark  ; 

These  gauds  no  living  lustre  shed  ; 
Revenge  alone,  with  crimson  s|>ark. 

Lights  the  drear  mansions  of  the  dead. 
It  is  for  such  as  thee  to  dwell 
In  rays  that  demons  cannot  quelL 
My  soul  is  black  as  thunder's  ck>nd, — 
The  gathering  peal  will  echo  loud. 
And  fierce  the  flash :  this  louring  gloom 
Is  but  the  shade  of  Gondolph's  tomb. 
I  have  not  slumbered  since  I  lay 
Beneath  the  jaguar's  gaze — Away ! 
We'll  to  the  bowl,  and  nectar  drain, 
Till  young  life  bound  in  every  vein." 

'*And  would'st  thou  feed  the  angry  moodt 
With  wilder  fire  inflame  thy  Mood, 
Huri  reason  from  her  tottering  throne, 
And  change  thy  heart  to  very  stone  ! 
O  drink  thou  of  the  stream  that  swells 

Far  from  the  scenes  of  ruthless  strife* 
Drawn  from  the  everlasting  wells, 

That  spring  beneatli  the  tree  of  life." 
In  wayward  humour,  Izram  flung 

His  limbs  upon  a  couch  of  pride, 
Its  canopy  with  plumage  hung. 

And  feigning  regal  scorn,  replied — 
"  What !  bar  mo  from  the  gcn'rous  bowl  T 
Ev'n  here  my  lordly  will  control  7 
Rebel,  wilt  thou  dethrone  thy  kingf 

**  Jest  not,  but  heed." — '*  I  will  not  hear ; 
If  but  one  native  note  I  sing, 
These  royal  echoes  straight  will  ring. 

With  descant  meet  for  monarch's  ear. 
Now  mark." — In  cadence  sweet  and  stranf 
Sudden  he  raised  a  lofty  song. 

IZRAM. 

**  Line,  in  the  annals  of  glory  known, 

"  Where  have  ye  hidden  your  ancient  thniw  ? 

"  Throbs  no  bold  current  in  regal  vein  7 

"  Be  yc  the  vassals  of  ruffian  Spain  7 

'*  The  base  surmise  from  my  soul  I  fling 

"  Ye  are  the  nation ;  where  is  your  kingT* 

Richly  the  clear  melodious  sound 
Floats  through  the  sparry  caverns  nmnd ; 
And  ere  the  notes  could  melt  away, 
Abruptly  rose  an  answering  lay  ; 
Strong  voices  pealed  it  loud  and  niglv 
Filling  the  vaults  with  harmony. 
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VOICES. 

'*  Deep,  where  the  heavings  of  life  arise, 
"  Deep  in  the  subject*8  heart  he  lies ; 
"  Deep,  where  the  iufant  gem  ia  bom, 
**  He  tramples  the  yellow  gt^d  in  scorn : 
"  His  tapestried  hall  is  the  crystal  stone, 
"The  diamond  his  lamp,  and  the  rock  his 
throne.'' 


IZRAM. 

"  Once,  where  the  isle's  blue  waten  swell, 
"  Her  princes  fought,  and  her  nobles  fell ; 
**  The  meanest  in  Axtlan*s  native  train 
*'Waa  peer  for  the  proudest  that  forge  their 

chain. 
*■  Soft  through  its  channel  the  pure  wave  runs, 
-  Shrouding  the  heroes — ^Whcre  are  their  sons  ?" 

VOICES. 

"  Deep,  where  the  close  pent  air  abides ; 
**  Deep,  where  the  flood  its  fountain  hides  ; 
"  Deep,  where  the  young  volcano's  nursed  ; — 
"  Woe  to  the  land  when  their  rage  shall  bunt ! 
"  Soon  may  the  Tolume  of  fate  unfold 
"  That  the  sons  are  true,  as  the  sires  were  bold." 

IZRAM. 

**  Where  are  the  counsels,  wise  and  bravo, 
**  To  guide  the  ship  through  the  troublous  wave  1 
**  The  skill  to  watch  for  the  breaking  morn, 
**  lie  league  to  bind  and  the  word  to  warn  ? 
**  The  glimmering  sparks  of  a  rising  blaze, 
"  And  the  heart -cheering  records  of  olden  days  ? 
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VOICES. 

^  Deep  in  the  bosoms  of  patriot  worth ; 
"  Deep  in  the  soil  that  gives  them  birth  ; 
**  Deep  in  the  symbol  of  mystic  lore, 
**  That  never  shall  treachery's  gaze  explore ; 
"  The  root  is  spreading  below — the  tree 
**  Shall  rise  in  a  banner  of  pride  for  thee." 

l^omphant  pealed  the  closing  strain  ; 

The  very  echoes  seemed  to  glow 
With  patriot  ardour ;  oft  again. 

When  the  bold  note  was  sinking  low, 
Some  distant  cavern  caught  the  tone. 
And  made  the  lofty  lay  its  own. 
And  gave  it  back  again,  to  swell 
And  rise,  through  many  a  winding  cell ; 
Careering  round  the  giant  dome. 

As  though  some  pitying  forms  of  air 

Blended  the  wild  sweet  chorus  there. 


To  grace  an  exiled  monarch's  home. 
Albert,  entranced,  a  while  forgot 
The  captive's  doom,  the  murderer's  lot. 
Yearning  to  bid  the  caves  prolong. 
And  still  renew  that  thundering  song. 
The  full  red  torches  flickered  wide, 
The  banners  waved  in  martial  pride, 
Sparkled  the  crystals  ;  Izram's  eye. 

To  ecstasy  relit,  and  raised 
In  uncurbed  majesty  on  high. 

With  answering  splendour  keenly  Uaxed. 

The  sound  dissolved,  the  spell  was  broke. 
Drooping  his  waving  plumes  he  spoke. 
"  Hearts  fond  and  true  !  far  other  meed 
Than  darksome  den,  and  venturous  deed, 
From  Izram,  might  ye  claim.     Now  speak, 
Thou  silent  Brilon  ;  well  I  trace. 
In  the  bold  l>lood  that  warms  thy  cheek. 

The  fervour  of  thy  freebom  race. 
What  miracle  hath  struck  thee  dumb — 
Tlie  preacher  by  the  man  o'ercome  7" 

"  Perchance  some  tinge  of  honest  shame, 

For  slight  respect  to  monarch  shown  ; 
Thy  sin  I  hate,  the  sinner  blame  ; 

And  if,  thy  regal  rank  unknown" 

*'  O  peace,  my  friend  ;  my  brother,  peaoe : 
When  thy  bold  faithful  counsels  cease, 
Izram  is  lust  indeed  :  I  love 
To  hoar  thy  fearless  tongue  reprove. 
But  deemed  it  wel>  to  show  thy  speech 
To  other  ears  than  mine  might  reach. 
These  caverns  teem  with  life  ;  a  race 
Of  nobles,  this  dark  dwelling  grace. 
They  know  the  jaguar's  dauntless  foe, 
Thy  daring  deed,  thy  wrongs  they  know ; 
But  other  themes  beseem  them  not : 

Thiuk'st  thou  my  single  arm  could  bring 
Thee  slumbering  from  the  woodland  cot? 

That  were  a  feat  for  fairy  king." 

While  thus  in  playful  grace  he  spoke. 
Sudden  the  startling  echoes  woke. 
As  though  a  wide  battalion  sped, 
With  one  broad  flash,  the  winged  lead. 
Izram  is  on  his  feet :  his  lip 

Quivera  ;  his  veins  to  blackness  swell : 
**They  come  !  triumphant  vengeance  dip 

Deep  in  the  flames,  where  demons  dwell* 
Thy  crimson  torch  !"     With  furious  stride. 
Swift  to  the  central  space  he  hied  : 
Then  with  a  whistle,  loud  and  sliriU 

As  eaglet's  scream,  the  signal  gave ; 
And  figures,  darkly  mantled,  fill 

The  niches  of  each  opening  cave : 
On  every  head  bright  plumage  played. 
The  rest  was  wrapped  in  folding  shade. 
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Their  chieflain  waFes  the  circling  sign, 
And  tternly  ipeaks — "  No  hand  bat  mine.** 
Their  lofty  crests  in  silence  bow, 
And  the  fair  plumes  dance  on  every  brow. 

Again  th'  exalting  echoes  rung, 
While  wide  a  massy  door  was  flung, 
And  fiercely  struggled,  half  repressed, 
The  burning  ire  in  Albert's  breast, 

And  wildly  throbbed  his  temperate  blood, 
When  to  his  frowning  glance  confessed 

His  Iwother's  murderer  stood  : 
*Twas  nature's  fever ;  mercy  rolled 
Her  current,  and  the  fire  controlled. 
Blinded  beneath  the  burst  of  light, 
The  Spaniard  veiled  his  aching  sight ;    * 
Then  proudly,  with  expanding  eye, 
Drew  his  majestic  form  on  high. 
And  firmly  stepped,  with  measured  pace, 
The  features  of  his  foe  to  trace. 

The  youth  in  bitter  mockery 
Bent,  till  the  plumes  had  kissed  his  knee, 
Then  tossed  them,  while  with  fiery  gaze 
His  eye  belied  the  courtly  phrase, — 
**  Thrice  welcome  bo  th'  Iberian  lord 
To  exiled  Izram's  humble  board." 
(Full  well  betrayed  the  sudden  start 
How  shot  that  name  through  Gondolph's  heart.) 
**  Fain  would  the  Mexican  repay. 
Well  as  attainted  traitor  may, 

The  rites  of  Gondolph's  princely  dome. 
That  cheered  his  spirit  many  a  day. 

Ere  yet  his  steps  behoved  to  roam.*' 
Then  burst  the  smothered  fury  high, 
"  Ruffian  !  thine  hour  of  doom  is  nigh  !" 
Calm,  in  his  fixed  obdurate  pride. 

The  Spaniard  spoke,  untouched  by  fear ; 
**  While  Izram  in  my  view  shall  bide, 

Murder,  I  judge,  must  needa  be  near." 
Darting  his  glances  round,  they  rest 
On  Albert's  form,  and  crimson  vest : 
Shrunk  the  firm  eye.     *'  What !  can  ye  call 
Tlie  dead  to  your  infernal  hall  7 
And  who  are  these  7  a  goodly  train, 
FVssh  reeking  from  the  lash  and  chain  ; — 
Ye  native  bondsmen  lured  to  stray. 
By  this  mad  boy,  from  duty's  way, 
liegemen  of  Spain !  the  crime  disown ; 

Those  dainty  limbs  in  fetters  bind. 
Bend  to  your  sovereigu*s  outraged  throne, 
Forgiveness  seek ;  his  royal  mind 
The  grace  will  freely  grant."    A  sound 
Of  stifled  laughter  murmured  round. 
**  Before  our  sovereign's  outraged  throne. 

Duteous  we  bend :  we'll  bind  him  well ; 
In  fetters  he  shall  joy  to  own, 

Ev'n  loyal  love's  securest  spell" 


With  dimpling  smile  and  glowing  cheek» 

Izram  exclaims,  "  Essay  once  more  ; 
Pardon's  faint  breath  is  all  too  weak, — 

What  think'st  thou,  if  the  glittering  stortt 
Of  wealthy  Spain  might  change  their  songt 
Gold,  gold,  my  lord  is  wondrous  strong. 
If  all  thy  bandit  tribes  could  drain 
Forth  from  the  land*a  exhausted  vein, 

Since  first  they  trod  the  vanquished  isle. 
And  all  the  cofiered  hoards  of  Spain 

Were  rifled  out  to  swell  the  pile, 
That  mass  might  almost  match  the  place 
That  Gondolph's  presence  deigns  to  grace." 
Then  in  a  tone  more  sternly  slow, 
Where  hate  and  pride  commingling  glow, 
"  Hear,  thou  abhorred !  this  costly  mine 

Were  but  the  shadow  of  a  shade, 
Measured  by  those  our  princely  line 

Have  never  to  the  gra«p  betrayed 
Of  impious  foes.    Our  stores  could  bay 

Fleets  to  command  the  subject  wavei, 
Cities  to  pierce  the  wondering  sky, 

Empires  for  toys,  and  kings  for  slaves." 

The  Spaniard  curled  his  lip  in  scorn— 
"  Methinks  the  yoke  is  lightly  borne : 
Why  club  ye  not  your  stores,  to  buy 
The  glittering  bauble,  liberty  7 
Why  bribe  ye  not,  with  ample  pence, 
Some  stout  ally  to  chase  us  hence, 
And  on  their  ancient  seat  replace 
Your  puny  and  diminished  race  7" 

A  sullen  murmur  mattering  crept 
From  the  dark  bands ;  and  Izram  stept, 
Glaring  beneath  his  scowling  brow, 
Ldke  a  chafed  lion  on  the  foe : 
"  Burning  mid  everiasting  fires, 
In  torments  yell  your  murderous  sires ; 
Mated  with  him,  who  first  in  crime, 
Brought  ruin  into  E^n's  clime. 
Diminished !  aye,  beneath  the  yoke 
How  many  a  gallant  heart  hath  broke ! 
How  have  the  mighty  bowed  in  death, 
Blighted  by  pestilential  breath  ; 
The  beauteous  drooped,  and  died  away 
Before  oppression's  blasting  ray  ; 
Leaving  a  remnant  firm  and  true, 
Noble  and  brave^ — ^but  oh  how  few  ! 
Shall  we  profane  our  sacred  store, 

And  bribe  some  distant  robber  band, 
Greedy  of  sordid  hire,  to  pour 

Destruction  on  the  groaning  land  7 
Earth  from  her  dregs  could  ne'er  defile 
Our  country  with  a  pest  so  vile, 
Nor  vomit  forth  a  crew  so  base 
As  dark  Iberia's  felon  race  ; 
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Tet  Kek  we  not  with  foreign  iteel 

The  ripening  crop  of  weeds  to  mow, 
A  pairieidal  hand  shall  deal 

With  deeper  gash  the  destined  blow, 
And  o'er  yoor  pride,  yoar  towering  pride, 
la  bold  career  exulting  ride. 
There  lurks,  within  the  womb  of  fate, 

A  sorer  pang,  a  deadlier  bane, 
Tlian  eastern  scorn  or  western  hate 

Could  mingle  in  the  cap  of  Spain : 
Spawn  from  her  own  cormption  bred, 
Tlien  on  their  putrid  parent  fed. 
Oft  hath  my  spirit  rose  in  glee, 
A  glimpse  o£  coming  times  to  see, 
When  the  nnwieldly  cub  shall  breathe 
Defiance  in  his  parent's  teeth ; 
To  bear  the  angry  beldame  chide, 

In  contest  with  the  heedless  air ; 
Her  blood-stained  talons  stretching  wide. 
Across  th'  Atlantic's  laughing  tide, 

la  impotent  deqiair." 

"  Thou  taunting  fool !  though  wayward  fate 
Hie  augury  of  thy  brain-sick  hate 
Should  e'en  fulfil,  what  higher  grace 
Thajk  change  of  lords  awaits  thy  race  ? 
Loosened  awhile  the  servile  chain, 
Toob  for  their  need,  then  locked  again." 

"  Take  thou  no  care  for  that :  we  hold 
The  master-key,  the  secret  gold : 

Let  liberty's  resplendent  eye 

Once  beam,  then  farewell  jealousy  ! 
Let  freedom's  lightsome  banner  play. 
And,  brethren,  leagued  in  firm  array. 

We  conquer,  or  we  die ! 
What  reck  we^— so  your  caitiff  blood 
Be  mingled  with  your  cities'  mud ; 
What  reck  we^— so  your  leaguered  town 

Re-echo  to  the  thundering  guns ; 
Though  they  who  spill  the  crimson  flood, 
And  rend  the  flaunting  standard  down, 
And  trample  on  the  empty  crown. 

Should  be  the  tyrant's  sons  ? 
Just  heaTon,  retributire  in  wrath. 
Will  hide  that  serpent  in  your  path. 

In  memory  of  the  shameful  wile, 
That  lured  the  bands  of  Tlascala 
To  mingle  in  the  impious  fray. 

Against  th'  imperial  isle. 
Then  shall  Chiapa's  sons  arise, 
And  pour  the  reeking  sacrifice 
To  names  that  in  her  mystic  roll 
lire  to  inflame  the  warrior's  souL 
Long  by  your  blinking  race  forgot, 
Their  eye  can  mark  the  very  spot 
Where  the  firm  aim  of  justice  sped 
Thb  bolt  to  Montezuma's  head : 
Voi^n.  8 


To  vengeful  gaze  the  site  unfold. 
Where  rose  Mezitli*s  pile  of  gold. 

The  temple  of  an  erring  creed, 

Bat  sanctified  by  noblest  deed, 
In  history's  page  enrolled. 
There,  in  his  sacrilegious  pride, 

Glutting  his  savage  eye  with  blood, 
Presiding  o'er  the  purple  tide, 

The  fell  hyena,  Cortex,  stood. 
Aside  their  spears  and  quivers  flung, 
'Twaa  there  the  princely  brothen  came, 
Aud,  kneeling,  to  his  mantle  clang, 

Bold  barter !  with  a  moment's  shame 

To  purchase  never-dying  fame, 
And  venge  their  country's  caase :  around. 
In  suppliant  guise,  their  arms  they  wound. 
With  awful  pause,  a  breathless  space. 

The  homage  in  abhorrence  given, 
— ^Twin  seraphs  dwelling  on  the  face 

Of  that  aroh-rebel  spumed  from  heaveii~- 
They  bent  on  his  accursed  brow. 

With  upward  gaze,  the  beaming  eye. 
And  silently  arose  the  vow. 

Not  to  the  tyrant,  but  the  sky. 
They  pointed  to  the  battle  plain. 

Where  swelled  and  sunk,  in  plumy  surge. 
The  billows  of  the  fight ;  they  strain 
Their  youthful  sinews ;  bend,  and  gain. 

With  their  dark  prize,  the  giddy  verge : 
Wreathing  in  stem  embrace  their  prey. 

They  hurl  them  from  the  height ; 
Wrapped  like  the  sinking  orb  of  day. 

In  a  shroud  of  native  light" 

<*  Bat  watchful  Heaven  preserved  its  own ; 
The  wily  traitors  died  alone." 

"Alone !  how  deep  the  conscious  flood 
Blushed  with  the  taint  of  Spanish  blood. 
And  murmured,  in  its  patriot  bed 
To  harbour  such  polluting  dead, 
When,  sickening  deep  with  wUd  aflKght, 
Beneath  the  favouring  veil  of  night, 
The  panting  robben  fled  for  life. 
And  perished  in  the  causeway  strife ! 
Alone !  why  every  element 

Hath  leagued  in  freedom's  sacred  cause  ; 
The  earth  her  firm  enclosure  rent, 

And  opened  her  devouring  jaws : 
Along  your  veins  the  fire  hath  crept. 

While  pestilence,  with  vengeful  gust, 
Wide  o'er  your  vaunting  armies  swept, 

And  breathed  them  into  dust 
Your  crimes  the  circling  years  rehearse, 
Pointing  the  deep  unuttered  curse : 
The  glorious  sun  looks  fiercely  down. 
And  withers  you  with  scorching  frown ; 
The  sullen  mists  enfold  you  roand, 
And  strike  unseen  the  aguish  wound : 


i 


18 


IZRAM,  A  MEXICAN  TALE. 


Te  ipread  the  banquet,  rich  and  fair, 
Intemperance  drope  her  poiaon  there : 
WhUe  lazy  monks  the  gains  deroor 
Of  many  a  long  laborious  hour, 
And  tax  you  with  a  galling  price 
For  juggling  feats  and  fooleries. 
Homeward  the  shrivelled  remnant  wend, 

Wasted  by  care,  debauch,  and  toil. 
As  yellow  as  the  gold  they  rend. 

And  parched  like  the  exhausted  soil ; 
Their  public  seal  the  robbers  show. 
Murder's  black  signet  stamps  the  brow ; 
And  grinning  fiends,  with  greedy  eyes, 
Unnoticed  haunt  each  branded  prize. 
Methinks  I  view  the  victims  rolled 
In  burning  seas  of  molten  gold, 
And  hear  the  taunts,  the  laughter  shrill, 
*  Now,  sons  of  avarice,  grasp  your  fill'  " 

With  ghastly  smile  the  Spaniard  sought 
To  veil  the  pang  of  shuddering  thought 
'*  Albeit  thy  phrase  is  aptly  set, 

I  weary  of  the  prating  speech  ; — 
A  wondering  congregation  met 

To  hear  one  half-taught  savage  preach. 
I  ween  'twas  in  Anselmo's  school 
Thou  leam'dst  to  rail  and  rant  by  rule." 

His  mock  the  youth  unruffled  heard : — 
**  Thou  yet  shalt  bide  that  railing  word, 

My  private  wrong  will  plead  in  vain ; 
This  blade  a  nation's  vengeance  wreaks, 
Not  Izram  to  Almarex  speaks, 

Bat  Mexico  to  Spain. 
Cast  round  thine  eye  and  view  the  spoil, 
Of  free-bom  hands  the  willing  toil. 
Relics  of  matchless  worth :  behold 
Those  arrows  in  their  sheaths  of  gold. 
Studded  with  gems :  the  rusted  darts. 
Drawn  from  the  robbers'  quivering  hearts ; 
The  warrior  belts  of  jewels  twined. 
Yon  plumy  crowns  with  pearls  combined : 
Elastic  plates  of  scaly  mail. 
For  manly  war ;  too  slight  and  frail 
To  bide  the  dint  of  murderous  lead. 
From  Spain's  infernal  engines  sped. 
These  plume-wrought  banners,  drooping  now 

Beneath  the  sheltering  earth,  again 
To  combat  borne,  shall  float  and  bow, 

Rejoicing,  o'er  the  piles  of  slain. 
While  Guatimozin's  battle-word 
Loud  through  the  vengeful  field  is  heard. 
And  hearts  of  wrath  intensely  flame 
At  that  imperial  martyr's  name  ;  « 

And  mocking  demons  blithely  spread. 
In  nether  gulfs,  such  flowery  bed 
For  your  eternal  rest,  as  lay 
Glowmg  beneath  your  guiltless  prey : 


Though  slumbering  justice  linger  yet. 
Deeply  she'll  pay  the  burning  debtw^ 
Gondolph,  now  sate  thy  favoured  eye 
On  that  mysterious  treasury. 
Whose  warrior  monarch,  firm  in  will, 
Baffled  thy  father's  fiendish  skill ; 
Constant  in  torture,  shame,  and  death, 

To  us  the  rich  bequest  he  gave, 
And  ne'er  till  now  Iberian  breath 

Tainted  the  golden  cave : 
But  thou  hast  earned  the  grace  to  fall 
Within  this  dungeon's  glittering  wmlL" 

"  Aye,  like  the  captive  heroes,  slain 
Beneath  your  hideous  idol-fane ; 
Whose  heart-pulse,  bared  by  butcher-knifef 
Bounded  and  throbbed  with  struggling  life 
On  the  foul  shrine,  and  slaked  the  thiist 
Of  ruthless  cannibals ;  accursed 
By  earth  and  heaven.    What  did  we  mora 
Than  baulk  your  gods  of  human  gore  7 
Dispatching  with  a  swifter  stroke 

Those  tens  of  thousands  doomed  to  die. 
Beneath  Mexitli's  demon  yoke, 

In  torture,  rage,  and  blasphemy. 
Had  fate  restrained  the  righteous  hand. 
That  swept  this  wrath-devoted  land. 
Your  sacrificial  knives  had  gored 
More  victims  than  our  conquering  sword." 

With  eye  reproachful,  sad,  and  stem. 

Fixed  the  dark  youth  his  piercing  gaie : 
"  And  came  your  Christian  band  to  torn 
Those  sinners  from  destruction's  ways  7 
To  burst  the  veil  of  mental  night. 
And  spread  their  hoard  of  gospel  lij^t 
Wide  o'er  the  lovely  fertile  spot. 
Enrobed,  by  Him  we  wonh^iped  not. 
In  fiden's  garb  7  the  fairest  gem 
On  nature's  brilliant  diadem. 
Ye  found  a  clime  where  seraph  guest 
Might  fold  the  downy  wing  uid  rest ; 
Epitome  of  every  grace 
Strewed  o'er  creation's  dwelling-place ; 
As  western  skies  had  kissed  the  earth. 
Enamoured  of  her  beauteous  birth. 
And  stamped  their  tints,  divinely  fair, 
On  every  tribe  that  nestled  there, 
Till  bird,  and  flower,  and  insect  glowed, 
Bright  as  the  vesper  sun's  abode  ; 
And  deep  the  burning  radiance  rolled, 
Ripening  her  very  dust  to  gold ; 
And  kindling  in  her  caverns  drear 
Such  diamond  q>arks  as  glimmer  here. 
Spreads  not  the  lake  its  crystal  breast 
To  woo  again  that  azure  guest  7 
While  emulous,  with  crested  brow. 
Cedar  and  oalm  arise  to  bow ; 
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And  Andes,  in  offidooi  Urn, 
Impels  his  pant  bulk  abore. 
To  prop  the  glorioiis  arch,  and  ihroiid 
His  bead  in  erening's  porple  cloud. 

So  natore  wrongfat :  admiring  man 
With  dntcoos  leal  pnrraed  the  plan ; 
Culling,  to  deck  hie  varied  itore. 
The  charm  ebe  wore,  the  robe  the  wore 
Noitured  the  infant  race  of  flowers 
In  broad  parterre,  and  perfumed  bowen : 
Leading  the  alvery  founts  to  play 
Tlirough  sculptured  forms  in  freshening  spray ; 
Taoght  the  transparent  beam  to  roam 
On  marble  wall,  and  jasper  dome  ; 
Earth's  secret  treasuries  displayed 
In  pillared  poreh  and  colonnade : 
Lofty  and  bold  the  turrets  swell. 
As  mountains  from  the  western  dell ; 
Innumerous  and  bright  they  blaze. 
As  dew-drops  in  the  morning's  gaze : 
And  softly  smiled  the  star  of  ere. 
Where  gold  and  flowers  the  net  enwreathe  ; 
While,  in  nnfelt  captivity. 

Their  wildest  notes  the  warblers  sing. 
And  spread  beneath  a  mimic  sky 

The  glancing  crest,  and  glorious  wing. 
Tin,  rich  in  death,  their  beauties  lire 
In  prouder  tinti  than  art  can  give : 
Dear  was  that  native  skill — how  dear 
Tlie  few  poor  wrecks  that  moulder  here ! 

"  Nor  lordly  man  unlettered  trod 
Hie  glittering  court  and  sylvan  sod: 
In  nature's  darkest  thraldom  pent. 
Her  chain  his  soaring  spirit  rent. 
Rose  through  the  wildering  mist,  and  caught 
The  day -beam  of  inspiring  thought ; 
Science  illumed  his  searehing  eye, 
And  empire  crowned  his  policy : 
Through  space  unmeasured,  undefined. 
He  led  the  conquering  maroh  of  mind ; 
Firm  as  the  targe  his  shoulder  bore, 
And  pliant  as  the  plume  he  wore. 
Te  say,  that,  o'er  this  dazzlmg  scene, 
Spirits  of  ill,  and  powers  unclean, 
Usurping,  rolled  an  impious  flood 
Of  cruelty,  pollution,  blood ; 
While  ye,  in  heaven-sent  meroy,  came 
To  blanch  the  blushing  spot  of  shamoi 
And  plant  upon  the  guilty  sod 
Hie  baimer  of  a  Saviour-God. 

**  Piercing  the  soft  complying  moss. 
Securely  stands  your  mocking  croai ; 
And  forward  wends  your  pious  tread, 
By  avarice  goaded,  strumpet-led. 
Forward !  your  church  hath  blessed  the  strife, 
Tow  arms  are  primed,  and  gold  is  rifb 


A  monarch  feeds  your  craving  eyes 

With  glittering  ore,  and  gems  of  price : 

Grasp  at  your  will  the  tempting  store. 

Persuasive  guns  shall  plead  for  more. 

Forward !  the  young  blade  never  bent 

Beneath  a  mounted  armament ; 

The  fools  combine,  in  erring  plan, 

Each  noble  beast  with  ruffian  man. 

And  judge  artillery's  thunder  given 

From  the  dark  cloud  that  wraps  their  heaven. 

Then,  while  the  awe-struck  tribes  discem 

These  monster-gods  in  mission  seal. 
Your  righteous  creed  they  quickly  learn, 

Baptized  in  Mood,  and  shrived  with  steeL 
Forward !  some  million  harmless  lives 
Must  dew  your  consecrated  knives : 
Shout,  while  ye  drive  the  weapon  home, 
*  The  gold  for  Spain !  the  gore  for  Rome !'" 

"  Blasphemer,  cease !" — **  Indulge  the  moodt 
For  I  am  bom  of  stubborn  blood : 
My  sires,  who  yon  bright  banner  bore, 
Would  none  of  Rome's  pacific  lore : 
They  knew  not  Quiabislan's  league. 
Nor  Zempoalia's  dark  intrigue  ; 
Nor,  like  the  Tlascalan,  unbound. 
With  rendmg  hand,  their  country's  wound : 
Descending  from  a  regal  throne, 
They  made  the  empire's  cause  their  own ; 
They  towered  amid  the  battle  swell, 
And  bravely  fought,  and  freely  foU. 
Victims  for  Gautimozin's  sake, 

What  time  he  spread  his  galley's  wing, 
And  launched  upon  the  fatd  lake. 

That  murmured  round  her  captive  king, 
Tradition  tells  the  crimson  stain 
On  yonder  shield  was  drawn  from  Spain ; 
And  vengeance  whispen,  *  Now  renew 
With  kindred  dye  its  faded  hue.' 

**  Here  dwell  the  very  gods  who  led 
Your  fathers  to  the  western  shore, 
Sustaining  their  infuriate  tread. 

Through  leagured  hosts  and  seas  of  goce. 
Those  golden  gods,  so  safely  stored 
In  guise  of  pillar,  couch,  and  board  ; 
There  flagons,  where  the  deep-set  rim 
Of  sparkling  rubies  crowns  the  brim  ; 
For  these  they  dared  the  battle  plain, 
For  these  ye  plough  the  brioy  main ; 
Such  faith  your  pious  deeds  rehearre. 
Your  deities,  your  spoil,  your  curse." 

«  And  meet  it  is  your  yellow  ore 
Should  sweU  the  ChiisUan's  sacred  store ; 
From  unbelievers  rent  by  Heaven, 
And  to  its  saints  in  guerdon  given." 
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From  Albert'ft  b'ps  an  answer  came, 
In  accent  stem  he  uttered,  "  Shame  ! 

The  Lord  will  that  foul  charge  disown ; 
Dishonour  not  the  sacred  name 

By  which  the  Christian  band  are  known. 
He  who  the  mild  commandment  gave, 

'  Love  ye  the  strangers/  loved  them  well ; 
He  came  not  to  destroy  but  save, 

Meroy  to  teach,  and  rage  to  quelL 
He  came  to  heal,  He  came  to  bind 
The  broken  heart,  and  wounded  mind. 
He  licensed  not  the  ruthless  sword. 
He  values  not  the  glittering  hoard ; 
Who  e'er  shall  base  allegiance  owe 
To  mammon  is  Jehovah's  foe. 
Peace  is  His  word,  His  banner  love. 
His  work  the  stony  heart  to  move ; 
His  mercy,  boundless,  endless,  free, 
Gondolph,  may  even  reach  to  thee : 
To  thee  His  grace  can  yet  display 

The  fount,  the  purifying  flood, 
And  from  thy  spirit  roll  away 

That  fearful  spot— the  guilt  of  blood." 
On  Albert's  shoulder  Izram  pressed 

A  gentle  hand — **  My  brother  cease : 
Beam  not  upon  his  gloomy  breast 

The  words  of  tenderness  and  peace. 
Sealed  by  his  crimes,  that  eye  is  dim ; 
Pleach  to  the  rocks,  but  not  to  him." 

"  Dear  Izram,  do  not  bar  my  word" 

With  proud  derision  Gondolph  heard. 

And  laughed  —  "  «  Dear  Izram'  —  *  brother'  — 


How  well  may  infidels  agree ! 
The  herotic,  whose  sturdy  breed 
Is  famed  for  many  a  daring  deed. 
The  English  mastiff,  meet  to  chase 
A  herd  of  Mexico's  faint  race, — 
Let  but  our  holy  faith  appear. 

Scourge  of  the  unbelieving  mind. 
And  straight  we  view  the  dog  and  deer 

In  goodly  fellowship  combined. 
Briton,  what  mak'st  thou  here  the  while  7 
Some  envoy  from  the  upstart  isle. 
Sent  to  explon  this  wondrous  show. 

Balance  the  peril  'gainst  the  bribe, — 
And  surely  ye  were  worthier  foe 

To  cope  with  than  this  woman  tribe. 
Slaves !  'neath  the  conquering  bands  of  Spain, 

When  havoc's  glorious  day  begun, 
Their  armies  darkened  hill  and  plain, 

And  millions  were  opposed  to  one : 
Crouching  before  a  warrior's  frown. 

The  trembling  dastards  lay  in  shoals ; 
Our  weary  chargers  trod  them  down. 

And  trampled  out  their  worthless  souls. 
Cortez  had  won  a  nobler  fame. 
Had  fate  provided  bolder  game." 


By  the  rude  taunt  to  madness  ituttg, 
Izram  with  brandished  dagger  sprung ; 
On  high  the  flashing  weapon  shone^ 
"  To  Cortez  and  the  fiends  begone !" 
Ere  on  the  scowling  foe  he  dosed, 
Albert  his  fierce  career  opposed. 
"  Izram,  forbear ;  as  thou  wonld'st  plead 
For  mercy  in  thy  dearest  need. 
Slay  not  a  soul." — **  Now  on  thy  life, 
Unloose  thy  hold,  or  dread  the  knife !" 
Foaming,  he  writhed,  in  wild  disdain, 
Beneath  that  nervous  grasp ;  in  vain. 
Borne  back  a  space  by  Albert's  hand. 
He  rallied  to  a  desperate  stand : 
With  arm  aloft,  and  breast  to  breast. 

Each  in  the  grapple  firmly  stood ; 
One  movement — Izram's  snowy  vest 

Is  dark  with  Albert's  blood. 

Forth  rushed  the  band :  tumultuous  swell 
Discordant  tones  through  vault  and  cell ; 
Relaxed  was  Albert's  straining  grasp. 
Yet  do  his  fingen  faintly  clasp 
The  falling  wrist : — to  distance  thrown. 
Rings  the  keen  dirk  upon  the  stone. 
Round  Gondolph  swords  and  daggers  shine, 
But  Izram  bars  the  stem  design. 
*'  Go,  to  the  inner  dungeon-grot 
Bear  him  away,  but  harm  him  not : 
A  deeper  vengeance  yet  shall  drain 
The  pois'nous  tide  from  every  vein." 
Beneath  his  comrade's  drooping  weight 

Oppressed,  he  bends  the  trembling  knee. 
And  groans.    "  Oh,  wretch  accursed  by  fate ! 

My  brother,  have  I  murdered  thee  7" 
Albert's  faint  smile  consoling  broke — 
"  Haste,  strip  the  arm,  explore  the  wound :" 
A  channel,  rived  by  slanting  stroke, 

Was  swiftly  closed,  and  smoothly  bound, 
And,  on  his  lip  the  cordial  poured. 
He  breathed  to  life  and  sense  restored. 
'*  Unhappy  Izram !  hast  thou  wrought 
All  the  fell  purport  of  thy  thought  7" 
"  The  monster  lives ;  I  would  not  blend 
His  blood  with  thine :  impetuous  friend. 
Why  would'st  thou  urge  thy  headlong  way 
Between  the  tiger  and  his  prey  7 
That  smile !  it  spoke  of  yestermom — 
I  marvel  not :  thy  race  were  bom 
To  rule  the  realms  of  earth,  and  ride 
Triumphant  o'er  the  stormy  tide." 

Reclined  within  the  gloomy  shade, 
Albert  in  sweet  repose  is  laid ; 
And  Izram  guards  his  sleeping  guest. 
As  eagles  tend  their  rock-built  nest : 
The  waking  hour,  in  deep  debate. 
Teems  with  the  sullen  captive's  fate 
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WaTHB  the  chief,  hot  who  ahall  chain 
The  reDgeance  of  hie  princely  train  ? 
Or  wbO|  ■honld  Gondolph  'ecape,  defend 

The  /emnant  of  their  leattered  linei 
Fram  raging  avarice,  prompt  to  rend 

The  treacore  from  the  lecret  mine  7 
**Thou  heard'it  me  tell  of  many  a  hoard, 
By  foreign  tyrant  ne'er  explored ; 
Toftnres  would  rack,  and  flames  devoor. 
While  lust  surmised  one  hidden  store : 
Thou  wonld'st  not  crush  my  race,  to  saye 
Tbk  feloo  from  a  well-earned  grave  7*' 

While  pondering  yet,  they  hear  the  throng 
Of  hurried  footsteps  wend  along: 
TtiB  Mexicans  in  wrath  surround 
A  comrade,  pale,  disarmed,  and  bound. 
Few  words  the  angry  charge  explain — 
**  Gondolph  by  Nepuel's  dirk  is  slain." 
■  I  riew  him  not :  let  Izram  hear, 
Fnm  justice  I  have  nought  to  fear. 
Few  moons  have  waned,  since  in  a  strife 
Almarez  Gondolph  saved  my  life 
Tnm  one  of  bis  own  band :  he  gave 
Chastisement  to  the  vaunting  slave, 
And  pardoned  me  ;  yet  claimed  a  meed, 
And  swore  me  at  his  hour  of  need. 
To  succour  him  in  turn :  he  came, 
A  captive,  doomed  to  die  in  shame. 
Plicing  on  guard  before  his  cell. 
He  saw  me,  and  remembered  welL 
He  sought  the  boon,  but  had  it  led 
To  flight  or  treason,  ne*er  had  sped. 
Yielding,  although  I  might  not  slay, 
I  gave  my  dirk,  and  turned  away : 
lliere  lies  the  tyrant,  grim  in  death, 
Leaving  my  fate  to  Izram*s  breath.** 

"Nepnel,  thou  should*st  have  shunned  his 
sight: 
Justice  hath  sternly  claimed  her  right 
1  censure,  but  the  deed  forgive — 
Coofinn  it  friends,  and  bid  him  live." 

Dispersed  the  train ;  yet  lingered  nigh 
A  chief,  who  looked  on  Izram's  eye. 
**  How  likest  thou  Nepuel's  tale  7  what  meed, 

Save  treason,  could  the  Spaniard  seek 
From  such  as  he  7  a  fouler  deed 
Was  pondered :  it  hath  tongue  to  speak 
A  bond  in  treachery  allied — 
Infection  may  be  spreading  wide : 
Some  brows  are  glooming  here :  I  would 
Our  step  were  free  beyond  the  flood." 
He  parted,  and  to  Albert's  ear 
Imm  revealed  his  comrade's  fear. 
•  What  meant  he  by  the  flood  ?*'— "  The  wave 
ThBi  roUi  axDund  this  island  cave." 


«  An  island !" — '*  Aye,  thou  ne'er  hadst  thought 

How  far  thy  sleeping  bulk  was  brought ; 

But  whether  o'er  the  waters  sped. 

Or  deep  beneath  their  solid  bed, 

I  may  not  utter ;  nor  betray, 

No,  not  to  thee,  the  secret  way. 

Yet  must  I  bear  thee  hence.    I  know 

These  vaults  enshroud  some  viper  foe : 

And  Nepuel's  deed  reveals  a  clue. 

Obscurely  marked  on  Xloti's  view, 

Full  clear  to  mine— too  clear.    I  go, 

To  look  upon  the  prostrate  foe : 

I'll  bid  this  lamp  more  brightly  bum, 

But  slumber  not  till  I  return." 

Scarce  on  the  ear  his  step  could  die, 
A  mantled  figure,  hovering  nigh. 
Deliberate  trod,  and  seemed  to  peer 

Irresolute  amid  the  shade : 
Albert — the  Christian  knows  no  fear^» 

Calmly  the  towering  form  surveyed, 
And  rising,  with  unruffled  brow, 
The  challenge  gave — *'  Say,  what  art  thou  7" 
**  Peace,  Briton ;  hear,  but  answer  not : 

I  know  thee  ;  thou  art  firm  and  brave ; 
Brief  be  my  speech — a  darksome  blot 

Of  treason  taints  this  fatal  cave. 
That  royal  youth, — thou  lov'st  him  well,— 
Speed  him  away,  and  time  shall  tell 
I  counselled  wisely :  let  him  go. 
My  hand  shall  crush  the  darkling  foe. 
Izram,  secure  in  fancied  power, 
Would  fire  the  train  ere  ripe  the  hour. 
Bold  boy !  how  wide  that  soul  sublime 
Had  flourished  in  a  kindlier  clime  ! 
Nurtured  like  fawn  to  lady  dear, 

He  dreamed  not  of  the  savage  chase, 
Nor  trembled  when  that  note  of  fear 

Was  borne  amid  his  cowering  race. 
He  gambolled  with  the  hounds  that  drew 

His  sportive  step  to  grace  their  den. 
Curious  their  reeking  fangs  to  view, 

Displayed  his  harmless  pearls  again, 
And  tossed  his  budding  antlers  wide, 
In  the  free  play  of  fearless  pride. 
Thou  seest  in  him  a  portrait  fair 
Of  Aztlan's  hero-kings  that  were. 
Swells  in  his  veins  the  current  bold 
Of  many  a  monarch,  famed  of  old ; 
Caxiques,  who  battled,  conquered,  fell. 
Spuming  the  chain :  in  memory's  cell 
He  stores  their  deeds,  with  tales  that  dye 
The  page  of  eastem  chivalry : 
Thanks  to  the  self-deluding  foe. 
Who  taught  his  martial  fire  to  glow. 
Thus  trained,  he  decks  a  dastard  crew 
In  his  own  spirit's  ardent  hue ; 
And  loth  were  I  to  break  the  charm, 
I  Till  he  be  safe  (rom  treach'xouf  harm. 
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Hii  fiery  nature  could  not  brook 

The  stigma  on  his  ancient  line  ; 
He  bends  no  deep  enquiring  look 

In  hollow  hearts — they  sound  and  shine, 
In  seeming  loyalty ;  they  soothe 
The  princely  dreams  of  sanguine  youth, 
And  speak  him  fair :  but  come  the  hour 

Of  trial,  they  are  winnowed  bran : — 
Alas !  that  tyranny  hath  power 
To  quell  the  generous  soul  of  man." 

*'  Stranger,  I  deem  thy  counsel  good ; 
But  think'st  thou  of  the  circling  flood  ? 
Izram  for  me  shall  ne'er  betray 
His  solemn  trust,  the  secret  way. 
lYonnded,  I  could  not  awim  the  lake" — 
'*  Flroffer  the  drowsy  cup  to  take : 
Dar*8t  thour*— "  I  wUI."— "  He  seeks  the  cell ; 
Bold,  honest  Briton,  fare  thee  well ! 
Whatever  the  victim's  changeful  lot, 
Albert  and  XloU  faU  him  not" 

Izram  approached  with  panting  breath  ; 

And  clasping  Albert's  hand, — his  own 
Chill  as  with  oozing  damps  of  death, — 

Vented  hm  thought  in  smothered  tone. 
"  Now  can  I  thank  thy  mart3rr  zeal ; 

I  cannot  hate  the  ghastly  dead : 
And  gnawing  shame  my  soul  would  feel 

For  stroke  on  foe  defenceless  sped. 
In  madness  was  Anselmo  slain  ; 
By  frenzy  nerved,  I  rent  the  chain ; 
It  smote  him,  but  I  scarcely  know 
If  chance  or  purpose  dealt  the  blow. 
How  farest  thou  now?" — **  Alert  and  well, 
But  weary  of  this  darksome  cell ; 
The  beams  of  heaven  so  brightly  shine, 

So  sweet  is  the  unfettered  air" — 
'*  Alas  how  many  captives  pine. 
Pent  m  a  deeper,  darker  mine, 

And  wither  in  despair ! 
Compatriots !  agonizing  theme 
Of  morning  sigh  and  midnight  dream ! 
They  think  upon  the  meads  that  lie 
Smiling  beneath  their  own  blue  sky  ; 
They  think  upon  the  light  that  plays 

Over  their  native  stream. 
The  evening  breeze  that  softly  strays, 

And  midnight's  silver  beam  ; 
And  eyes  of  glancing  love,  that  shone 
Through  blissful  hours,  for  ever  gone. 
They  look  upon  the  sullen  lamps 
That  glimmer  through  the  fetid  damps, 

Inhale  their  pois'nous  breath, 
In  feeble  moan  for  freedom  cry, 
Stretch  their  discoloured  limbs,  and  He 

Cold  in  the  grasp  of  death." 

His  quivering  lip  no  more  could  say, 
So  high  Hm  sad  emotion  swelled  ; 


And  Albert*s  tear  had  forced  its  way, 
And  trickled  to  the  hand  he  held. 
*'  Soon  will  the  wrathful  Judge  arise. 

And  tyrants  crouch  in  hopeless  dread. 
While  earth,  beneath  those  awful  eyes 

Unveiled,  reveals  her  countless  dead. 
Oceans  of  blood  shall  then  appear, 
Appealing  to  Jehovah's  ear 
With  piercing  cry.    Thy  country's  wrong. 
The  theme  of  record,  tale,  and  song. 
Hath  oft,  in  study's  silent  hour, 

Through  my  young  spirit  chilling  crept ; 
Within  my  own  sweet  native  bower. 

My  veins  have  burned,  mine  eye  hath  mptf 
While  asked  my  heart  in  restless  pain, 
<  Why  doth  the  Lord  so  long  refrain  ? 
Why  hurl  not  from  her  sanguine  throne 
The  impious  harlot  Babylon  7 
With  strong  right  hand  her  pride  controli 

Bidding  the  stem  oppressor  cease, 
Breathe  freedom  on  her  captive  soul, 

And  on  the  wounded  spirit  peace  T* 
The  joyous  dawn  approaches  fast. 
Soon  shall  the  night  of  woe  be  past, 
And  earth's  awakened  millions  sing 
Hosanna  to  their  Saviour-King. 
Yet  hope  not  thou  the  wrath  of  man 
Shall  work  Jehovah's  righteous  plan. 
The  fellest  tyrant  reigns  within, 
The  fetter  of  our  kind  is  sin ; 
Nor  mortal  hand  may  break  the  chain, 

Nor  earthly  flash  illume  our  night ; 
Powerless  the  carnal  sword :  in  vain 

Pale  reason  sheds  her  dubious  light 
When  nations  hear  the  call  divine, 
Summoned  to  rise,  and  taught  to  shine, 
Faith  is  the  shield,  the  weapon  prayer, 
Eternal  truth  the  day-star  fair. 
I  marked  thee,  while  the  kindling  ire 
Shot  from  thine  eye  portentous  fire  ; 
The  burning  phrase  that  clad  thy  thought 
Of  wrong  by  fierce  invaders  wrought : 
But  powers  infernal  feed  the  glow, 
The  path  is  sin,  the  issue  woe. 
Deceptive  meteors  court  thy  gaze. 
Death  lurks  within  the  radiant  blaze  >-r 
As  moth,  allured  by  taper's  beam, 

Feariess  in  narrowing  circle  moves. 
And  plunges  in  the  ardent  stream, 

A  victim  to  the  light  he  loves. 

"  Now  say,  wilt  thou  convey  once  more 
Thy  comrade  to  the  distant  shore. 
If  such  it  be  ?    My  lip  could  drain 
The  sweet  and  drowsy  cup  again." 
"  Would'st  thou  confide  so  far  7  confide 
In  one  whose  hand  thy  blood  hath  dyed  7" 
"  Aye  ;  wherefore  not  7  1  trust  thee  well ; 
Bring  me  the  cap:  the  act  ihall  teU." 
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Imm  aroee,  bat  lin^red  still — 

*' Albeit,  I  would  thy  race  could  reign, 
Careering  over  every  bill, 

And  ruling  every  fertile  plain : 
We  are  too  weak,  too  frail,  too  few, 
To  plant  our  ancient  palm  anew : 
To  them  I'd  ope  the  lecret  mine, 
And  biythe  my  shadowy  throne  resign." 
Albert  in  sadness  smiled — "  Alas ! 

Before  thy  gold's  destructive  gleam. 
The  virtues  of  our  race  would  pass, 

Like  frost  before  the  fervid  beam : 
Look  to  the  neighbouring  isles,  and  scan 
The  boasted  righteousness  of  man — 
These  western  isles— :their  very  name 
Should  bum  a  Briton*s  cheek  with  shame— 
'  Trust  not  in  man,'  the  Lord  hath  spoke ; 
And  there,  beneath  the  hideous  yoke. 
Mid  groans  and  blood  on  every  side, 
<  Trust  not  in  man,'  is  echoed  wide. 
Still  rolls  the  yell  of  agony 
Unanswered  through  the  listening  sky ; 
Nor  yet  displays  requiting  time 
A  scourge  fot  Britain's  impious  crime  ; 
Nor  heaven-commissioned  whirlwinds  sweep 
That  noisome  plague  to  ocean's  deep. 
But  days  of  reckoning  wrath  shall  come, 
To  hurl  the  bolt  of  vengeance  home, 
If  mercy  o'er  the  billowy  sea. 
Still  vainly  pour  the  warning  plea." 
Izram  the  cup  in  silence  brought 
His  brow  was  stamped  with  solemn  thought ; 
And  Albert  said,  "  I  needs  must  gain 

One  boon  from  thee :  when  passed  the  tide, 
Wilt  thou,  like  faithful  nurse,  remain, 

Nor  yield  thy  charge  to  other  guide  7" 
"  Forsake  thee  7  no-— though  limb  from  limb 
Were  rent,  I  would  abide  by  him 
Who  saved  me,  doubly  saved,  and  bled"— 

•<  Enough,  my  friend  —  the    draught  was 
sweet: 
Now  let  me  pray,  ere  sense  be  dead  ; 

And  when  in  waking  hours  we  meet, 
Methiuks  I  shall  be  strong,  and  free 
To  tread  the  greenwood  sward  with  thee." 


CANTO  III. 

Tbku  comes  a  sound  of  waters  dashing, 
A  voice  from  nature's  midnight  tomb  ; 

And  fast  the  silvery  foam  is  flashing, 
In  flakes  of  light  athwart  the  gloom ; 

The  vampire  bat  his  circuit  wheels. 
Gliding  amid  the  thorny  brake ; 


And  where  the  poisonous  gum  congeals. 
The  bloated  toad  from  covert  steals. 

Rousing  the  torpid  snake. 
Nor  aloe  waves,  nor  towering  palm. 
No  shrub  distils  the  odorous  balm  ; 
But  slimy  venoms,  trickling  slow 

From  clasping  vines,  bedew  the  moss ; 
Where  aconite  and  hemlock  grow. 
And  dank  festoons,  depending  low. 

The  ocotochtli's  pathway  cross. 
No  gales  of  heaven,  but  vapours  damp, 

Heavily  through  the  dark  trees  breathe, 
And  curling  round  the  sullen  swamp. 

Their  noxious  eddies  wreathe. 
Hurled  from  a  rock's  black  beetling  brow* 
The  fretful  waten  spin  below : 
Deep,  deep  beneath  the  trembling  ground. 
Giddily  flies  the  whirlpool  round ; 
Nought  but  the  light  spray  foaming  high 
Again  beholds  the  cheerful  sky  ; 
Entombed  within  some  cavemed  cell, 
They  roar  a  hollow,  stem  farewelL 

Close  on  the  verge  of  that  buried  tide, 
With  cautious  step  two  figures  glide : 
Low  tones  of  shuddering  horror  thrill — 

"  This  is  no  haunt  for  living  men ; 
Sepulchral  damps  my  spirit  chill, 
And  nature  faints,  as  powers  of  ill 

Presided  o'er  this  murky  glen." 
'*  Yes,  I  have  led  thee  where  the  breath 
Of  all  that  moves  is  fraught  with  death ; 
Where  adders  thrive,  and  poisons  wave, 
And  rudely  gapes  the  frowning  grave. 
When  tardy  mom  shall  glinmier  here, 
I'll  show  thee  wilder  forms  of  fear ; 
Aye,  show  thee  in  how  small  a  span 
May  cluster  every  curse,  but  man. 
The  master-curse :  now  strain  thy  sight. 

Fierce  the  foul  mist,  and  mark  the  sky, 
A  moment  see  the  fitful  light 

Flashing  its  blood-red  column  high : 
Volcanic  fires  :  'tis  sweet  to  gaze 
At  midnight  on  their  lurid  blaze. 
And  here  from  sullen  slumber  rouse 
The  tribes  of  death's  dark  treasure-house. 
Thou'lt  chide  me  now" — "  I'll  rather  weep, 

Powerless  to  heal." — **  But  prompt  to  soothe, 

Thou  voice  of  hope,  and  soul  of  truth ! 
Mark  those  cold  waves  with  repid  sweep. 
In  darkness  bora,  to  darkness  leap. 
Yet  glimmer  as  they  go,  in  light 
That  half  illumes  this  dreary  night 
Hurried  like  them  in  shrouding  gloom, 
From  rayless  birth  to  joyless  doom. 
If  Izram's  soul  one  moment  shine 
In  its  fell  course,  that  gleam  is  thine. 
Yet  wherefore  link  thy  fate  to  one 
By  Heaven  disowned,  by  man  undono  7 
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Upholding  whom  thou  can'it  not  save. 
Caught  in  the  whirl  to  share  his  grave." 

**  *Twere  but  a  dastard  part  to  leave 
My  shipmate  when  the  billows  heave 
In  stormy  swell — I  cannot  fear, 
Though  man  forsake  the  Lord  is  near. 
Think'st  thou  Iberian  foes  can  thread 
The  labyrinth  of  our  winding  tread  7" 
"  Unaided?  no — but  who  may  scan 
The  guileful  perfidy  of  man  7 
Xloti  will  loose  the  prisoned  wavoi 
To  deluge  yonder  island  cave, 
Stifling  the  wasps  within  their  nest ; 

But  some  perchance  have  wmged  their  way.'' 
"  And  could'st  thou  give  such  foul  behest, 

The  faithful  with  the  false  to  slay  7" 
'*  No  'hest  of  mine :  from  age  to  age, 
Caziques  their  plighted  oath  engage, 
Ere  robber  hand  or  eye  profane 
Those  consecrated  wrecks,  to  drain 
The  circling  lake,  and  bid  the  flood 

With  sweeping  gush  the  caverns  brim ; 
Xloti  is  bom  of  regal  blood, 

The  stem  achievement  rests  with  him, 
If  such  our  need :  the  subject  band, 
Sworn  vassals,  bow  to  my  command. 
Summoned  by  me  to  upper  air. 
Treason  alone  durst  linger  there, 
Unconscious  of  the  secret  doom 
That  steals  upon  her  mystic  tomb : 
The  skill  to  flood  that  vaulted  stone 
In  Xloti's  breast  and  mine,  alone. 
Is  sealed.    Behold  yon  sickly  gleam, 
IVecuiBor  of  the  ruddy  beam : 
Eastward  it  struggles :  slow  expires 
The  radiance  of  those  earth-bom  fires. 
Mom  will  relume,  with  callous  smile, 
The  paths  of  peril,  woe,  and  toil. 
Reckless,  on  many  an  eye-ball  dance. 
That  sickens  at  her  flaunting  glance." 

Swathed  in  a  grey  mysterious  light. 
Now  shows  the  rock  its  frowning  height ; 
Precipitous,  wild,  rode,  and  bare, 
No  softening  verdure  freshens  there. 
Deep  chasms  indent  the  rugged  side. 
Each  stem  black  fissure  gaping  wide  ; 
IVojeoting  crags  would  fain  delay 
The  cataract  in  its  foaming  way. 
But  fast  the  broken  waters  gush. 
And  to  their  secret  dwelling  rush. 
As  rolls  the  heavy  mist  apart. 
With  transient  blink  the  sun-beams  dart, 
Where  on  the  tall  rock's  jagged  steep 
The  swart  and  yellow  lichens  creep  ; 
Stirred  by  the  mommg's  breath,  they  fall 
Like  pennons  on  a  ruined  wall. 
Far  westward  smiles  the  roddy  glow. 
On  "M"Bt%in  miniiuts  capped  inth  mow, 


That,  melting  in  the  distant  sky, 
Expand  a  cloudy  ridge  on  high : 
But  ever  glooming  shades  repel 
The  day -beam  from  that  sombre  dell. 
Yet  welcome  was  the  rade  repose ; 
A  dark  retreat  from  darker  foes. 

Albert,  in  slumber  wrapped,  was  borne 
Forth  from  the  cave  at  early  mom ; 
And  woke  in  timely  hour,  to  wrest 
A  dagger  aimed  at  Ixram's  breast, 
By  treach'rous  hand :  the  rebel,  bound. 

Beneath  the  weapon's  point  displayed 
The  wily  snares  encircling  round 

His  youthful  leader,  long  betrayed. 
Then  Xloti  came  ;  his  lightning  thrust 
Stretched  the  assiissin  mute  in  dust ; 
He  tempered  with  resistless  plea 

The  fiery  scom  of  Izram's  soul. 
Winning  the  haughty  chief  to  flee. 

Ere  the  full-freighted  cloud  should  loU 
On  Albert,  that  overwhelming  tide 
Which  he  had  braved  in  dauntless  pride. 
In  hunter's  simplest  weed  arrayed, 
Yet  deeply  armed  with  tube  and  blade. 
They  sallied,  where  the  mock-bird  sung 
Her  sweetest  lay,  and  squirrels  sprung 
In  playful  leap :  before  them  glowed 

Soft  plumage  of  a  thousand  dyes, 
Where  from  their  flower-enamelled  road 

Abrupt  the  floating  pinions  rise. 
And  perch  amid  the  deepenmg  green, 
In  glorious  shapes  of  silver  sheen. 
Of  regal  purple,  blushing  red. 
Each  tint  o'er  nature's  pallet  spread. 
Lizards  and  fangless  snakes  display 
Their  agile  forms  in  vestment  gay  ; 
The  wild-bee,  as  he  wends  along. 
Trills  to  the  rose  his  sylvan  song ; 
Twining  in  lofty  arches  high, 
Blend  cedar,  palm,  and  ebony ; 
Gigantic  aloes  here  unfold 
At  every  joint  their  knots  of  gold ; 
There,  the  tall  tulip-tree  bestuds 
Her  branching  arms  with  gem-like  bods ; 
And  not  a  charm  to  Flora  given 
But  smiles  beneath  that  azure  heaven. 
Cereus, — hesperus  of  flowers, — 
Enamoured  of  the  softer  hours. 
Lies  coiled  within  her  downy  cell. 
In  beauty's  proudest  blaze  to  swell. 

When  shoots  the  fire-fly  s  fairy  gleam ; 
The  sable  brow  of  night  to  wreathe 
In  fragrance  day  could  never  breathe. 

Then  die  before  the  morning's  beam. 

In  winding  course,  a  crystal  rill 
Steals  from  beneath  the  rising  hill. 
Freshening  a  sunny  bank,  arrayed 
In  emerald  mcM  and  infant  bUdo. 
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Hide,  like  a  drift  of  ftainlefli  mow, 

Bulu  the  white  itag,  a  noble  aim ; 
But  Ixram  hath  not  bent  hie  bow, 
While  faintly,  indistinct,  and  low, 

The  marmnring  accents  came. 
"  I  shorten  not  thy  fleeting  span, 
Poor  native  fool !  thou  fear'st  not  man, 
Beeaose  thou  know^st  him  not — 'twere  his 
With  murderous  skill  to  mar  thy  bliss. 
To  dye  thy  silken  vest  with  blood. 
And  spttd  thee  plaining  through  the  wood, 
I  cannot  now." — From  light  repose 
Startled,  that  beauteous  creaturo  rose  ; 
A  moment  gaied  with  wondering  eye, 
Bearing  his  graceful  antlers  high, 
Tben  gambolling,  in  wanton  glee. 
Sprung  o'er  the  stroam,  and  turned  to  flee. 
Peering  above  his  rapid  path. 

The  monkey  tribe  his  flight  survey. 
Chattering  declaro  their  idle  wrath. 

And  shake  the  bough,  and  bend  the  spray ; 
Hurling  the  juicy  missile  far, 
la  all  the  rage  of  mimic  war ; 
While  parrots  stoop,  with  curious  pry, 
Tlie  ebon  beak  and  piercing  eye. 
Betraying  mid  their  leafy  screen, 
Bedropt  with  gold,  a  livelier  green : 
And  rainbow  pinions,  fluttering  round, 
Swell  the  gay  strife  with  rustling  sound. 

The  closing  eve  viewed  Albert  laid 
Beneath  a  low  palmetto's  shade, 
Whose  feathery  branches,  wooed  to  spread 
On  canes,  afibrd  a  verdant  shed. 
Izram  with  leech*s  care  unbound, 
And  gently  dressed  the  healing  wound. 
Ckeeriy  he  spoke,  his  cheek  the  while 
Half  toightened  to  a  passing  smile, 
"  Thanks  to  the  Christian's  God  are  due ; 
Our  hasty  flight  thou  dost  not  rue. 
rU  bring  thee  cooling  pulps,  and  keep 
A  soldier's  watch,  while  thou  shalt  sleep ; 
Tben  stretch  my  limbs  in  turn,  and  try 
How  mates  despair  with  misery." 

**  Woe,  Izram,  is  a  bitter  root, 
Tet  formed  to  bear  immortal  fruit ; 
A  harrow  in  th'  Almighty  hand, 
To  crush  and  turn  the  stubborn  land. 
The  reeds  have  broke  and  pierced  thy  breast. 

Oh  make  the  Rock  thy  fortress  now  ! 
And  thou  shalt  win  a  sweeter  rest 

Than  broods  upon  the  monarch's  brow. 
The  warning  to  thy  soul  is  sent. 
These  awful  scourges  cry  '  Repent !' 
Bend  but  a  steadfast  gaxe  within. 
Scan  the  permitted  reign  of  sin, 
list  te  the  righteous  law,  whose  breath 
Guerdons  each  evil  thought  with  death, 
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— A  conscious  death  that  cannot  die, 
The  gnawings  of  eternity, — 
Then  on  the  cross  thy  Saviour  see. 
Bearing  the  wrath  divine  for  thee. 
And  risen  with  all-prevailing  love 
To  plead  thy  desperate  cause  above ; 
While  gently,  in  thine  inmost  ear, 
The  Spirit's  voice  invites  thee  near. 
The  foe,  to  bar  that  winning  sound 
Henmied  thee  with  lofty  bulwarks  round ; 
He  bade  thy  fiery  passions  bring 
Rebellious  bands  to  dare  thy  King ; 
Ambition,  love,  revenge,  and  pride. 
Armed  at  his  beck,  a  host  supplied : 
Entrenched,  thy  soul  disdainful  trod. 
Gloried,  in  shame,  and  scorned  its  God. 
A  Father's  hand  in  pity  burst 
Through  the  black  fence  of  powers  aecuiat ; 
Plucked  from  the  sheltering  battlement, 

To  cast  thee  on  the  stormy  wild,  i 
And  there  the  gracious  summons  sent 

Again  salutes  His  wayward  child ; 
Tells  thee,  my  brother-worm,  by  me, 

That  heaven  hath  oped  before  thy  tread 

Its  golden  gates,  and  Jesus  spread 
The  banquet  of  His  love  for  thee." 

Still  shading  his  averted  face. 

The  youth  in  pensive  sileuce  stood ; 
Then  starting,  with  disordered  pace. 

Plunged  deep  within  the  thickest  wood  ; 
While,  faith  o'ermastcring  cold  despair, 
Albert  pursued  the  theme  in  prayer. 
When  woke  the  bird  her  matin  song. 
The  pilgrims  rose  to  wend  along, 
And  wilder  grew  the  path,  and  chill 
The  evening  breeze  from  moor  and  hill ; 
Till  midnight  vapours,  cold  and  damp. 
Enwrapped  them  in  the  pois'nous  swamp ; 
Nor  might  they  close  the  heedful  eye 
Beneath  its  humid  canopy. 

When  to  that  gloomy  scene  the  ray 
Had  lent  its  scanty  share  of  day. 
Nor  longer  could  the  rattlesnake 
Lie  veiled  within  the  shadowy  brake. 
But  the  fierce  eye-beam  sternly  told 
Where  lay  involved  his  deadly  fold. 
And  slinking  back  from  human  ken 
The  she-wolf  sought  her  secret  den. 
The  weary  travellers  softly  trod 
Over  the  moist  and  slimy  sod, 
Wary  and  slow,  for  still  their  feet 
Verged  on  the  viper's  dank  retreat 
Above,  Arachne's  giant  brood 
Spun  their  tough  venom  through  the  wood» 
So  firm,  that  captive  birds  in  vain 
Eoiayed  to  rive  the  gluey  chain : 
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Clenched  in  the  reptile's  donng  gngp, 
The  helpleas  victims  writhe  and  gasp. 
And  soon  beneath  its  ^ly  fangs, 
Flutter  in  death's  convulstre  pangs. 
Where  the  rude  cliflb  projecting  hung, 
Forth  in  her  pride  the  eagle  sprung ; 
And,  stooping"  from  her  eyrie's  height, 
With  sable  wing  obscured  the  light : 
Loud  thrilled  her  scream — with  louder  cry 
Grates  from  beneath  a  harsh  reply ; 
And  there,  upon  his  liquid  throne. 
The  alligator  reigna  alone ; 
With  reedy  banner  wide  unfurled, 
Dread  monarch  of  the  watery  worid ! 
Clashing  his  naked  fangs,  he  rears 

His  scaly  bulk,  and  spouts  the  wave  ; 
Beneath  his  glowing  eye  appears 

The  semblance  of  a  sulph'rous  grave ; 
So  smokes  each  fiery  breath  he  draws 
In  eddies  through  those  iron  jaws : 
Basking  in  shoals  the  mclbsters  lie, 
Or  plough  the  lake  with  deafening  cry. 

The  scenery  of  that  murky  vale 

Might  teach  the  firmest  heart  to  quail ; 

Yet  faltered  not  their  steps,  who  wound 

Skirting  the  cloudy  waters  round  ; 

For  Albert,  strong  in  faith,  recalled 

The  fiat  which  to  man  enthralled 

All  nature's  various  tribes,  and  spread 

On  every  beast  his  fear  and  dread. 

What  daunts  him  whom  the  Lord  defends, 

Numbering  his  every  hair,  and  bends 

The  shadow  of  His  hand,  to  raise 

A  bulwark  round  His  servant's  ways  T 

And  Izram's  pallid  features  wear 

The  reckless  smile  of  bold  despair, 

As  glancing  on  the  living  tide 

The  fierce  unwieldly  forms  he  eyed, 

And  muttered,  "  Ye  are  freemen  still : 

Stout  were  the  arm,  and  shrewd  the  skill. 

That  dared  your  native  reign  invade, 

Or  touch  the  ivory  palisade 

Fencing  your  throats,  though  every  fold, 

And  every  scale,  were  lined  with  gold." 

Retiring  from  the  sedgy  lake, 
A  steeply  winding  path  they  take, 
Toiling  to  gain  a  narrow  ledge, 

Where  mountain  goat  would  pause  to  tread, 
So  giddily  the  broken  edge 
O'erhung  a  gulfs  unbottomed  bed. 
But  firm  and  feariess  Izram  stepped. 
Guiding  his  comrade's  course,  and  crept 
Within  a  chasm,  whose  narrow  span 
Could  ill  admit  the  bulk  of  man ; 
Meet  portal  to  an  eagle's  nest. 
But  strange  resort  for  bninan  guest 


Descending  now,  with  cautious  leap. 
They  stood  beneath  an  ample  cave, 
Whose  frequent  crevice,  straight  and  deep, 

Free  passage  to  the  sunbeam  gave. 
"  Here  rest  we,  Albert ;  here  abide, 
Till  fairer  chance  our  steps  betide. 
These  rocky  vaults  may  well  supply 
A  dwelling  Ugfatsome,  warm,  and  dry  ; 
Though  foes  our  wild  retreat  should  ken. 
No  hostile  step  can  near  the  den  ; 
A  single  arm  may  guard  the  post, 
Nor  fail  to  daunt  a  threatful  host 
The  pahn's  broad  leaf,  profusely  thrown, 
Shall  soften  e'en  a  couch  of  stone  ; 
And,  westward,  robed  in  cheerful  green, 
Thou  seest  an  ample  magazine 
Of  fuel,  game,  and  wholesome  root ; 
Sweet  bev'rage,  and  delicious  fruit : 
Peer  through  the  narrow  chink,  and  say, 
How  lik'st  thou  yonder  fair  display  7" 

It  was  a  magic  scene  ;  the  eye 
Gazed  from  a  cliff  abrupt  and  high : 
Below,  a  velvet  plain  was  spread. 
Where  buffalo  and  roe-buck  fed  ; 
Beyond,  a  spicy  forest  rose, 

And  calmly  flowed  a  limpid  stream. 
While  far  remote,  in  deep  repose. 

Gigantic  mountains  caught  the  beam. 
Their  summits  wrapped  in  snowy  shroud, 
Towering  above  the  fleecy  cloud. 
With  i[^>arkling  eye  and  bounding  breast, 
Albert  exclaimed,  "  Be  this  our  rest ! 
Here,  in  this  sweet  secluded  cell. 
The  Lord  may  smile,  and  peace  shall  dwelL*' 

From  short  repast,  and  light  repose. 
Ere  stooped  the  western  sun,  they  rose. 
And  to  their  lofty  eyrie  bore. 
With  patient  toil,  the  evening  store. 
Again  at  early  mom  they  rove 
The  sloping  plain  and  shady  grove. 
Bear  in  the  cocoa's  ample  shell 
Streams  that  from  crystal  fountains  well ; 
Izram  with  nice  discemment  taps 
The  balmy  tree  for  luscious  saps ; 
The  maguey,  vegetable  mine. 

Yields  them  her  sweet  cassavi  bread. 
Pours  from  her  veins  the  gen'rous  wine. 
Curtains  the  wall  and  strews  the  bed ; 
The  gaze  enchants,  the  need  supplies, 
Weeps  nectar,  breathes  perfume,  and  dies 
Where  verdant  scales  reflect  the  beam. 
Lurks  cherrimoya's  honied  cream  ; 
And  every  sweet  that  nature  gave, 
Lay  hoarded  in  that  craggy  cave. 
Oft  as  the  hunter's  craft  they  plied. 
Beneath  their  bow  the  quarry  died ; 


IZRAM,  A  MEXICAN  TALE. 


87 


And  mMBory  would  her  celli  ezplorey 
For  touching  theme,  and  claaic  lore. 
But  lore  nor  sylvan  sport  control 
Tlie  deepening  gloom  of  luram'i  soul ; 
Though  Albert  wrougrht  with  tacred  skill 

The  burden  from  his  mind  to  win, 
And  oft  repulsed,  unwearied  still, 

Would  probe  the  festering  wound  vdthin. 

Ixram  had  stripped  fix>m  feathered  prey 
Their  plumes  of  azure,  g<dd  and  jet. 

And  listless  as  at  eve  he  lay. 
Entwined  a  native  coronet ; 

Gazed  for  a  while  with  musing  eye, 

And  flung  the  beauteous  bauble  by. 

Albert  with  silent  heed  beheld 

The  smothered  pang  that  wildly  swelled ; 

Then  spoke,  in  accent  sad  and  low, 

"  Would  it  were  mine  to  soothe  thy  woe ! 

There  heaves  within  that  aching  breast 

A  stormy  sea  that  cannot  rest ; 

Nor  will  its  wearying  tempest  cease, 

Till  thou  shalt  list  the  word  of  peace." 

"  Never !  no  word  of  peace  can  come 
Within  my  spirit^s  darkened  home. 
I  chide  thee  not,  for  we!l  I  know 
From  purest  love  thy  teachings  flow ; 
The  heavenly  theme  to  thee  is  dear. 
To  me  'tis  bitterness  and  fear ; 
So  lost  am  I,  the  widest  grace 
Could  never  Izram's  soul  embrace." 

*'  Strange,  that  a  honey-drop  should  fall 
On  thy  distempered  lip  as  gall ! 
Canst  thou,  a  worm,  a  finite  thing, 
Outreach  the  grace  of  heaven's  high  King  T 
I  know  thy  spirit  fierce  and  wild, 
I  know  thy  hand  by  blood  defiled, 
By  headlong  passions  hurried  still 
To  work  each  demon's  deadly  will ; 
I  know  it  all :  and  yet  thine  eye 
Lours  with  unuttered  mystery : 
Deep  in  thy  bosom's  inmost  fold 
There  luiks  some  secret,  yet  untold." 
"  A  serpent  nest :  I  will  not  show 
That  gorgon  to  thy  shrinking  view. 
Go,  search  through  flame,  through  earth's  firm 
core, 

Through  depths  of  ocean,  heights  of  air, 
The  everiasting  gulf  explore, 
Thou  canst  not  with  one  wrath-drop  more 

Crown  the  full  cup  of  my  despair, 
Nor  compass  with  thy  labouring  thought 
The  crimes  this  fearless  heart  hath  wrought" 
"  Thy  words  appal  me  not ;  I  bring 
The  proffer  of  a  healing  spring ; 
Some  lost  as  thee  have  Uest  the  flood, 
Cleansed  from  ail  sin  by  Jesus'  blood. 


Canst  thou  Jehovah's  word  reeal, 
Or  pass  beyond  that  boundless  all  7 
Though  lightnings  pierce,  and  thunders  roll, 
And  mountain  billows  whelm  thy  soul. 
Though  round  thee  earth  her  barriers  spread. 
And  ocean  weeds  enwrap  thy  head, 
Lulled  by  His  voice,  the  storm  shall  cease, 
His  gentle  accents  whisper,  peace." 

On  Izram's  sullen  glance  was  borne 
A  dart  of  anguish,  blent  with  scorn : 
It  curied  his  lip  of  livid  hue : — 
"  And  blooms  there  peace  for  Judas  too  7 
To  his  own  place  he  went — ^repair 
With  tidings  of  deliverance  there : 
There,  in  thy  fond  security, 
Preach  peace  to  him — ^but  none  to  me : 
Me,  the  apostate  ;  me,  who  sold 
The  faith,  but  not  for  earth-born  gold ; 
A  deeper  barter,  paid  too  well 
In  the  devouring  coin  of  hell. 
— ^I  marvel  at  thy  steadfast  brow,— 

Its  sudden  flush  hath  passed  away^ 
I  tell  thee  I  was  blest  as  thou. 

Beneath  the  gospel  ray : 
Not  clouded  with  the  pagan  rite 
Of  those  whose  fairest  noon  is  night. 
But  pure  and  holy  as  the  blaze. 
When  first,  to  the  Redeemer's  praise. 

On  Bethlehem's  plain  the  song  began. 
While  seraphs  hymned,  in  rapturous  lays. 

Glory  to  God,  and  peace  to  man. 
The  name  of  Jesus  once  could  calm 

Each  stormy  fiend  that  racked  my  breast. 
Breathe  o'er  my  soul  ambrosial  balm, 
And  bathe  my  brow  in  holiest  rest. 
Oh !  many  a  day  I  taught  His  name 
To  lisping  childhood,  faltering  eld  ; 
And  prayer  arose  like  hallowed  flame. 
And  lays  of  sweet  devotion  swelled, 
— I  spumed  Him — Foolish  youth  forbear ; 

Thou  shalt  not  weep,  or  not  for  me ; 
It  maddens  more  my  wild  despair. 

Those  kindly-trickling  drops  to  see. 
Still  flow  they  7  would  thou  hadst  not  wnmg 
This  secret  from  my  blistering  tongue  ! 
Check,  womanish,  thy  tears,  for  shame-^ 

Or  weep ;  for  thou  hast  wakened  mine : 
I  little  thought  the  withering  flame 

Could  mingle  thus  with  liquid  brin»— 
I  little  thought  a  tear  should  stain 
This  crime-emboldened  cheek  again." 

He  flung  him  on  his  leafy  bed, 
With  arms  enfolded  o'er  his  head. 
And  Albert  inly  joyed  to  view 
The  softening  and  unwonted  dew. 
Whispering  he  spoke—-"  I  half  had  gnetied 
The  secret  of  my  brother's  breast, 
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But  could  not  deem  thy  land  was  graced 
With  gospel  glories  undebaaed. 
Poor  prodigal !  thy  spirit  rouse, 
Come  to  thy  Father's  open  house : 
He  longs  for  thee :  behold,  His  care 
The  ring,  the  robe,  the  feast  prepare. 
Izram — ^my  friend — return,  and  prove. 
The  sweets  of  everlasting  love." 
'*  Thou  hast  a  syren  note — I  long, 
Yet  dread  to  list  that  witching  song 
Of  pardon  and  of  hope.    Now  hear 
My  tale  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  fear : 
Afar  I  fling  the  dark  disguise, 
And  give  the  monster  to  thine  eyes. 

**  Marauding  o'er  the  boundless  waves, 
Wandered  a  band  of  pirate  slaves  ; 
Spain  from  her  dungeons  poured  the  crew. 
To  fill  the  widening  gaps  anew ; 
For,  crushed  and  blighted,  day  by  day, 
Our  native  millions  pined  away  ; 
And  Heaven  the  plenteous  cup  of  wrath 
Poured  freely  on  the  murderers'  path. 
Bidding  their  wasted  hosts  expire, 
In  famine,  surfeit,  flood,  and  fire. 
Long  ere  the  western  shore  they  gain, 

This  felon  freight  rebellious  rose. 
The  galley  seized,  and  roved  the  main, 

Plunder  their  word,  the  worid  their  foes. 
A  vessel  crossed  the  robbers'  way, 
They  chased  and  grasped  the  helpless  prey. 

"  There  sighed,  amid  the  captive  band, 
A  wanderer  from  the  clime  of  Tell, 
Hills  of  the  Switzer,  glorious  land. 

Where  freedom's  wildest  carols  swell. 
While  on  the  Alp's  majestic  brow 
She  wreathes  her  diadem  of  snow. 
Spuming  the  chain  that  sought  to  bind 
His  spotless  faith,  his  lofty  mind. 
The  noble  exile,  high  in  birth. 
Ennobled  more  by  priceless  worth, 
His  home  forsook,  and  fondly  smiled 
Upon  his  only,  beauteous,  child. 
Deeming  in  other  climes  to  meet 
A  calmer  rest  for  Minna's  feet 
Ere  yet  the  work  of  plunder  ceased. 
The  billows  roared,  the  gale  increased, 
And,  dashed  upon  our  northern  coast. 
The  corsair  crew  their  galley  lost ; 
'Scaping  with  life,  a  naked  band. 
The  weary  remnant  reached  the  land. 

"  Near  those  wild  waters  dwelt  a  tribe. 
Whom  force  nor  quelled  nor  gift  could  bribe ; 
Famed  like  their  sires  for  bold  emprise, 
The  stem  and  tameless  Otomies : 
Unfettered  in  their  mountam  reign, 
Their  batUe^ry  wa»— '  Woe  to  Spain ." 


And  those  dark  pirates  'scaped  the  flood 
To  sate  the  vengeful  soil  with  blood. 
Amid  the  pile  of  slaughter  flung, 
The  Switzer  died ;  but  Minna  clung. 
Frantic  with  fear,  to  one  who  spread 
His  target  o'er  her  cowering  head. 
And  with  a  chief's  control  repressed 
The  rage  of  many  a  stormy  breast. 
Bome  to  his  rocky  home,  she  dwelt. 

Honoured  and  blest,  that  warrior's  bride, 
And  bade  his  mgged  nature  melt 

To  gentler  sympathies  allied. 
Wound  in  the  soft  and  silken  tie 
Of  woman's  hallowed  witchery, 
— ^The  spell  that  sternest  bosom  moves- 
He  loved  as  savage  rarely  loves. 

"  She  bore  a  daughter ;  one  whose  face 
Bespoke  the  father's  tawny  race  ; 
But  oh,  the  pearls  that  dwelt  within 
That  soul  of  Minna's  gentle  kin  ! 
The  heart  of  love,  capacious  mind  ; 
The  feelings  generous,  soft,  refined  ; 
The  lamp  of  piety,  that  glowed 
So  brightly  in  its  swe^  abode  ! 
My  mother !" — and  the  accents  gasped. 
Half  stifled  by  the  sobs  that  rise. 
While  on  his  burning  temples  clasped, 

His  hands  conceal  his  streaming  eyes : — 
"  Oh  mother,  mother  I  friend  and  guide. 
Why  left  the  parricide  thy  side ! 

"  That  bud  of  beauty  scarce  was  Mown, 
When  Minna  sought  her  Saviour's  throne. 
Reft  of  his  love  the  widowed  chief 
His  tribe  forsook  in  restless  grief ; 
From  place  to  place  the  pilgrims  roam. 

And  reach  at  length  Chiapa's  plain  ; 
Where,  in  my  father's  peaceful  home, 

A  welcome  and  repose  they  gain. 
His  generous  soul  with  pain  surveyed 
The  dying  sire,  and  loved  the  maid  ; 
Unknown,  save  to  himself,  the  race  ; 
A  mixture  had  been  deemed  disgrace 
Iberian  taint  perchance  surmised  ;•— 
My  noble  sire  the  doubt  despised : 
Eagles  with  eagle  mates  may  wed. 
Though  in  a  distant  mountain  bred ; 
And  Alpine  eagles  soar  as  high 
As  liberty  can  glance  her  eye. 
If  love  of  freedom,  patriot  scom, 
Blent  with  the  vital  stream  be  bome 
From  age  to  age,  that  stem  disdain 
Full  well  might  bound  in  Izram's  vein. 
My  infant  ear  hath  drank  the  tale 
Of  frozen  height,  and  sunny  vale, 
Where  hearts  who  spurned  oppression's  pride 
In  living  phalanx  stemmed  the  tide, 
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And  fiercely  dashed  the  mupng  foam 
Back  to  the  startled  tyrant's  home ; 
Or,  battling  for  the  goqiel  wordy 
Fnnoed  the  flash  o(  Ziimg's  sword. 
Hnitzla  taught  my  heart  to  swell, 
When  Usped  my  tongue  the  name  of  Tell ; 
My  nre  whose  hlood  its  current  drew 

From  high  Tezenco's  regal  race, 
Oft  to  my  spirit's  eager  view, 

With  rival  touch,  a  scene  would  trace 
Of  native  glories,  meet  to  flame 
Beside  Helvetia's  proudest  name.  . 
— ^They  fanned  a  Uaze  with  playful  breath 
To  wrap  that  mingled  line  in  death. 

'*  Hast  thou  ne'er  marked,  my  lip  and  cheek 
No  Indian  ancestry  bespeak  ? 
Twas  Minna  stamped  my  brow  too  fair. 
And  softened  to  its  curl  my  hair: 
Oft  while  these  locks  profusely  spread, 
My  parents  stroked  the  urchin's  head. 
And  cried  with  looks  of  laughing  love. 
Their  Izram  would  a  tell-tale  prove. 
O  days  of  childhood,  sweet  ye  shone  ; . 
Why  died  I  not  ere  ye  were  gone ! 

"  When  ten  short  circling  years  were  fled, 

We  saw  Nopatzlin  droop  and  fade ; 
Weeping  we  kneeled  around  the  bed. 

Where  the  expiring  saint  was  laid : 
Won  to  receive  the  living  word, 
Long  had  he  loved  and  served  the  Lord. 
Through  the  dim  shadowy  vale  of  death. 

His  €rod  a  lamp  and  staff  supplied ; 
And  lauding  him  with  feeble  breath. 

Joyous  in  conquering  faith  he  died. 
His  was  the  mild  untroubled  breast. 
In  its  own  cloudless  sunshine  blest ; 
Like  meadow  rill  that  calmly  glides 
Beyond  the  reign  of  changeful  tides. 
Mine  was  the  mountain  spring,  that,  led 
Meandering  through  its  rocky  bed, 
Waits  but  a  sullen  swell  to  sweep 
With  headlong  fury  down  the  steep. 

"  On  rainbow  wings  the  seasons  flew ; 

I  rose  beneath  a  mother's  eye, 
Answering  his  beam,  with  mirror  true. 

As  the  still  lake  reflects  the  sky ; 
Resplendent  in  a  borrowed  light ; 
As  yet  uurufiled,  pure,  and  bright ; 
That  was  my  day  of  life — the  rest 
Is  midnight  in  my  stormy  breast. 
My  bo3rish  gaze  would  oft  explore 
The  symbols  of  our  ancient  lore. 
And  nobles  marked  their  young  Cazique, 

As,  bending  o'er  the  mystic  scroll. 
With  starting  tear,  and  burning  cheek, 

The  rising  vengeance  swelled  my  soul ; 


And  subtly  worked  the  specious  leaven, 
Till  earth  had  wiled  my  heart  from  heaven. 
Huitzla  saw  how,  many  a  day, 
From  her  fond  side  I  stole  away, 
Breathing  my  soul  in  secret  vows, 

And  blazing  at  my  country's  wrong. 
Mingled  with  men  who  loved  to  rouse 

The  latent  spark  by  tale  and  song ; 
Even  while  I  conned  the  holy  word. 
My  spirit  pined  for  Gideon's  sword. 
Languished  to  rend  the  groaning  prey. 
From  worM  than  Egypt's  tyrant  sway : 
Still  on  my  lip  persuasion  hung. 
To  shame  the  old  and  fire  the  young ; 
Deeply  we  quaffed  the  daring  theme. 
And  revelled  in  a  glorious  dream. 

''  I  told  thee  how  Anselmo  sought 

With  serpent  wile,  our  peaceful  vale ; 
But  spare  my  soul  the  maddening  thought. 

The  horrors  of  the  tale ! 
When  at  my  feet  Huitzla  lay, 
And  rising  placed  in  dark  array 

The  apostate's  crime  and  doom, 
Showing  the  awful  paths  that  lead 
Through  evil  wish  to  sinful  deed. 

Thence  to  a  hopeless  tomb  ; 
She  warned  me  of  the  snare,  the  stain. 

She  pointed  to  her  widowed  bower, 

The  scene  of  many  a  tranquil  hour. 
But  never  more  to  smile— in  vain : 
I  wavered,  but  ambition  spoke, 
Drowned  was  the  plaintive  plea — I  broke 

Impetuous  from  her  wild  embrace  ; 
Flung  far  the  Saviour's  gentle  yoke. 

And  joined  the  demon  race. 

With  snares  beset,  by  sin  subdued- 


My  heart  grows  sick,  I  cannot  tell 
How,  step  by  step,  my  foot  pursued 

The  beaten  path  that  leads  to  hell'; 
How  leisurely  the  tempter  stole. 
Unnoticed,  from  my  heedless  soul. 
Her  treasure  of  celeistial  joys. 
And  filled  the  chasm  with  airy  toys. 
In  panoply  of  pride  secure, 
Well  could  I  spurn  the  sensual  luro  ; 
Abashed  before  my  scornful  eye, 
Vice  veiled  her  foul  deformity : 
'Twas  in  my  bosom  triumphed  sin, 
A  saint  without,  a  fiend  within. 
While  still,  in  darkening  thought,  I  sate 
My  wild  revenge,  and  heath'nish  hate. 
And  when  the  Lord,  with  warning  breath, 
Whispered  to  shun  eternal  death, 
I  turned  me  from  the  voice,  to  prove 
That  feverish  dream  of  mortal  love. 
Quenched  by  my  fierce  and  stubborn  will. 

Opposed  and  grieved,  the  Spirit  flies. 
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And  leaves  the  bartered  slave  of  ill 

To  perish  in  his  own  device. 
Though  Satan  urged  a  rightful  claim, 
Fain  had  I  borne  the  Christian's  name. 
To  soothe  my  soul ;  but  I  was  pent 
Amid  the  cowled  crew,  who  bent 
A  jealous  gaze — I  could  not  guile 
My  reason  with  the  flimsy  wile 
Of  fabling  Rome.    Ansehno's  eye 
Was  veiled  in  prudent  policy ; 
He  deemed  that  in  the  lonely  hour 
I  bowed  before  some  idol  power, 
And  questioned  not :  his  pedant  store 
Was  swelled  with  tomes  of  guileful  lore, 
And  these  I  rifled,  day  by  day. 
Forgot  to  fear,  and  ceased  to  pray. 
While  thus  I  fed  the  widening  blot 

Of  hate  and  passion,  scorn  and  pride, 
Neglected  in  her  lonely  cot. 

My  mother  wept,  and  {nned,  and  died. 
Then  earth  and  heaven  arose  to  plead 
For  vengeance  on  the  parricide ; 
Red  came  the  death-bolt's  searching  glare, 
Conscience  awakened  roused  despair. 
Writhing  I  rather  raged  than  mourned. 
My  heart  in  fierce  resentment  burned ; 
And  then  the  maddening  cup  I  quafl^, 
For  Lethe  lurked  within  the  draught 
Spuming  against  the  chastening  rod, 
I  chose  my  country  for  a  god, 
Pledged  the  wild  oath,  no  other  name. 
My  zeal  should  move,  my  care  should  claim. 
I  asked  but  vengeance,  let  it  come 
From  angel's  bower  or  demon's  home-» 
Who  gave  revenge  should  bear  away 
My  spirit  his  affianced  prey ; 
Anselmo's  murder  sealed  the  vow, — 
And  darest  thou  speak  of  mercy  now  1" 

"  Mercy,  that  overU^  the  height 
Of  yonder  vaulted  azure  light : 
Mercy,  that  sets  the  hated  sin 

Far  from  the  soul  as  east  from  west* 
And  leads  the  guilty  wanderer  in, 

A  pardoned  and  admitted  guest : 
That  saving  power  thou  hast  not  known, 
Unbroken  was  the  heart  of  stone ; 
Unmeet  the  glorious  work  to  scan. 
Thy  teacher  was  not  God  but  man. 
Soon  as  arose  the  troublous  swell. 
Thy  sand-built  shed  in  ruins  fell. 
Far  from  the  Lord  thy  step  hath  strayed ; 

Thou  hast  rebelled,  blasphemed,  denied 
Thy  Saviour  King,  but  he  hath  prayed, 

And  for  the  foul  offender  died." 
"  Oh,  not  for  me !" — **  Nay,  do  not  spurn 

His  grace — ^Who  sent  me  o'er  the  main, 
To  bid  thee  live,  to  bid  thee  turn. 

To  save  thee  irom  a  darker  stain, 


And  armed  me  with  a  secret  power 

To  quell  thee  in  thy  wildest  hour  T" 

"  'Tis  wondrous :  oft,  when  thou  hast  spoke, 

Gleams  of  unearthly  radiance  broke 

Across  my  spirit's  gloomy  night ; 

Glimmers  of  faint  and  distant  light. 

To  show  th'  appalling  chaos  there. 

And  fade  again  in  black  despair. 

Like  drovening  wretch,  with  desperate  twine, 

Long  have  I  linked  my  heart  to  thine ; 

Still  brooding  o'er  the  coming  day. 
When  thou  wilt  soar  to  bliss  divine. 

And  I  must  sink,  tbe  demon's  prey. 
'Twas  that  on  thy  mild  spirit  shone, 
The  Ugfat  of  days  for  ever  gone ; 
To  me  thou  wert  an  airy  voice, 
A  phantom  shape,  of  buried  joys, 
Too  holy  and  too  pure  to  rest 
Again  in  this  polluted  breast 
Yet  stout  rebellion  linked  with  pride. 
The  tie  disowned,  the  claim  denied. 
Deep  in  the  iron  net  ensnared, 

I  fain  would  deem  our  conunon  wrong 
My  life  preserved,  and  peril  shared. 

Had  wove  a  chain  so  bright  and  strong. 
And  while  my  soul,  o'erawed  by  thine, 
Faltered  in  every  fell  design. 
Still  writhing  in  th'  accursed  yoke. 
What  pangs  thy  faithful  speech  awoke ! 
Nor  wine  could  drown,  nor  madness  quell, 
That  foretaste  of  my  future  bell." 
**  Blessed  be  the  Lord,  whose  watchful  cars, 
Hath  laid  thy  festering  bosom  bare ! 
He  never  made  a  vain  appeal. 
Nor  searched  a  wound  He  would  not  heaL 
The  stroke  is  mercy ;  lie  thou  still 
Beneath  His  hand,  and  wait  His  will. 
Pray — ^He  will  send  the  quickening  shower ; 
Believe — and  thou  shalt  know  His  power.' 
"  I  may  not  pray ;  I  would  not  bow 
My  pride,  and  He  hath  left  me  now. 
Too  long  I  waged  the  fhmtic  strifs-— 
What  murderer  holds  eternal  life  7" 
*<  As  murderer  none :  but  God  can  lave 

To  fleecy  white  that  crimson  glow. 
And  scarlet  from  the  blanching  wave 

Emerges  pure  as  drifted  snow : 
Be  thou  of  sinners  first  and  chief, 
Thy  darkest  crime  were  nnbeliet" 


To  nurse  the  budding  hope,  to  calm 
The  stormy  throb,  and  drop  the  balm 
Of  promise  on  the  smarting  wound. 

Was  patient  Albert's  daily  care ; 
And  angel  guards  encamping  round. 

The  heaven-taught  labour  share. 
Exulting  fiends,  whose  eager  eyes 
Long  gland  upon  their  passiva  pnza, 
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BepnlMd  by  that  celeftial  band. 
In  foaming  rage  expectant  stand, 

And  firmJy  grasp  the  looeening  chain  i— 
Speed  to  your  dene,  ye  race  acciuied ; 
Tlie  Lord  bath  spoke,  the  fetters  burst 

Your  Tictim  lives  again : 
And  o'er  the  shattesed  links  of  hell 
Seraphic  tones  triumphant  swell. 

The  youths  had  pKed  their  woodland  skiU 
In  winding  dell  and  slanting  hill ; 
And  now,  beneath  the  forest  shade, 

While  brightly  glowed  the  western  sky, 
Imm  the  beauteoos  scene  surveyed. 

With  placid  smile  and  dewy  eye. 
*"  Bftark  how  the  dazzlmg  glories  rest 

On  Andes'  steep  and  ih>zen  brow ; 
Ev*!!  thus  upon  my  sterner  breast, 

Albert  the  ray  is  beaming  now. 
Tliat  word  of  comfort  haunts  me  still, 

*  Lord,  if  thou  wilt  thou  canst* '  I  will.* 

Though  measureless  the  leprous  taint. 
Though  faith  be  weak,  and  hope  be  faint, 
He  can — ^He  will — ^Let  rocks  remove. 

And  yonder  mountains  melt  in  clay, 
Tbit  promise  of  redeeming  love. 

Shall  never,  never  pass  away. 
In  Tain  my  prostrate  soul  would  trace 
This  miracle  of  boundless  grace ; 
But  Thou  who  bid*st  that  soul  believe, 
Jesus,  thy  ransomed  foe  receive  ! 
Heivi,  in  this  heart  of  yielding  stone, 
Engrave  thy  law,  and  fix  thy  throne." 

A  joy  too  full  for  speech  or  thought 
In  Albert's  swelling  bosom  wrought— 
Know'st  thou  the  joy  of  him,  whose  breath 

With  pleadings  faith  alone  can  give. 
Hath  won  a  soul  from  ways  of  death. 

To  seek  the  narrow  path  and  live  7 
Hapless  and  strange  thy  doubtful  lot, 
O  Christian !  if  thou  know'st  it  not ; 
While  sinners  throng  thy  daily  road. 

And  death's  rude  billow,  rolling  deep, 
Down  to  perdition's  fell  abode 

Bean  them  with  houriy  sweep. 
Hast  thou  ne'er  led  a  pondering  eye 
To  that  dread  word,  ExEaif  mr  ? 
Hath  ne'er  thy  lip  essayed  to  tell 

The  saving  strength  of  Jesus'  name. 
Nor  questioned  if  a  soul  could  dwell 

In  whixj^xMls  of  devouring  flame  7 
Go  mark  the  stately  bird,  betrayed 

To  scoffing  foes ;  her  idiot  head 
Shrouded  within  the  narrow  shade. 

She  hears  the  hunters'  threatening  tread, 
Tet  deems  her  spreading  bulk  unseen. 
If  but  a  leaf  her  vision  sczteni 


Nor  shrinks  while  busy  hands  prepare 
The  piercing  dart,  or  coiling  snare. 
Impressive  type  of  fools,  who  close 
The  mental  eye  in  false  repose  ; 
And,  starting,  wake  to  writhe  in  vain. 
Bound  in  an  everlasting  chain. 


CANTO  lY. 

SwEKT  was  the  morning's  tint  that  gave 

Its  first  Uush  to  the  rugged  cave ; 

Sweet  was  the  quivering  beam  that  glowed. 

Tempered  by  deep,  o'erarching  shades. 
Along  the  hunters'  noon-day  road, 

Winding  amid  the  flowery  glades ; 
And  5iweet  the  parting  ray  that  fell 
Lengthening  within  their  simple  celL 
Where'er  they  rove,  where'er  they  rest. 

Hovers  unseen  the  stainless  dove. 
And  faith  hi  either  tranquil  breast 

Feeds  the  pure  flame  of  hope  and  love. 
Brightly  through  life's  dark  vista  given. 
Shone  on  their  view  the  courts  of  heaven ; 
While  day  by  day  tlie  brothers  share 
Inspiring  converse,  praise,  and  prayer — 
Balm  of  the  weary  pilgrim's  woe. 
Dawn  of  celestial  bliss  below, 
When,  darkling  yet  awakened,  man 
Ponders  redemption's  glorious  plan, 
And  to  a  kindred  heart  makes  known 
The  labouring  thought  that  swells  his  own. 
Of  mercies  countless,  measureless. 
Immortal  as  the  soul  they  bless  ! 
But  thorns  bestrew  the  path  divine. 
And  sevenfold  flames  the  gold  refine  ; 
Scaled  is  the  heir  with  scourging  love. 
Chastened  below  to  reign  above. 

There  came  a  note  at  even-tide 

Of  trampling  hoofs  that  swiftly  trod ; 
For,  herding  close,  the  wild  deer  hied 

Impetuous  o'er  the  dewy  sod. 
Roused  from  their  nests,  the  eagles  go. 
With  scream  of  menace  floating  low. 
And  summon  many  a  wing  to  rise 
Fluttering  beneath  the  darkened  skies. 
Izram  hath  quenched  the  flaming  torch 
And  fixed  within  the  narrow  porch 
A  ponderous  stone — through  slender  chink 
The  crescent  shoots  her  feeble  blink. 
While  slow  her  infant  glories  die. 
Remotely  in  the  western  sky. 
Sinks  the  harrii  sound,  the  tumults  cease, 
Night's  gentle  brow  'm  wrapped  in  peace ; 
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And  Albert  speaks — *'  Some  beast  of  prey 
Holds  through  the  woods  unwonted  way." 
"  No  step  but  man*s  would  waken  here 
Such  clamorous  notes  of  rage  and  fear: 
Ambushed  perchance  in  yonder  glen, 
The  foe  hath  marked  this  secret  den, 
And  scans,  beneath  the  glooming  nighty 
Our  fortress  in  the  rocky  height" 
"  What  counsel  then  ?"—"  With  augur's  care 
Observe  each  wing  that  cleaves  the  air ; 
Note  if  the  timid  herd  shall  trace 
Theur  wonted  path  with  heedle«  pace ; 
Till  then,  within  our  watch-tower  pent, 
Lurk  we  secure,  and  bide  th'  event 

Our  ample  hoard" with  whizzing  sound 

An  arrow  passed,  and  smote  the  ground 

Joyous  he  seized  the  shaft ;  "  How  true, 

Ev'n  through  the  shade,  thy  greeting  flew, 

Brave  Xloti !    O  for  dawning  light, 

To  give  this  hieroglyph  to  sight ! 

Cheer  thee,  my  friend :  the  Lord  hath  set 

A  guard  above  the  tangling  net" 

"  What  meanest  thou  ?"— '*  On  this  headless  dart 

Xloti  hath  graved,  with  native  art. 

Some  warning  word  of  treacherous  foe 

Embosomed  in  the  vale  below : 

Else  had  his  step  securely  trod 

The  inlet  of  our  wild  abode. 

The  Lord,  thb  bold  device  who  blest. 

Will  guard  the  hours  of  needful  rest : 

Undoubting  on  thy  couch  recline  ; 

Peace  to  thy  soul,  and  grace  to  mine !" 

Soft  rose  the  morning's  welcome  rays, 
That  gave  the  shaft  to  Izram's  gaze. 
With  swelling  heart  the  lines  he  eyed — 
«  Gone  are  the  wrecks  of  Aztlan's  pride ! 
And  many  a  perjured  spirit  gone 
Unsheltered  to  the  judgment  throne. 
Not  mine  the  deed  ;  but  oh,  how  well. 
How  long  I  wrought  the  craft  of  hell ! 
How  full  thy  ravening  flame  I  fed. 
Unhallowed  wrath  !  and  lured  the  tread 
Of  brother  men,  to  wander  far 
Beneath  ambition's  baleful  star. 
Rebellion  !  Hwas  the  crime  that  hurled 
Seraphs  from  bliss,  and  wrecked  the  world. 
The  tyrant  chain,  the  iron  rod. 
Commissioned  scourges,  sent  of  God, 
Proclaim, '  Repent  :*  but  I  have  wrung 

To  blasphemy  that  awful  word. 
Translating  to  a  demon  tongue 

The  message  of  the  Lord." 
In  silent  agony  he  strode. 
Crossed  and  re-crossed  the  dim  abode, 
Smote  his  damp  brow,  and  pausing  stood — 
**  How  deep  the  thrilling  voice  of  blood  7 
Unmarked  'mid  passion's  maddening  swell, 
How  sternly  rolls  the  ruthless  knell 


O'er  the  still  spirit,  pealing  slow 
Its  fiat  of  eternal  woe !" 

"  A  louder  plea,  resounding  high 
Through  mercy's  portals,  drowns  the  cry : 
Gushed  on  the  cross  a  richer  vein. 
To  blot  the  record,  purge  the  stain : 
By  faith  descried,  received  in  prayer. 
Confess  thy  costly  ransom  there 
He  bore  thy  sin,  and  who  shall  roll 
That  burden  back  upon  thy  soul  7 
Resplendent  Sun  of  righteousness, 
Omnipotent  to  save  and  bless. 
Mistrustful  earth  a  while  may  shroud 
Her  vision  in  her  own  dark  ploud. 
But  far  above  our  wayward  skill, 
Beacon  of  hope  !  thou  shinest  stilL 
That  glorious  orb  is  blazing  yet. 
It  will  not  wane,  it  cannot  set" 

Izram,  with  calm  but  saddened  look 
Again  the  pictured  greeting  took : 
It  told  of  Spanish  bands,  who,  taught 
By  Nepuel's  tale,  the  cavern  sought ; 
But  Xloti,  undiscovered,  sped 
The  billows  to  its  secret  bed : 
In  torturing  pangs  the  traitor  died. 
Beneath  the  rage  of  baffled  pride. 
That  judged  his  fabling  lip  had  told 
A  dream,  to  mock  theur  thirst  of  gold. 
But  some  unhappy  clue  he  gave 
Had  led  them  to  this  mountain  cave, 
Where,  as  they  deemed,  an  ample  band 
Was  marshalled  under  Izram's  hand. 
Less  would  the  cautious  foemen  dare 
By  open  force  than  secret  snare ; 
And  Xloti  warned,  "  Whene'er  I  fly 
A  purple  shaft,  the  storm  is  nigh." 

Wheeling  their  round  unbroken  flight. 
Glide  the  fair  day,  and  tranquil  night ; 
Far  distant  roamed  the  peaceful  deer. 
The  jealous  eagle  hovered  near. 
Guarding  her  brood :  within  the  cell 
Watched  the  alternate  sentinel. 
Piled  close  the  stony  fence,  and  bent 
The  ear,  in  silent  heed  intent ; 
Waiting  a  sovereign  master's  will. 
In  deep  submission,  calm  and  still. 
A  second  week  had  scantly  passed. 

The  evening  beam,  with  kind  farewell, 
A  lingering  line  of  glory  cast 

Athwart  the  captive's  leagured  cell ; 
They  gazed  upon  the  mellowing  glow 

That  deepened  in  the  blushing  sky ; 
When  murmuring  from  the  plain  below. 

Arose  a  melting  melody. 
Slowly  across  the  velvet  sod 
A  form  of  female  beauty  trod ; 
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She  ihone  in  soft  majeftic  grace, 
like  maiden  of  Iberian  race  ; 
Sparkled  beneath  the  filmy  veil 
A  dazzling  eye  ;  her  cheek  was  pale. 
Till  Albert's  meeting  glance  revealed 

Their  secret  stand  ;  then,  blushing  red 
Uer  bending  features  half  concealed, 
.ler  hand  upon  the  lute  she  spread. 
The  Briton  turned  an  anxious  eye 
On  Izram :  flushing  quick  and  high. 
Crimsoned  his  very  brow  ;  his  breath 
Gasped  as  beneath  the  arm  of  death : 
Shuddering,  an  upward  look  he  gave. 
Then  paced  with  faltering  step  the  cave  ; 
While  richly  o'er  the  plain  beneath 
The  notes  their  deep  enchantment  breathe. 
And  mock-birds  from  the  quivering  spray 
With  mimic  cadence  swelled  the  lay. 
That  called  the  youth's  light  tread  to  press 
The  flowery  woodland's  soft  recess, — 
"  While  bears  the  vestal  queen  of  night 

Her  lamp  through  heaven's  triumphal  arch. 
And  glittering  guards,  in  armour  bright. 

Observant  trace  their  sovereign's  march, 
And  silence  walks  the  shadowy  groves. 
And  mute  is  every  sigh  but  love's  ; 
Whose  stealing  footstep  will  not  wake 

A  rustle  o'er  the  hum-bird's  nest. 
Nor  fright,  amid  the  quingled  brake, 

The  firefly  from  his  leafy  rest." 

Twas  nature's  lullaby  ;  the  note 

Scarce  o'er  a  murmuring  whisper  rose  ; 
Dubious  a  while  it  seemed  to  float. 
Then  faltered  to  a  dying  close : 
And  soft  o'er  Izram's  melting  soul 
With  wonted  spell  the  witchery  stole. 
As,  pausing  on  his  breathless  tread. 
Drooped  the  long  lash,  and  bending  head. 
Bot  starting  soon  in  conscious  shame. 
Brightly  the  mantling  crimson  came, 
And  flashed  his  eye,  while  glancing  round 
Firmly  he  paced  the  cavern's  bound. 
"  Hear'st  thou  the  lay  ?  a  goodly  net 
For  truant  wing  by  fowler  set  I 
That  syren  tone  hath  bade  me  break 
Through  iron  fence,  and  stormy  lake. 
Through  filial  love,  and  faith  divine. 
All  but  the  idol's  fatal  shrine. 
My  country's  cause — How  wildly  soft 
The  liquid  poison  steals  aloft — 
Bane  of  my  soul !  and  dare  it  come 
Polluting  thus  our  hallowed  home  ? 
Again  the  wildering  accents  swell — 
Speak,  Albert ;  burst  the  tempter's  spell ; 
I  may  not  list — a  thousand  ties 
Press  on  my  heart — O  Lord,  arise ! 
Arm  me  with  strengthening  grace  within, 
Pierce  me  with  every  shaft  but  sin  I" 
fOU  II.  5 


"  There  spoke  the  Christian .  faith  and  prayer 

Can  crush  satanic  links  in  air. 

The  strain  has  paused" — **  No  more  'twill  float. 

I  know  the  last  long  closing  note. 

The  songstress  lingers  yet — I'll  try 

To  shame  her  hence."    Then  firm  and  high 

He  spoke,  with  cool,  deliberate  word — 

*'  Leila,  where  lurks  thy  wedded  lord  7 

Plies  he  the  huntsman's  craft,  to  win 

The  quarry  with  so  stale  a  gin  t 

And  thou,  combined  with  evil  men, 

Darest  thou  explore  yon  fearful  glen, 

Dreadless  of  Him,  whose  righteous  breath 

Can  quench  th'  unhallowed  wile  in  death  V 

"  Izram,  thy  Leila  comes" "  Away  ! 

Hath  woman  shame  so  light  a  sway  7 
Pure  as  the  wreath  on  Andes'  brow 
I  thought  thee  once,  or  never  vow 
Had  linked  my  soul  to  thee — 'twas  thine 
To  rend  the  chain,  and  be  it  mine 
To  warn  thee  that  a  gulf  of  woo 
Flames  for  the  faithless  wife  below. 
Haste  to  thy  spouse,  nor  longer  roam,      ^ 
Unseemly,  from  a  matron  home." 

"  I  came  to  save  thee,  not  to  snare" 

"  Thanks,  lady,  for  thy  generous  care, 

Needless  but  kind" abrupt  he  left 

The  winning  voice,  and  dangerous  cleft ; 
Yet  sad  remembrance  wrings  his  In^aitt, 
And  troublous  visions  break  his  rest, 
Till  morning's  opening  eye  revealed 
His  lids  in  heavy  slumber  sealed. 

To  veil  the  brightening  beams,  that  streak 
His  pallid  brow  and  sunken  cheek, 
Albert  approached  the  chink  ;  amaze 
And  horror  fixed  his  silent  gaze  ; 
For,  lifeless  on  the  dewy  turf. 

Young  Leila  lay  beneath  the  cave. 
As  lies  a  mound  of  silvery  surf 

Upon  the  green  sea  wave. 
Their  shadowy  veil  the  tresses  throw 
Profusely  o'er  the  arm  of  snow 
That  props  her  head  ;  the  other  pressed 
Her  lute  beneath  the  folding  vest. 
Clasping  it,  as  her  fondest  care 
In  death  itself  had  centered  there. 
Aroused  by  Izram's  waking  sigh, 
Albert  withdrew  his  glistening  eye^ 
Bent  o'er  the  youth,  and  strove  to  guile 
His  watchful  heed  with  wonted  smile, 
Pressing  the  hand  whose  feverish  glow 
Betrayed  the  recent  work  of  woe. 
**  How  far  the  stealing  rays  have  crept, 
While  heavily  the  sluggard  slept  I 
The  night  was  drear — an  evil  guest 
Was  lurking  in  my  gloomy  breast, 
Impatience — little  known  to  thee  ; 
Comrade  of  crime  and  miser^ 
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Wlieii  Heaven  its  secret  fire  applies, 
now  thick  the  latent  scum  will  rise ! 
How  fiercely  doth  deceptive  sin 
CSontest  her  ancient  throne  within ! 
Kow»  wearied  in  the  bitter  fray, 
My  spirit  longs  to  soar  away  ; 
Deep  festering  in  my  faithless  heart. 
Rankles  temptation's  fiery  dart 
Tbongh  dimmed  the  gold  with  vilest  dross, 
I  shun  the  furnace,  dread  the  cross  ; 
Albert,  hast  thou  no  word  of  cheer  7 
Thy  lid  hath  crushed  a  rising  tear. 
That  note,  perchance,  of  yestereve, 
Wakened  some  chord" — "  For  thee  I  grieve ; 
The  cap  with  sorrow  brimmed,  and  shed 
In  chastening  wisdom  on  thy  bead  ; 

But  He  will  arm  thee  yet'* ^in  haste 

Ixram  the  rocky  cavern  paced. 

And  viewed  the  scene — ^his  placid  air 

Wore  the  still  calm  of  mute  despair. 

Nor  query  drew,  nor  pleadings  wrung 

One  accent  from  his  freezing  tongue. 

Lost  in  the  very  trance  of  woe. 

No  sigh  could  heave,  no  drop  could  flow, 

TUl  roused  by  Albert's  arm,  who  sought 

To  force  him  from  the  blighting  spot. 

He  mattered  low,  "  She  came  to  save — 

I  doomed  her  to  a  cold  still  grave  ; 

Dark,  dark  and  hopeless — ^thou  art  fled — 

Leila,  thy  very  soul  is  dead. 

Albert,  forbear ;  thou  canst  not  move — 

Seest  thou  the  lute,  my  gift  of  love  7 

IVne,  to  thy  latest  gsap, — I  know 

Thy  wedded  life  was  double  woe^ — 

Spomed  from  my  home,  the  night-cloud  wept 

Her  dews  upon  thy  dying  head ; 
Across  thy  cheek  the  glow-worm  crept. 

The  hovering  bat  his  pinion  spread. 
And  fanned  away  thy  parting  sigh, 
While  slept  thy  fell  destroyer  nigh. 
In  hateful  ease." — A  youthful  deer 
43piimed  the  light  turf,  and  gambol'd  near ; 
Starting  he  cried,  "  Thou  shalt  not  stay. 
To  glut  the  ravening  bird  of  prey  !" 
•Seizing  his  woodland  garb,  he  tore 
The  barrier  from  their  narrow  door — 
**  Albert,  forgive  !  I  cannot  brook 
The  language  of  thy  pleading  look  ; 
^Gnvd  thou  the  cell" — **  And  let  thee  stray 

Unaided  on  thy  desperate  road  7 
While  foes  beset  thy  prayeriees  way. 

Faith  slumbers,  headlong  passions  goad. 
And  this  perchance  some  crafty  gin 
To  close  thy  wild  career  in  sin." 
Reclining  on  the  loosened  stone, 
The  sufferer  heaves  a  bitter  groan : 
"  Inhuman  !  wouldst  thou  leave  her  there. 
For  bird  to  peck,  and  beast  to  tear?" 


**  We  may  not — ^'twere  a  hateful  deed 
To  spnm  a  dying  sinner's  need ; 
For  life  may  linger  yet,  or  guile 
May  deeply  weave  a  subtle  wile. 
Bid  thy  tumultuous  thoughts  subside, 
Look  to  the  Lord,  our  shield  and  guide ; 
Though  sharp  the  flame.  His  tender  care 
Rules  the  refining  process  there." 
"  Thy  meekness  never  chides^-this  vein 
Is  bursting  now  with  frenzied  pain : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  bide  thou  near. 
Nought  but  my  treacherous  self  I  fear : 
Descend  we  swiftly" — "  Forward  press. 
For  duty  calls,  and  Heaven  will  bless." 
The  cataract,  in  its  wildest  chase. 
Might  scarce  outstrip  their  downward  pace , 
And  Albert's  hand  hath  lifted  slow 
The  tress  from  Leila's  cheek  of  snow. 
In  smothered  tone  he  breathed,  "  Beware, 
No  seal  of  death  is  graven  there  ; 
The  dews  impart  a  humid  chill. 
But  conscious  life  is  bounding  stlU : 
Mark  how  the  faint  suflusions  creep ; — 
No  semblance  here  of  trance  or  sleep." 
Vainly  he  spoke — the  fatal  spell 
Had  wrought  its  treacherous  bidding  well : 
Wreathed  in  its  toils,  the  youth  had  stood, 
Though  echomg  thunders  cleft  the  wood, 
Reckless  of  all.    "  Now,  darest  thou  say 
Life  lingers  in  that  beauteous  clay  7 
The  eye  is  dim,  the  lip  is  mute, 

Or  Izram's  plaint  had  Leila  woke  ; 
All  silent,  as  the  sleeping  lute. 

Where  love  and  music  spoke. 
Back !  bar  me  not— <:an  peril's  breath 
Lurk  on  the  frozen  lip  of  death  7 
Deep  in  the  cave  we'll  dig  her  tomb, 

And  strew  with  softest  flowers  the  bed  :— 
Welcome  the  sternly  righteous  doom, 

The  wrath-shower  on  my  guilty  head  7 

So  calm  I'll  be" "  Thou  wilt  not  read 

This  cozenmg  gear  with  Christian  heed : 
Nought  moves  thee,  save  the  pleading  guest 
Coiled  in  thine  own  deluded  breast" 
**  1  tell  thee,  if  the  curdling  blood 

But  crept  with  nature's  faintest  flow, 
My  voice  would  bid  the  mantling  flood 

On  that  soft  check  in  crimson  glow. 
Foul  wrong  thy  slanderous  tongue  hath  throws 
Scorning  the  truth  thou  ne'er  hast  known." 


"  Such  truth  were  crime  :  a  seraph's  guise 
May  veil  the  fraudful  prince  of  lies. 
And  couched  beneath  some  specious  name 
Unhallowed  passions  darkly  flame ; 
Sin's  poisoned  chalice  crowned  with  flowers 
That  bloom  and  breathe  of  Eden's  bowers : 
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But  death  is  ambasbed— came  the  song 
Pure  from  the  nM)deet  lip  of  truth, 

To  bid  thy  shrinking  toul  prolong 
The  visioned  theme  of  erring  youth, 

Renewed  in  guilt  ? — Betrayed  to  roam, 

0  call  thy  wandering  spirit  home, 

Ers  Heaven  some  direful  scourge  display. 
To  chase  thee  from  the  devious  way, 
Or  leave  thy  wilful  foot  to  tread 
The  regions  of  the  doubly  dead." 
Alternate  crept  o'er  Izram's  frame 
The  cliill  of  anguish,  glow  of  shame  : 
Quelled  by  the  mild  rebuke,  he  bent 
O'er  his  light  bow  with  gaze  intent. 
And  spoke  in  turn  subdued.    **  If  wile, 
Leila,  thy  conscious  thought  defile. 
If  vital  ether  heave  suppressed. 
As  half  I  deem,  within  thy  breast. 
And  from  thy  lip's  unfaded  rose 
To  fan  the  tress,  that  current  flows, 

1  call  thee,  by  the  net  of  love 
Thy  maiden  skill  too  firmly  wove, 
By  all  the  wrongs  thy  race  have  shed 
On  Aztlan*s  line,  and  Izram's  head. 
By  faith  professed,  and  matron  pride. 
Fling  the  detested  mask  asidew— 

I  caU  thee,  by  the  awful  name 
Of  Him  who  lit  the  living  flame, 
The  fiat  of  whose  frown  can  turn 

This  pageant  to  reality, — 
Let  not  thy  hardened  spirit  spurn 

A  brother  sinner's  plea ! 
Albert,  remove  the  tress  again ; 
I  venture  not — now  swells  the  vein  ; 
The  quivering  lash,  the  tints  that  rise. 
Bear  token  of  a  foul  device. 
Ingrate  !  for  thee  the  crimson  tide 
Of  human  life  this  hand  hath  dyed  ; 
For  thee  a  mother's  heart  I  broke. 
For  thee  the  living  Lord  forsook ; 
And  comest  thou  now,  with  demon  wrath, 
To  haunt  the  exile's  thorny  path, 
Wormwood  to  blend  with  gall,  and  wrest 
The  peace-branch  from  a  bleeding  breast !" 
While  low  he  bent  hb  throbbing  head, 
A  dart,  with  aim  unerring  sped, 
Whizzed  loud  and  near ;  then  Leila's  shriek 
Burst,  as  the  current  fanned  her  cheek. 
Starting  he  rose  with  brightening  eye — 
**  The  purple  shaft !  the  storm  is  nigh — 
Speed,  Albert,  to  the  cave — for  thee, 

Versed  in  Iberian  treachery" 

Clasping  his  neck,  she  strove  to  stay 
His  steps — **  Dissembling  tool,  away  ! 
Thou  rt  woman,  and  I  would  not  harm 
Another  shaft !  untwine  thine  arm. 
Avert  thy  dauntless  brow  ;  begone, 
Or  force  ahall  aevcf^— Albert,  on. 


!  Then  thns  the  serpent  fold  I  tear. 
And  fling  thee  hence,  thou  painted  snaro ! 
Go,  seek  the  hope  to  sinners  free, 
Thy  lures  had  doubly  wiled  from  me." 

;  Swift  to  the  winding  ridge  they  sprung ; 
Rebounding  from  its  bulwark  rung 
Rude  bullets,  winged  with  distant  aim. 
That  fast  in  deadly  greeting  came  ; 
But  turned  by  jutting  crags,  they  sweep 
Innoxious  down  the  shadowy  steep. 
While  press  the  youtlis  their  rapid  road, 
And  fence  them  m  their  wild  abode. 


Forth  from  a  narrow  niche  of  stone, 
Broke  on  their  ear  a  sullen  tone. 
Of  stem  reproof — in  gloomy  mood, 
Xloti  before  his  comrade  stood. 
"  Beseemed  it  well,  misguided  youth. 

To  dally  with  a  broken  snare. 
While  duteous  zeal,  and  loyal  truth. 

Scattered  their  bootless  vows  in  air? 
Still  to  a  wanton's  shameless  face 
Fall  hecatombs  of  Aztlan's  race  ? 
For  this,  in  yonder  pois'nous  dell. 
Hath  Xloti  couched,  to  guard  thy  ceJU 
While  thickened  on  his  gasping  breath 
The  sorest  venom-taints  of  death  ? 
Well  may'st  thou  veil  the  brow  that  shone 
With  glory  tarnished,  withered,  gone  ! 
Yet  mark  me,  Prince  ;  we  yet  may  gain 
A  dying  wreath  from  baffled  Spain, 
The  band  with  one  fierce  whirlwind  sweep, 
And  perish  on  the  mangled  heap." 
"  Xloti,  forbear ;  no  gush  of  gore 
May  sully  this  sad  spirit  more." 
"  Thus  is  thy  recreant  soul  subdued  7 
Softened  to  very  womanhood  ! 
Will'st  thou  we  blazon  Izram's  name 
With  traitor's  wile,  or  coward's  shame  T 
— ^There  burst  the  blaze  of  native  pride  !" 
"  Of  native  sin  ;  I  could  not  bide 
Thy  bitterness  of  speech,  though  long 

My  step  that  path  of  shame  hath  trod. 
Faithful  in  crime,  and  bold  in  wrong. 

Traitor  and  coward  both  to  God. 
Deeply  my  inmost  thoughts  confess 
Thy  steadfast  love,  and  deeply  hless  ; 
But  urge  no  more  ; — I  may  not  stain 
My  soul  with  murderous  deed  again." 
"  Then  art  thou  false,  as  copper  snake 
That  creeps  within  the  flowery  brake  ; 
False  as  delusive  vapours,  spread 
O'er  gulfs  to  tempt  the  pilgrim's  tread. 
The  flame  I  nursed  in  boyhood's  days. 
Was  but  the  birch-bark's  crackling  blaze ; 
There  lurks  some  foul  mysterious  stain 
In  thy  fair  brow,  and  azure  vein  * 
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Tezeoco^B  blood  hath  never  flowed 

To  brighten  that  obecure  abode.** 

The  fire  of  wildest  agony 

Swelled  Izram^s  lip,  and  shot  his  eye  ; 

The  pang  his  shivering  bosom  wrung, 

But  firm  endurance  chained  his  tongue. 

Xloti  with  folding  arms  perused 

His  varying  look,  and  deeply  mused : 

"  Thy  hand  hath  never  sped  one  blow 

Of  justice  on  my  country's  foe  ; 

I've  heard  thee  brag  of  severed  chain, 

Of  vengeful  gash,  and  shattered  brain. 

Yet  close  beneath  this  well-girt  hill 

Ansclmo  bides,  to  greet  thee  still.** 

"  AnseUno  !'*— "  Why,  the  news  I  toll 

Hath  flushed  thee  with  a  brighter  joy 
Than  when  our  ruined  island  cell 

Rang  to  thy  praise.    Perfidious  boy ! 
Reluctant  here  my  head  I  shroud. 
Till  spreads  the  night  her  darksome  cloud : 
Failing  in  felon  guise  to  glide 
Where  strode  my  sires  in  kingly  pride 
Thy  shame  shall  doubly  edge  my  sword 
To  burst  through  yonder  bandit  horde. 
I  barter  not  thy  worthless  life 
To  screen  me  from  unequal  strife, 
But  while  my  fettered  race  I  mourn. 
Far  from  my  soul  thy  memory  spurn.** 

«  Yet  hear  me,  Xloti** "  Not  a  word, 

8ave  those- in  days  of  glory  heard. 
Say  thou  art  Izram  still,  invest 
With  warrior  belt  thy  regal  breast ; 
Brandish  the  rusting  dirk  on  high, 
Raise  thy  bold  fathers*  battle-cry  ; 
Fling  back  thy  waving  locks  again, 
As  chargers  toss  the  streaming  mane. 
While  quivers  on  thy  kindling  brow 
The  flash  of  death — it  struggles  now , 
Waked  by  my  words — aye,  let  it  blaze. 
To  light  us  through  the  midnight  maze, 
In  blackening  flame  to  blast  the  foe : — 
Then,  step  for  step,  and  blow  for  blow, 
I'll  tend  thee  ;  with  expiring  gasp 

Hail  thee  unconquered,  royal,  brave. 
And  greet  thee  with  a  hero's  clasp. 

In  freedom's  reeking  grave. 
— That  gesture  of  despondence  ! — Leave 
My  sickening  sight  till  gloomy  eve  : 
Pour  on  my  ear  one  pleading  breath, 
I  quit  thy  den,  and  rush  to  death.'*  * 
Low  in  the  farthest  cavern  laid. 
He  wrapped  him  in  his  mantle's  shade ; 
Till,  issuing  from  the  silent  cell, 
Sternly  he  glanced,  and  frowned  farewell 

''Firm  as  Urraca's  rock,  and  dire 
As  Soconuaca's  lava  fire  ! 
"Twas  he  who  brought  the  fatal  theme 
To  feed  my  soul's  ambitious  dream ; 


And  oh  how  doubly  poignant  came 
From  Xloti's  lip  the  charge  of  shame  ! 
His  magic  call  might  almost  rane 
Some  blighting  shape  of  other  days ; 
But  fettered  now — with  deep  control, 
A  mightier  hand  subdues  my  soul : 
He  bends  me  to  His  sovereign  will. 
Breathing  the  mandate,  '  Be  thou  still. 
The  conflict  is  the  Lord's* — I  wait 
In  faith  assured,  and  hope  elate. 
Anselmo  lives :  the  impious  vow 
Unsealed  ;  nor  this  my  guilty  brow, 
Amid  the  wide,  the  frequent  stain, 
Scarred  with  the  hideous  brand  of  Cain.** 

Fierce  is  the  din,  and  stem  the  jar. 
When  monarchs  lead  a  nation's  war ; 
Wtien  combat's  swarthy  thunder-cloud 

In  crimson  wraps  the  rayless  sun. 
Where  low,  beneath  its  curiing  shroud, 

Lie  legions  lost  for  baubles  won. 
More  fierce  the  Christian*j«jMittle-day, 
While  heaven  and  hell  contest  the  prey, 
And  hosts  of  dread  inmiortals  rise 
To  struggle  for  a  deathless  prize. 
Let  earth,  in  darkened  vision,  deem 
His  conflict  vain,  his  hope  a  dream. 
Judging  her  foul  alloy  may  grace 
Jehovah's  awful  dwelling-place : — 
Polluted  lies  the  precious  ore, 
Bedded  within  her  dingy  core. 
And  force  must  rend  the  flinty  soil. 
And  labour  ply  the  lengthening  toil. 
And  care  select,  and  flame  refine, 
Till  pure  the  costly  metal  shine. 
Exalted  from  its  base  abode. 
To  deck  the  beauteous  fane  of  God. 

O'er  the  sad  scene  of  human  woes 
Again  the  radiant  day-star  glows  ; 
Meridian  lustres  gem  his  throne. 

Flash  on  the  wave,  and  gild  the  bough 
And  brightly  streak  the  vaulted  stone, 

Untenanted,  unguarded  now. 
They  sparkle  on  the  distant  plain. 
Where  scour  the  gallant  barbs  of  Spain, 
And  bends  the  plumed  cavalier 
O'er  the  proud  mane,  in  full  career. 
That  motion,  fetterless  and  bold, 

The  wanton  breeze  and  spacious  sky, 
Ev'n  through  the  captive's  bosom  rolled 

The  bounding  throb  of  liberty. 
Mantles  elate  the  ruddy  stream, 
Expands  the  eye's  unconquered  beam  ; 
Nor  darkening  doom  a  spell  could  fling 
On  buoyant  youth's  elastic  spring. 

Their  foes  descried  the  mantled  flight 
Of  Xloti  'neath  bewildering  night ; 
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And  kmg  that  gliding  form  pamied, 

Whose  wilj  paths  the  gaze  elude. 

They  deemed  some  ambuehed  foe  had  scanned 

The  weakness  of  their  slender  band. 

And  counselled,  with  approaching  day, 

To  draw  the  net  and  snsre  the  prey, 

Ere,  summoned  to  their  chieftain's  need, 

Unwelcome  succours  mar  the  deed 

The  rack,  with  ruthless  skill,  had  wrung 

A  tale  of  blood  from  Nepuel's  tongue : 

Half  won  to  Gondolph's  secret  aim, 

He  wayered  Hwixt  tht  lure  and  shame  ; 

Bat  guiltiefli  of  the  wile  that  brought 

The  tyrant  to  their  cavemed  grot. 

In  mingled  wrath  and  fear  he  heard 

The  haughty  captive's  threatful  word 

Of  treason  bared  to  Izram's  view, 

And  goaded  thus,  the  boaster  slew  ; 

Deviaed  a  tale,  to  taint  the  dead 

With  suicidal  act,  and  fled. 

He  marvelled  how  the  gurgling  wave 

Forced  entrance  to  their  costly  cave  ; 

Bat  lips  with  two-fold  treachery  stained 

Nor  mercy  found  nor  credence  gained. 

Long  had  Anselmo  yearned,  to  sate 
The  cravings  of  vindictive  hate  ; 
Immured  he  dwelt,  while  pompous  fame 
With  martyr's  wreath  adorned  his  name. 
Fall  many  a  subtle  web  he  spun, 
Counting  his  victim  lightly  won  ; 
But  He,  compassionate  in  wrath. 

Whose  word  is  sure,  whose  counsels  stand, 
8pread  round  the  hapless  wanderer's  path 

The  shadow  of  His  guardian  hand. 
Satanic  biddings  men  fulfil. 
Yet,  blindly,  work  Jehovah's  will, 
Though,  whet  by  bribes,  the  secret  knife 
Had  long  been  aimed  at  Izram's  life, 
Nepuel  aloue,  with  traitor-word, 
Revealed  his  country's  regal  hoard, 
And  baffled  avarice  dealt  the  meed, 
Just  guerdon  of  his  impious  deed. 
Perplexed  and  shamed,  with  wary  txead, 
A  kindred  band  Anselmo  led  ; 
Blithely  his  ire  would  Izram  doom 
To  public  rage,  and  felon's  tomb  ; 
But,  leagued  with  Albert,  who  shall  dare 
To  bid  that  fearless  lip  declare 

What  stain  their  bigot  race  defiles  7 
Rousing  firom  his  pacific  lair 

The  lion  of  the  British  Isles, 
To  press  the  yielding  wave,  and  roar 
Destruction  on  their  guilty  shore. 

The  youths  were  traced  ;  but  fraud  nor  power 
Might  win  that  wild  rock's  guarded  tower : 
Yet  Leila's  feignmg,  ill  withstood, 
Had  dosed  the  victim's  coune  in  blood, 


Had  Xloti  failed  to  circumvent, 

With  hand  unseen,  the  dark  inteoi 

Ere  foes,  in  widening  ring  withdrawn, 

Could  muster  on  the  fatal  lawn. 

Once  moi^  enlivening  beams  arrayed 

In  golden  streak  the  vaulted  shade. 

While,  wafted  on  the  fragrant  air, 

Came  specious  words  in  profier  fair, 

And  oaths  of  deep  assurance  given, 

Pledged  in  the  awful  name  of  Heaven, 

That  nought  essayed  that  legal  band, 

Save  guidance  to  tlie  peaceful  strand, 

To  bid  them  unmolested  sweep. 

In  British  bark,  the  rolling  deep. 

Cleared  from  the  charge  of  murderous  deed, 

Rebellion  claimed  a  Ughter  meed  ; 

And  lenient  justice  willed  no  more 

Than  exile  from  th'  offended  shore — 

So  Izram  plighted  faith,  to  stay 

Each  hostile  band  that  barred  their  way. 

Incredulous,  with  pensive  Smile, 

The  captives  glanced  their  mutual  thought ; 
Surveyed  their  store's  diminished  pile — 

Till  whispering  hope  her  phantoms  brought: 
Then  swift,  in  shadowy  form,  succeed 
The  chalky  cliff  and  dappled  mead, 
While  murmur  through  a  distant  sky 
Carols  of  peace  and  liberty. 
**  Be  life  or  death  the  tissue  spun," 
Albert  exclaimed,  "  a  rest  is  won : 
Demons  and  men  conspire  in  vain  ; 
We  can  but  die,  and  death  is  gain. 
Or,  rescued  from  this  tiger's  grasp. 

To  plough  the  ocean's  sparkling  foam^ 
Oh,  many  a  joyous  hand  shall  clasp 

Thy  welcome,  in  my  own  fond  home ! 
And  Christian  love  shall  softly  steep 

In  soothing  balm  thy  patriot  wound ; 
And  sacred  sympathy  will  weep, 

While  faith's  strong  pleadings  rise  around. 
Come,  and  be  thou  in  Ulricas  stead, 
To  prop  my  father's  drooping  head ; 
And,  twm  of  Albert's  soul,  to  share 
Each  pious  toil,  each  sylvan  care." 
A  smile,  a  tear,  on  Izram's  cheek. 
His  bo8om*s  grateful  swell  bespeak. 
"  Sweet  is  thy  dream — if  such  His  will, 
May  Heaven  the  gentle  thought  fulfil ! 
Drained  is  our  limpid  store,  and  spent 
The  cocoa's  oily  nutriment ; 
Yield  we  to  God,  and  humbly  pray 
His  blessing  on  our  foe-girt  way." 

Swiftly  across  the  trembling  sod. 
From  mom  to  eve  the  coursers  trod : 
For  yet  the  Spaniards'  conscious  fear 
Pourtrayed  avengers  lurking  near. 
Veiled  in  persuasive  courtesy. 
Keenly  they  bent  the  falcon  eye  ; 
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The  band  in  n^aiy  guard  arrayed 
Around  their  prey,  and  grasped  the  blade. 
As  fades  the  second  day,  they  sweep. 
With  weary  hoof,  a  pine-crowned  steep. 
And  pause  to  breathe :  the  western  glow 
Playa  o'er  a  beauteous  scene  below : 
Varied,  with  undulating  swell, 
Aspires  the  hill,  and  sinks  the  dell ; 
Spreads  the  broad  plain,  and  o'er  the  glades 
Cluster  and  bow  gigantic  shades : 
Here,  rolling  tides  the  surface  break ; 
There  slumbers  the  majestic  lake : 
And  herds  of  snow  white  deer  recline 
Where  meads  in  flowery  splendour  shine. 
Skirting  the  lovely  spot,  they  wend 
Far  to  the  right,  and  still  ascend ; 
But  fondly  Izram's  glistening  eye 
Lingers  on  that  soft  scenery. 
*'  How  richly  teems  this  sighing  gale 
With  sweets  from  Anahuac's  rale  I 
Land  of  my  fathers* !  who  shall  wrest 
Hune  impra«  from  my  yearning  breast  !— 
Thine  Izram  holds  thee  dearer  far. 

Than  when  in  wrathful  crime  he  stood, 
Pledging  th'  unhallowed  row  of  war. 

To  bathe  thy  verdant  robe  in  blood. 
Hope,  faith,  and  love,  would  fain  inspire 
My  parting  word  with  prophet-fire— 
Yes,  thou  shalt  surely  rise  again, 
And  shake  thee  from  the  sullen  chain  ; 
Shining  in  uncreated  rays. 
Beneath  the  gospel's  mellowing  blaze  ; 
Pealing,  in  form  and  spirit  free. 
Exulting  hymns  of  liberty  !** 
His  eye  with  sacred  rapture  shone, 
And  boldly  swelled  the  solemn  tone : 
No  longer  on  that  beauteous  brow 

Reigned  fiery  hate,  or  gloomy  care ; 
Seraphic  peace  was  beaming  now. 

The  ngnet  of  the  Lord  was  there. 
Wondering  his  foes  beheld,  and  heard, 
The  placid  gaze,  the  temperate  word, 
And  inly  thought,  *'  Where  lurks  the  fire 
Of  parching  scorn,  and  flaming  ire  ? 
What  hand  bath  burst  the  chord  that  spoke 
In  thunder,  by  that  theme  awoke  V* 
Jeering  Ihey  asked,  in  bitter  vein, 
*<  Hast  thou  no  augury  for  Spain  7 
Iberia  blends,  in  ancient  tale. 
Her  name  with  Anahuac's  vale"— 
A  passing  flash  from  Izram's  eye 
Gave  comment  on  his  calm  reply. 
**  Though  freedom  rive,  with  generous  hand, 
The  fetter  from  your  parent  land, 
Your  practised  grasp  will  seize  the  chain, 
And  close  the  severed  links  again. 
The  burrowing  mole,  espoused  to  night 
Brooks  not  the  smile  of  ruddy  light ; 


Basking  beneath  a  genial  ray, 
The  river  tribes  will  shrink  away  ; 
Each  struggling  form  intent  to  hide 
In  the  deep  earth,  or  cavemed  tide. 
Custom  your  hapless  race  hath  pent 
In  tyranny's  dark  element : 
The  yoke  on  other  nations  thrown 
Trammels,  with  power  reflex,  your  own : 
O'erspread  with  superstition's  pall, 
The  brazen  bonds  your  land  enthrall : 
Beneath  a  blinding  curse  ye  roam, 
Tyrants  abroad,  and  slaVes  at  home. 
Seek  ye  for  freedom  ?  con  the  word 
Of  freedom's  law,  and  freedom's  Lord : 
Loosen  the  captive's  irons ;  rend 

The  bands  of  cruelty  and  strife ; 
Idols  abjure,  and  meekly  bend 
To  Christ  alone  for  light  and  life." 


Another  noon,  and,  still  remote, 
Murmured  the  ocean's  lofty  note : 
Then  Albert,  in  his  stirrup  raised. 
Eastward  with  kindling  ardour  gazed. 
**  Hear'st  thou  the  mighty  hymn  that  pouit 
Its  descant  round  Britannia's  shores  7 
Hark  !  how  the  rolling  cadence  swells — 
Oh,  many  a  tale  that  billow  tells. 
Calling  my  inmost  soul  to  bear 
Symphonious  part,  in  praise  and  prayer." 
A  short  descent,  and  ocean  gave 
Full  on  their  view  his  heaving  wave  ; 
And  while  the  rocky  shore  they  near, 
Izram  remarked,  "  No  port  is  here : 
No  swelling  sail  salntee  the  view. 
No  banner  streaks  th'  unbroken  blue  ; 
But  moulders  many  a  riven  wreck, 
On  the  dark  coast,  in  frequent  speck. 
Our  earthly  pilgrimage  is  o'er — 
Albert,  thine  eager  thought  no  more 
To  thy  parental  roof  may  roam ; 
We  haste  to  an  eternal  home." 
"  Then  welcome  be  the  summons  given : 
Jesus  hath  oped  the  gate  of  heaven." 
Rudely  upon  their  rugged  path 
Now  pressed  the  guides,  in  rising  wrath. 
Half  quelled  by  mockery — "  See  the  tide 
Heaving  its  crests  in  loyal  pride : 
A  Briton  rules  the  wave,  and  brings 
The  last  bold  son  of  Aztlan's  kings 
To  press  the  surge — this  duteous  air 
Waits  on  your  will  in  breezes  fair ; 
And  currents  set,  with  sturdy  force. 
Right  to  the  east  their  favouring  course." 
Culled  from  the  wrecks,  a  shallow  boat 
Their  ruthless  hands  prepare  to  float ; 
Still  jibing — "  Did  thy  conscious  thought. 
Thou  kingly  prophet !  augur  nought, 
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While  on  oar  lecret  reeoRl  stood 
Aowlmo^s  wrong,  and  Gondolph'i  Mood  7 
And  thou,  whose  impioiis  rage  eonld  ecom 
Salvation*!  God  in  triamph  borne, 
Hop^dst  thou  we  had  not  mif  ht,  to  bow 
Thy  fltubbom  neck  and  braxen  brow  7 
Our  thomanda  with  applauding  breath 
Had  drowned  yonr  yells  of  lingering  death, 
But  policy  prevailed — How  tame 
Stands  the  blight  heir  of  Aitlan's  fame  ! 
Mute  as  his  mighty  ares,  who  fled, 
Dumb  with  amaxe,  and  wild  with  dre^ 
When  thundered  forth  our  warrior  host 
Stem  greeting,  on  their  vassal  coast 
Can  fear  the  braggart's  tongue  enchain  7 
Hast  thou  no  parting  curse  for  Spain  T* 
**  No ;  may  a  Saviour's  pleading  win 
Remission  of  this  crowning  sin ! 
Qa  your  polluted  souls  be  shown 
Such  mercy  as  redeems  our  own : 
Circle  a  few  short  yean, — we  meet, 
Confronted,  at  the  judgment  seat ; 
And,  grace  despised.  Almighty  ire 
Most  whelm  yon  in  eternal  fire. 
Albert,  proceed :  this  bounding  wave, 

like  a  triumphal  car,  shall  bear 
Our  souls  to  bliss,  and  yield  a  grave, 

Till  dust  revive  that  bliss  to  share." 
"  Brother,  I  come,  o*erjoyed  to  twine. 
In  life  or  death,  my  fate  with  thine. 
For  ye,  whose  erring  scorn  would  shame 
Your  patient  prey  with  coward*s  name, 
And  on  the  very  verge  of  heaven 
His  spirit  taint  with  passion's  leaven, — 
Nor  man  nor  demon  quelled  the  soul 
That  cowed  ye  once  with  proud  control : 
The  Lord  alone  that  conquest  won, 
A  rebel  crushed,  and  claimed  a  son. 
Mark,  doth  his  blooming  check  appear 
By  vengeance  scorched,  or  blanched  by  fear  7 
Mysterious  Heaven  the  deed  allows, 
While  for  the  youth's  immortal  brows, 
Unwittingly,  your  hands  prepare 
A  brighter  crown  than  monarchs  wear." 
Poising  the  shallop's  rocking  side, 

With  foot  advanced,  his  comrade  stood, 
Calm  as  the  brooding  dove,  and  eyed 

The  tumult  of  that  swelling  flood : 
A  smile  of  joyous  meaning  broke 
O'er  his  glad  lip  as  Albert  spoke  ; 
Then  lightly,  through  the  slender  spray. 
They  gained  the  bark,  and  launched  away. 

Fleetly  the  rolling  waters  bore 
Their  burden  from  the  fatal  shore. 
There  rose  no  billow's  crested  head. 
The  deep  a  sheeny  surface  spread. 
Beneath  a  storm-portending  sky, 
Heaving  unbroken,  huge,  and  high ; 


Though  oft  the  roughening  hnewB  hupiwiJ 
Rude  circlets  on  its  glossy  breast ; 
And  wide  and  low  the  purple  cloud. 
With  thunder  fraught,  in  menace  bovred. 
While  on  its  dark  verge  melt  away 
Dim  relics  of  the  evening  ray. 
In  air  and  ocean  clooely  pent. 
Struggled  the  storm :  the  waters  vent. 
Unbroken  yet,  a  moaning  sound. 
While  falling  shadows  thicken  roond. 


Curtained  beneath  that  timeless  night. 

The  towering  rocks  no  more  appear ; 
They  fade  from  Ixram's  yearning  sight, 

While  trembles  on  his  lash  a  tear ; 
And  sad  his  pensive  accents  swell — 
"  My  own  devoted  land,  farewell ! 
Though  wrapped  in  black  oblivious  skies. 
Thy  dawn  shall  break,  thy  splendour  rise ; 
But  darksome  deeds  may  -long  prevail, 
Eire  rent  thy  spirit's  ebon  veil. 
Not  mine  to  hail  thee,  blest  and  free. 
Yet  teems  my  latest  sigh  with  thee  ; 
And  mine,  perchance,  from  yonder  skies, 
To  watch  thy  ripening  destmies. 
list,  Albert,  to  the  thunder's  voice- 
Now  could  my  inmost  soul  rejoice. 
In  prospect  of  the  tranquil  shore, 
Where  sin  and  sorrow  war  no  more. 

But    thou,    my    victim," "  Canst  Clioa 

deem 

A  spirit  of  celestial  birth 
So  wedded  to  a  grovelling  dream, 

So  tangled  in  the  mire  of  earth. 
To  change,  were  yet  the  choice  mine  own, 
This  billow  for  a  kingly  throne  7 
No : — for  my  raptured  eye  hath  caught 
Visions  of  glory,  passing  thought : 
Terrestrial  pageanta  shrink  and  die 
In  beams  of  immortality. 
I  mount  the  sapphire  heights ;  I  see 
Jesus,  the  Lamb  who  died  for  me : 
I  press  amid  th'  adoring  throng, 
And  wave  the  palm,  and  learn  the  song. 
Even  now,  angrcllc  squadrons  sweep. 
With  viewless  step,  this  awe-struck  deep, 
Circle  our  joyous  course,  and  mark 
The  progress  of  our  gliding  bark. 
How  richly  o'er  the  waters  steal 
The  echoes  of  that  distant  peal ! 
How  swift  the  trembling  flash  !  a  light 
Of  quenchless  noon  is  ours  to-night. 
Commotion  rudely  rocks  the  tide, 
See  bow  these  crazy  planks  divide  ; 
The  surges  press  in  foaming  chase, 

And  tidings  of  deliverance  tell ; 
Welcome  the  note — this  last  embrace. 

Dear  Izram,  speaks  a  long  farewell* 
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**  Recall  the  word ;  we  eever  not, 
Nor  rach  the  Bpirit*B  chilling^  lot : 
Death  triampht  o*er  the  witheringr  clay, — 
Immortal  eouls  deride  hie  sway, 
And  perfect,  in  ethereal  birth, 
Th'  embryo  bud  that  swelled  on  earth. 
Oh,  thine  hath  been  an  angel^B  care. 
And  thine  the  Ioto  that  aeraphs  bear ; 
And  hast  thou  toiled  so  sore  below,  ^ 

Through  peril,  darkneai,  blood,  and  woe. 
To  win  me  from  th'  infernal  strife. 
And  draw  me  to  the  fount  of  life, 
And  here,  to  glory's  threshold,  led 
My  fainting  heart,  and  faltering  tread. 
To  lose  me  now — ^when,  fetter>free, 

Th'  exulting  spirit  springs  on  high. 
And  sin's  detested  progeny 

Low  in  unfathomed  waters  lie  ? 
Can  love,  unearthly,  pure,  as  thine, 
DuMlye  beneath  material  brine, 
A  sparkle  of  celestial  fire 
As  elemental  dross  expire  7 
No,  Albert :  no  disunion  this  ; 
Co-heritors  of  endless  bliss, 
Down,  down  to  ocean's  deepmost  cell. 
Be  plunged  that  gloomy  word,  farewell ! 
And  be  the  riyets  doubly  driyen 
TbaX  clasp  our  souls  in  bonds  of  heaven !" 


Impetuous  gales,  careering,  urge 
To  fiercer  speed  the  writhing  surge  ;^ 
Rushed  the  tumultuous  tides,  to  rock 
Their  giddy  prey  with  wilder  shock : 
Buoyed  on  the  mounting  foam  they  go. 
And  totter  in  the  gulf  below : 
Then  burst  the  straining  bark,  and  gave 
Its  burden  to  the  greedy  wave. 
Instinctive  nature  struggled  still. 
While  youthful  courage,  nerve,  and  skill. 
Held  the  terrific  king  at  bay. 
And  triumphed  o'er  the  angry  spray. 
But  short  the  toil — unsevered  yet. 
Their  souls  the  awful  summons  met^ 
"  He  calls !  forbear  this  idle  strife- 
Why  linger  at  the  gate  of  life  7 
The  crown  is  won,  the  conflict  o*er ; 
Together  let  us  sink,  and  soar. 

Receive  us,  Lord !" The  arm  they  dosedf 

And,  bowing,  on  the  wave  reposed : 
Soft,  from  that  pall  of  sable  cloud, 

A  farewell  flash  in  brightness  came. 
And  broad  upon  their  liquid  shroud 

Quivered  a  while  the  lingering  flame  ; 
And  sadly  o'er  the  moaning  tide 

Low  thunders  pealed  the  funeral  dirge— 
In  death  embracing,  side  by  side. 

They  sank  beneath  the  eddying  snige. 


NOTES. 


Page   10,  I  55.^"  Know'st    thou    Chiapa't 

Mi/;*  Slc 

"  The  inhabitanta  of  the  proTinee  of  Chiapa 
are  diftingauhed  aboTO  all  others.  They  owe 
their  euperiority  to  the  advantage  of  having 
had  for  their  teacher  Laa  Casas,  who  originally 
prevented  them  from  being  oppreased.  They 
■orpaaa  their  countrymen  in  size,  genius,  and 
■trength :  their  language  has  a  peculiar  8oft>  { 
xiesi  and  elegance :  they  are  painters,  musicians, 
and  dexterous  in  all  arts.  Their  principal  town 
is  called  Chiapa  doe  Indos.  It  is  only  inhabited 
by  natives  of  the  country,  who  form  a  commu- 
nity, consisting  of  about  4,000  families,  amongHt 
which  are  found  many  of  the  Indian  nubility. 
They  form  naval  armies  with  their  boats: 
they  engage,  attack,  and  defend  themselves 
with  surprising  agility :  they  excel  no  less  in 
the  chase  of  bulls,  cudgelling,  dancing,  and 
all  bodily  exercises.  Tliey  build  towns  and 
castles  of  wood,  which  they  cover  with  oil- 
doth,  and  besiege  in  form. — From  these  parti - 
calai*  we  see  what  the  Mexicans  were  capable 
of,  had  they  passed  under  the  dominion  of  a 
conqueror,  possessing  moderation  and  good  sense 
enough  to  relax  the  chains  of  their  servitude, 
instead  of  riveting  them." — Ratnal. 

Page  10,  L  19.—**Son9  of  thote  iUu*triou9 

dead,**  &c. 

The  Caziques  were  sovereign  princes,  each 
in  his  own  territory :  they  displayed  the  state, 
and  exercised  the  privilegres  of  independent 
monarchs,  but  followed  the  imperial  standard  i^ 
battle,  and  are  said  to  have  brought  each  from 
50,000  to  100,000  warriors  into  the  field 
Their  title  was  hereditary,  and  to  a  select  num- 
ber  of  them  was  committed  the  task  of  elect- 
ing the  Emperor.  The  Caziques  of  Tezouco 
and  Tacuba  were  always  included  among 
these:  they  appear  to  have  been  the  most 
powerful  and  influential  of  the  native  princes, 
and  their  territories  were  hardly  inferior  in  ex- 
tant to  those  of  the  Mexican  monarch. 

TOL.   II.  6 


Page  13, 1.  37. — *'  New  treaturet  to  the  gax§ 

unfold,** 

The  author  has  availed  herMtf  of  poetie 
licence  (however  diqsutable  her  pretensions  to 
a  poet's  name)  in  following  the  more  romantio 
and  less  probable  accounts  ^ven  by  Spanish 
writers  of  the  costly  treasures  and  exquisite 
workmauKhip  displayed  in  Mexico's  imperial 
palaces.  Dr.  Robertson,  while  protesting  against 
these  exaggerated  descriptions,  has  doubtless 
erred  in  the  opposite  extreme  ;  depreciating  the 
genius,  wealth,  civilization,  arts,  and  policy  of 
the  Mexicans,  as  palpably  as  other  chroniclers 
have  over-rated  them.  The  fanatical  barba- 
rism of  an  ignorant  Franciscan,  John  of  Zum- 
moraga,  who  committed  to  the  flames  all  ha 
could  collect  of  the  national  liieroglyphic  re- 
cords, under  the  absurd  pretence  of  their  being 
monuments  of  idolatry,  has  deprived  Europeans 
of  valuable  documents  tending  to  illustrate  such 
attainments  in  science  as  few  are  diFposed  to  ad- 
mit this  extraordinary  people  had  made,  though 
very  competent  judges  have  asserted  it.  Astro- 
nomy, music,  medicine,  and  political  economy, 
were  certainly  understood  among  them :  and  if 
the  uncontradicted  testimony  of  eye-witnesses 
may  be  credited,  they  were  accomplished  archi- 
tects, horticulturists,  sculptors,  goldsmiths,  jew- 
ellers, and  excelled  in  all  the  imitative  arts. 

Page  15,  L  9.—"  Axtlan*t  native  train,** 

Aztlan  was  the  country  from  whence  mi- 
grated the  tribe  of  Aztecas,  who  founded  the 
Mexican  empire. 

Page  18, 1.  60.—"  That  myeteriout  treatury,** 

It  is  well  known  that  the  heroic  Emperor 
Guatimozin  was  most  barbarously,  but  ineffect- 
ually, tortured  by  the  unprincipled  Cortex,  who 
caused  him  to  be  stretched  on  btaming  coals,  to 
extort  the  discovery  of  treasures  which  he  was 
suspected  of  having  concealed  from  the  merci- 
less depredaton.    Ilis  prime  minister  expired 
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beside  him,  after  indicating  a  dispoeition  to  dii- 
doae  tlie  secret,  which  was  checked  by  the 
memorable  reproof  of  Guatimozin,  who  ex- 
claimed, "  Am  I  now  on  a  bed  of  roses  ?"  This 
royal  sufferer,  whose  only  crime  was  a  gallant 
defence  of  his  throne  and  people,  was  hanged 
three  years  afterwards,  on  an  improbable  chaige 
of  conspiring  against  the  usurpers  of  his  crown, 
whose  captive  ho  yet  remained !  Do  not  our 
days  exhibit  an  awful  visitation  of  the  sins 
of  the  fathers  upon  their  impenitent  children,  in 
the  accumulated  miseries  under  which  Spain  is 
yet  groaning?  The  atrocities  of  Cortex,  his 
companions,  and  their  successors,  would  have 
disgraced  a  horde  of  savages  who  never  had 
heard  of  a  righteous  God,  or  a  judgment  to 
come :  but  when  it  is  considered  how  the  name 
of  Christ  was  bia^hemed  through  them,  while 
His  pure  word  was  prostituted  to  their  iniquitous 
puipoMs,  aad  His  symbolical  croa  made  tho 


standard  under  which  to  perpetrate  their  enor- 
mities, against  an  unoffending,  confiding  people, 
we  cannot  but  shudder  in  contemplating  the 
NOW  irrevocable  doom  of  the  aggressors,  and 
long  to  address  to  their  descendants  the  waiii- 
ing  voice,  "  Except  ye  repent,  ye  shall  all  like- 
wise perish.** 

It  is  futile  and  contemptible  to  argue  that  the 
idolatrous  Mexicans  were  more  superstitious,  in- 
human, and  bloodthirsty,  than  their  invaders. 
"  The  dark  places  of  the  earth  are  full  of  the 
habitations  of  cruelty.*'  They  were  pagans: 
the  Spaniards,  on  the  contrary,  assumed  the 
Christian  name :  and  the  only  message  that  tho 
Christian  is  commissioned  to  bear  among  heathen 
nations  is,  Glart  to  God  in  the  highest  :  oif 

EARTH  PEACE  ;  OOOD-WILL  TOWARDS  MEN.  Be- 
LIBVB  Uf  THE  LoRD  JlSUS  ChRBIT,  AND  fl  tBALL 
ME  lAVBO. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

IlfTRODUOTIOIf. 

Who  that  has  seen  the  sun's  uprising, 
when  his  first  bright  beam  comes  spark- 
ling over  the  billows  on  a  clear  autumnal 
morning,  but  has  felt  a  thrill  of  gladness 
at  his  heart — an  involuntary,  perhaps  an 
unconscious  ascription  of  praise  to  the 
Creator,  who  has  so  framed  him  that  all 
his  innate  perverscness  cannot  bar  the  en- 
trance of  that  thrill?  The  brisk  wind 
that  curls  tJie  wave,  and  flings  its  light 
spray  abroad,  does  but  multiply  mirrors 
for  the  imaged  ray  to  flash  from;  and 
when  tlie  mighty  orb  has  wholly  liiled  his 
disk  above  the  swelling  outline  of  the 
beautifully-rounded  horizon,  and  looks 
down  upon  the  surmounted  barrier,  send- 
ing beam  af\er  beam  to  traverse  that 
watery  w^orld,  and  to  gild  it  with  dazzling 
splendour,  who  does  not  accord  the  palm 
of  natural  magniflcence  to  that  of  which 
DO  adequate  idea  can  be  conveyed  to  one 
who  has  not  looked  upon  it — sunrise  at 
'tea. 

It  was  on  such  a  morning,  in  the  pionth 
of  September,  when  the  breeze  was  strong, 
the  billows  tumultuous,  and  the  sun  re- 
splendent in  a  clear  blue  sky,  that  Helen 
Fleetwood  paused  on  the  edge  of  a  clifi* 
which  overlooked  the  eastern  wave,  to  in- 
dulge, perhaps  for  tlie  tliousandth  time,  an 
emotion  of  delight  not  the  less  vivid  be- 
cause Helen  was  a  simple  country  girl 
whose  thoughts  had  never  learned  to 
dothe  themselves  in  language  worthy  of 
the  occasions  tluii  called  them  into  exis- 


tence. Of  the  milk-pail  which  swung 
lightly  to  and  fro  upon  her  arm,  she  could 
have  discoursed  with  judgment  and  pro- 
priety: but  of  that  blaze  of  light,  first 
stealing,  tJien  flashing,  tlien  broadly  spread- 
ing in  a  refulgent  mantle,  over  the  surface 
of  the  deep,  Helen  hud  little  to  say.  She 
nevertlieless  felt  its  joyous  influence 
through  every  fibre  of  her  frame,  and  her 
young  heart  danced  as  gaily  beneath  its 
light  as  the  most  airy  bubble  upon  the 
billow's  crest.  In  like  manner  Helen's  lips 
had  hitherto  been  mute,  when  otliers  spoke 
of  brighter  beams,  the  influence  of  the 
Sun  of  Righteousness,  as  ho  rises  with 
healing  in  his  wings  upon  a  benighted 
world  of  tumult  and  strife ;  but  there  was 
that  witliin  her  bosom  which  owned  his 
power,  and  rejoiced  in  his  ligiit 

Tripping  by  her  side  as  she  walked  on, 
and  wliecliiig  in  a  restless  circle  around 
her  when  she  paused,  little  Mary  Green 
bore  tlie  three-legged  stool  that  was  to  aid 
them  in  their  operation  on  the  two  cows, 
whose  dijjttant  lowings  were  occasionally 
audible  during  the  short  pauses  of  the 
ocean's  measured  roar.  It  was  not  in 
Mary's  nature  to  be  silent  long ;  and,  ader 
gazing  up  into  Helen's  face,  to  read  in  its 
happy  expression  the  pleasure  that  her 
loving  heart  never  failed  to  reciprocate, 
the  little  girl  gave  utterance  to  her  com- 
panion's thought  and  her  own,  by  remark- 
ing "  Sunrise  ia  very  pretty,  Helen." 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  replied  the  other,  "  and  a 
pity  it  would  have  been  to  lose  the  fine 
sight  by  letting  some  sleepy  little  girls 
take  ilieir  own  time  to  get  up.** 

Mary  lauijhed :  '*  Why  you  know  the 
mornings  are  not  so  warm  now  as  they 
were  a  month  ago ;  and  there  was  hardly 
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light  enough  to  dress  by.  I  am  always 
glad  aderwards ;  hul  somehow  I  don't  like 
giving  up  ray  own  way  at  the  time." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Helen:  "but  you  know, 
Mary,  one's  duty  is  the  best  rule  to  go  by; 
and  one  never  regrets  in  the  long  run 
having  done  so." 

"  Talking  of  a  long  run,"  rejoined  Mary, 
whose  taste  by  no  means  accorded  with 
any  thing  savouring  of  a  lecture,  "  let  us 
race  now  till  we  come  to  the  gate,  or  the 
cows  will  be  tired  of  waiting,  and  get 
cross ;  and  what  will  old  Buckle  say  then?" 

Helen  assented ;  and  with  one  parting 
glance  over  the  bright  sea,  turned  towards 
the  shed  where  the  cows  were  kept ;  and 
away  they  both  ran  till  the  intervening  stile 
obliged  them  to  pause  ere  they  crossed  it 

The  full  pail,  nicely  poised  as  it  was  on 
Helen's  head,  required  a  steadier  pace  in 
returning :  and  tlie  t^vo  girls  pursued  the 
chat,  which  indeed  rarely  knew  an  inter- 
val during  the  many  w^aking  hours  they 
passed  together. 

"The  people  in  towns,"  said  Helen, 
"  would  think  it  a  great  hardship  to  be  out 
a-milking  at  this  time  of  day." 

"  They  are  belter  off  than  we :"  replied 
Mary,  to  whom  the  idea  of  a  long  morning 
nap  was  by  no  means  unpleasing. 

"  Better  off  in  some  things,  Mary,"  said 
her  companion  thoughtfully :  "  but  to  see 
the  sickly  looks  of  the  ladies  who  come 
down  this  way  on  their  road  to  the  ba- 
things, I  am  not  sure  I  would  change  with 
tliem." 

"  What !  not  to  ride  in  your  own  coach  ?" 
inquired  Mary  with  a  stare  of  astonish- 
ment 

"  I  don't  know :  I  hav'nt  yet  had  more 
walking  than  agreed  with  me.  Somehow 
too,  tlie  morning  is  so  pleasant  and  the 
fresh  air  does  make  one  feel  so  hearty  and 
aUvc,  that  if  I  was  in  a  coach  I  tliink  Pd 
be  tempted  to  jump  out  and  take  a  run." 

Mary  laughed  loudly  at  the  idea  of  a 
lady  racing  against  her  own  coach  and 
horses,  but  admitted  that  she  should  not 
like  to  be  forced  to  ride  at  all  times— only 
when  she  felt  sleepy  or  lazy.  Thus  mer- 
rily discoursing,  the  girls  approached  the 
gate  of  what  might  be  called  a  farm-yard 
on  a  small  scale;  within  the  limits  of 
which  rose  a  cottage  with  a  very  steep 
pointed  roof,  well  tliatched,  walls  of  snowy 
whiteness,  long,  narrow  casements,  and 


a  porch  recently  added  to  its  entrance; 
and  there  stood  a  stout  elderly  man,  lean- 
ing his  folded  arms  on  the  lower  half  of 
the  door. 

"  There's  old  Buckle,"  whispered  Mary, 
"  and  looking  as  cross  as  two  sticks." 

He  certainly  did  not  wear  an  aspect  of 
much  sweetness,  when,  flinging  the  little 
partition  open,  he  advanced,  and  reached 
the  gate  before  the  girls  could  lay  a  hand 
on  its  fastenings. 

*'You  need'nt  come  any  farther," 
growled  Mr.  Buckle,  taking  the  pail  from 
Helen  and  swinging  it  over  tlie  gate  in  a 
pettish  way.  "  It's  a  wonder  you'd  take 
the  trouble  of  fetching  it  at  all,  and  only 
keep  me  waiting  three  quarters  of  an  hour." 

"  Please,  sir,  Pm  very  sorry  indeed,"  said 
Helen,  dropping  a  curtsey.  "I  did'nt 
tliink  it  was  so  late  as  tliat" 

"  The  sun  must  have  overslept  himself, 
sir,"  added  Mary,  "  or  else  Pm  sure  we  are 
in  time  to  five  minutes  or  so." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  sauce-box !  Sad 
girls — lay  in  bed  hall*  the  morning,  play 
about  t'other  half;  keep  me  fasting  all  the 
while,  and  then  give  me  impertinence. 
All  tlie  work  of  the  farm  at  a  stand  still. 
No,  Pll  not  employ  such  idle  baggages  any 
longer.  You  may  tell  your  granny  that 
from  me." 

"  Please  sir" — Mary  began. 

"  Off  with  you.  Miss  Pert :  no  two-pence 
to-day  Pll  promise  you.  Get  ye  gone; 
Pll  not  trouble  you  much  longer  to  milk 
my  cows.    Off  with  ye  !" 

The  girls  intimidated  by  the  stamp  that 
accompanied  the  words  turned  to  depart, 
Helen  with  a  curtsey,  Mary  with  some- 
tiling  more  resembling  a  shrug  than  an 
obeisance.  Before  they  had  proceeded 
many  yards,  the  old  gentleman's  voice  was 
heard  again : 

"  Stop,  can^t  ye  ?  What  a  hurry  the 
little  toads  are  in  to  go  and  punish  an 
honest  old  woman  for  their  own  bad 
doingd !  Here,  you  Nelly,  take  that  with 
you,  not  that  you've  earned  it  this  time, 
but  it  doesn't  become  a  respectable  farmer 
like  me  to  stop  the  wages  that  honest  people 
set  you  to  earn."  Antf  three  broad  penny- 
pieces  fell  at  her  feet 

Another  low  curtsey  from  Helen  and  a 
farther  progress  of  a  few  steps  were  fol- 
lowed by  a  louder  shout  from  the  farmer : 
"  Mind,  you  may  tell  old  Mrs.  Green  to  send 
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in  the  evening  for  a  jug  of  stale  milk,  and   Green,  holding  her  by  tlie  hand,  directed 


handful  of  oatmeal  for  the  ailing  boy.  So 
now  be  off  willi  you,  you  idlers !" 

"  What  a  funny  old  fellow  he  is,"  ob- 
Berved  Mary,  when  far  enough  to  give  ut- 
terance to  the  laugh  she  had  with  difficulty 
suppressed :  "  but  it's  a  shame  to  let  him 
scold  at  us  in  that  fashion."  ^ 

"  Old  Buckle,"  observed  Helen,  *•  is 
never  in  right  earnest  but  when  he  does  a 
good-natured  thing.  All  his  hard  words 
go  ftr  nothing." 

'•  Then  why  do  you  look  frightened,  and 
be  BO  humble  to  him  ?" 

"  He  speaks  so  loud,  and  looks  so  angry, 
It  does  half  frighten  me  at  the  time :  and 
as  for  being  humble,  Mary,  it's  the  duty 
of  such  as  we  to  show  respect  to  our 
betters." 


her  gaze  into  a  coffin,  w^herc  lay  the  heart- 
broken motlier  and  her  new-born  babe 
peacefully  shrouded  together.  Of  these 
things  the  girl  never  spoke,  and  it  was 
kindly  hoped  lliat  they  had  faded  from  her 
naturally  cheerful  mind:  but  it  was  far 
otherwise. 

The  Widow  Green  had  experienced  af- 
fliction in  another  form ;  of  all  the  children 
whom  she  had  reared,  her  son  William 
best  repaid  the  maternal  cares  bestowed 
on  him;  and  when  he  married,  the  first 
act  of  his  independence  as  master  of  a 
comfortable  cottage,  was  to  place  his  mo- 
ther in  the  choicest  of  its  rooms.  His 
wife,  a  kind-hearted  young  woman,  hearti- 
ly concurred  in  the  proceeding,  and  reaped 
her  reward  when  the  rapid  increase  of  a 


"  Oh,  we  are  as  good  as  old  Buckle  any  '  young  family  gave  full  scope  to  the  valu- 
day;  only  he's  getting  up  in  the  world,  able  services  of  a  judicious  grandmother. 
and  we  are  getting  down,  you  know,"  ob-  AH  went  well  with  them ;  and  the  readi- 
served  the  little  girl,  skipping  backwards  '.  ness  with   which  poor  little   Helen  was 


before  her  companion,  as  gaily  as  if  she 
had  annoimced  the  reverse  of  this  propo- 
sition. Helen  sighed ;  for  she  knew  there 
were  hearts  growing  heavy  under  the  con- 


sciousness of  what  gave  poor  little  Mary   small-pox ;  tlie  eldest  caught  tlie  infection, 


adopted  into  tlic  domestic  party  on  the  old 
woman's  suggestion,  more  closely  cement- 
ed their  mutual  confidence  and  love.  But, 
alas!  William's   third  child  sickened  of 


no  concern. 

Helen  Fleetwood  was  the  orphan  child 
of  one  who,  being  tempted  by  a  fine  morn- 
ing sky  to  launch  upon  the  waves  his 
worldly  all — his  boat  and  implements  of 
fishing — was  with  them  engulfed  by  tlie 
surges  that  a  sudden  storm  lashed  into 


then  the  mother,  and  all  three  died.  Poor 
Green  struggled  hard  to  bear  up,  for  the 
sake  of  those  who  remained  ;  but  a  violent 
cold  taken  through  continual  transitions 
from  the  close,  heated  atmosphere  of  a 
sick  room  to  the  keen  night  air  of  Februa- 
ry, in  his  walks  across  the  common  to  the 


l\iry.     Helen,  who  was  four  years  old  at  ■  doctor's  shop,  fell  on  his  lungs;  and  con- 


the  time,  retained  a  distinct  recollection  of 
the  crowds  that  pressed  to  one  spot  on  the 
shore,  near  which  stood  her  paternal  cot- 
tage, and  the  shrieks  and  waitings  that 
burst  forth  when  the  few  survivors  of  that 
party  who  together  started  before  sunrise, 
returned  at  the  twilight  hour  of  eve  with 
sad  tales  of  their  companions'  fate.  Fleet- 
wood was  but  one  among  five  or  six  whose 
widows  were  pacing  the  beach  in  wild  dis- 
traction, or  sitting  stupified  beneath  the 
blow.  Helen  could  also  remember  the 
day  when,  some  time  a(\er  this,  a  corpse, 
decomposed  beyond  the  possibility  of  re- 
cognition, was  cast  ashore  on  a  sandbank 
just  above  low-water  mark,  and  identified 
by  some  fragment  of  wearing  apparel  as 
that  of  her  father.  She  saw  him  not:  but 
too  well  did  her  memory  retain  the  impres- 
sion of  that  moment  when  the  Widow 


sumption  soon  laid  him  beside  those  whom 
he  had  dearly  loved  and  deeply  mourned. 
The  widow  was  a  woman  of  vigorous 
mind,  doubly  armed  in  the  panoply  of  faith, 
and  enabled  to  cast  herself,  witli  the  chil- 
dren committed  to  her.  on  Him  whom  she 
had  found  to  be  a  strong-hold  in  the  day 
of  trouble.  Her  charge  consisted  of  three 
boys  and  a  girl,  the  6ur\'ivor8  of  William's 
family,  and  Helen  Fleetwood.  Richard 
Green  was  a  year  older  tlian  Helen; 
James  three  years  younger;  and  Mary 
his  junior  by  nearly  two  years.  The  little 
Willy  was  but  eight  at  the  period  w^hen 
this  story  commences;  and  Richard  was 
seventeen.  Their  father  held  his  cottage, 
with  a  field  and  small  garden,  on  a  lease 
of  lives,  and  bequeathed  them  to  his  mo- 
ther, in  trust  for  Richard,  should  the  lease 
remain  good  until  he  ca.me  of  age.    The 
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landlord  indeed,  who  had  granted  it  on 
exceedingly  favourable  terms,  promised  a 
renewal ;  but  he  died  soon  after  his  tenant, 
and  his  verbal  engagement  could  not  bind 
the  heir  at  law — a  gentleman  residing  at 
a  dist-ince,  and  leaving  every  tiling  in  the 
liands  of  his  trusty  agent 

Mrs.  Green  proved  herself  a  wise  and 
faithful  steward.  The  cottage  was  larger 
than  their  diminished  household  required; 
and  she  let  two  rooms  to  a  respectable 
woman,  ll\e  wudow  of  the  parish  beadle, 
who  paid  Uberally,  according  to  her  means, 
and  proved  a  quiet,  friendly  lodger.  She 
let  the  field  by  the  year,  for  ite  just  value, 
which  nearly  settled  the  rent  of  tlie  whole 
premises ;  and  managed  the  little  garden 
so  well  that  its  produce  brought  in  a  small 
snm,  after  supplying  the  family  table.  A 
few  fowls,  Helen's  peculiar  care,  yielded 
Uicir  quota  of  profit  in  tlie  neighbouring 
village  market;  James  kept  rabbits,  which. 
Thriving  well  on  the  refuse  of  the  garden, 
helped  to  replenish  the  general  purse :  the 
came  prolific  garden  nearly  maintained  a 
pair  of  ducks,  presented  to  little  Willy  in 
their  infancy,  and  soon  learning  to  forage 
for  themselves,  to  the  great  advantage  of 
lettuces  and  savoys,  which  had  often  borne 
the  marks  of  sundry  nocturnal  depredators, 
agninst  whom  the  said  ducks  waged  exter- 
minating war.  Willy  sank  a  little  round 
tub  in  the  fowl-yard,  and  predicted  tliat 
his  ducks  would  soon  prove  the  most  valu- 
able of  their  possessions. 

Richard  had  profited  well  by  the  ad- 
vantages placed  within  his  reach:  he  was 
of  a  serious,  thoughtful  turn,  but  exceed- 
ingly active.  The  school  where  his  father 
had  placed  him  at  seven  years  old  was 
established  fur  the  benefit  of  boys  in  an 
humble  walk  of  life,  and  the  gratuitous 
teaching  was  excellent.  Richard  acquired 
whatever  was  to  be  learned ;  by  his  dili- 
gence and  good  conduct  earning  a  reputa- 
tion that  ensured  him  employment  during 
every  spare  hour  among  the  neighlwurs; 
and  his  gains,  from  which  he  never  de- 
ducted a  half-penny  for  his  own  gratifica- 
tion, added  to  the  produce  of  his  grand- 
mother's unwearied  industry  and  that  of 
Helen,  assisted  in  time  by  the  improving 
habits  of  Mary,  who  was  often  roused  into 
"a  great  fight,*'  as  she  called  it,  against 
her  natural  love  of  ease,  placed  tlie  family 
above  want,  and  indeed  io  posscasion  of 


every  comfort  they  could  reasonably  de- 
sire. 

But  alas  for  the  stability  of  human  hap- 
piness, so  far  as  it  is  dependent  on  perish- 
able things!  The  last  life  in  the  lease 
was  one  on  which  they  might  fairly  have 
reckoned  for  many  a  long  year  to  come. 
A  severe  illness,  however,  seized  on  the 
strong  frame  of  the  young  man,  the  only 
survivor  of  the  three  named  in  that  docu- 
ment; and  although  he  rallied  in  some 
degree,  his  state  was  evidently  a  pr^ari- 
ous  one.  The  lodger,  too,  was  summoned 
to  take  possession  of  some  little  property 
left  to  her  in  another  county,  and  must 
leave  them  shortly.  James,  the  second 
boy,  fell  into  weak  health,  imposing  an 
additional  care  and  expense  on  tlic  house- 
hold, just  as  he  and  they  anticipated  hia 
becoming  an  important  help,  tiirough  a 
good  situation  that  w^as  offered,  but  for 
which  his  increasing  debility  unfitted  him. 
All  these  things  tended  to  cloud  the  at- 
mosphere, and  made  even  the  giddy  Mary 
observe  tliat  they  were  "going  down  in 
the  world." 

Of  this,  however,  no  visible  token  as  yet 
appeared ;  and  when  the  two  girls,  fresh 
from  their  early  walk,  drew  near  the  be- 
loved cottage,  all  was  as  smiUng  as  their 
own  faces.  James  had  clc<ined  out  hig 
rabbit-hutch ;  Willy  was  gazing  witli  ad- 
miration at  tlie  exploits  of  his  young  duck* 
in  their  narrow  pond,  and  Richard  made 
the  most  of  a  spare  half  hour  in  digging 
up  the  bed  where  a  crop  of  peas  had 
yielded  tlieir  last  produce.  As  Helen  and 
Mary  approached,  he  struck  the  spiide  into 
Uie  ground,  gave  his  hands  a  rinsing  un 
der  the  pump,  and  joined  the  group,  who 
together  entered  Uie  cottage  door  with 
wholesome  appetites  for  their  breakfast. 

Breakfast,  however,  was  not  the  first 
concern  witli  tliis  assembh'd  family.  The 
girls,  throwing  off  their  bonnets,  and  hasti- 
ly smoothing  back  the  hair  which  had  be- 
come somewhat  disordered  by  the  sea- 
breeze,  followed  the  widow  Green  into  an 
adjoining  room,  occupied  by  tlie  lodger,  and 
the  boys  brought  up  the  rear.  On  a  little 
round  table  lay  the  Holy  Bible,  with  a 
small  manual  of  family  devotion ;  and 
on  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Barker,  who 
promptly  answered  tlie  accustomed  signal, 
and  her  settlement  jn  an  arm  chair,  all 
seated  themselves:  the  widow  Green  8»> 
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leclcd  a  portion  of  scripture,  read  it  witli 
much  (leliheration,  and  oll'ercd  up  a  de- 
vout prayer  of  thanksgiving  for  past  mer- 
cies, with  supplication  for  guidarjce,  and 
every  needful  blessing  through  tlic  day. 
A  short  greeting  between  the  young  peo- 
ple and  their  lodger,  marked  by  ail'ection- 
ate  respect  on  their  side,  and  great  kind- 
ness on  hers,  concluded  the  scene:  they 
then  hastened  back,  to  enjoy  the  moniing's 
meal. 

*"What  sort  of  a  walk  had  you,  girls?" 
inquired  Richard.  -'I  understand  Mary 
was  not  quite  awake  when  Helen  pulled 
her  out  at  tlie  door." 

**I  was  rubbing  my  eyes,"  answered 
Mary,  "but  awake  for  all  that  'Tis  only 
seven  now,  and  two  good  hours  have  I 
been  on  my  icct" 

'^And  a  great  blessing  it  is,  my  child,'' 
observed  the  old  lady,  ^'to  be  up  and  at 
work  while  many  are  lying  on  the  bed  of 
sickness,  and  not  a  few  on  tlie  bed  of 
■loth." 

*^I  wish  old  John  Buckle  would  lie  in 
bed,"  continued  the  Uttle  girl,  "and  not 
get  up  to  scold  as  he  does." 

"Fie,  Mary,*'  said  Helen,  laying  the 
three  pence  beside  the  old  lady's  saucer ; 
**  consider  how  kind  he  is  at  heart :"  and 
she  delivered  his  message. 

**  I  don't  mind  a  few  hard  words."  re- 
marked James,  ^'  if  I  get  a  good  basin  of 
milk  brotli  along  with  them." 

"Hard  words  break  no  bones,"  said 
Richard ;  "  and  if  none  of  us  ever  come  to 
get  hard  blows  into  tlie  bargain,  we  may 
tiiink  ourselves  well  olF." 

*'  Blows !  I  should  like  to  sec  the  person 
who  would  try  to  beat  me!"  exclaimed 
little  Mary,  in  hiifli  disdain. 

*•  Hush,  my  dear  child,"  responded  tlie 
widow.  **  Strokes  of  the  rod  are  some- 
times needful  for  us ;  and  we  have  a  Fa- 
ther in  heaven  who  will  apply  them  when 
he  sees  good.  You  must  not  speak  ko 
hastily,"  she  continued,  as  Mary  opened 
her  lips  to  reply :  "  the  wise  man  tells  us 
that  a  haughty  spirit  cometh  before  a  fall. 
Let  US  be  humble." 

"You  had  better  mind  what  granny 
says,"  added  James :  "  none  of  us  will  ever 
be  the  worse  for  minding  her." 

All  eyes  were  turned,  beaming  with 
affection,  upon  the  old  woman,  while  a 
half-whispcrcd  assent  escaped  from  every 


lip.  If  ever  any  person  succeeded  in  at- 
taching all  around  her  to  herself  and  to 
each  other,  the  widow  Green  assuredly 
did  Fo.  Hhc  knew  it,  she  saw  it  daily  and 
hourly,  and  she  nunihrred  it  among  tJic 
chiefe^t  of  her  earthly  blessings. 

''Kow,  granny,"  said  Richard,  when  tlie 
short,  frugal  repast  was  ended,  "I've  a 
long  errand  after  f^chool,  and  you  need  not 
expect  me  home  till  supper.  There's 
some  paritfh  business  to  do,  and  I  must 
take  a  letter  from  the  overseer  to  Mr. — I 
forget  his  name — the  new  vestry-clerk, 
and  wait  for  an  answer.  So  don't  be  un- 
easy if  I  am  late." 

A  hearty  good  bye  was  exchanged,  and 
away  went  tlie  lad  to  his  school-work, 
which  was  that  of  a  teacher  rather  than  a 
pupil.  We  will  leave  the  cottagers  to 
their  daily  avocatiouf?,  and  take  a  peep 
into  a  higher  grade  of  society. 


CHAPTER  II. 

PARISH    AFFAIRS. 

About  a  mile  distant  from  the  widow's 
cotlngp,  hard  by  the  school,  and  not  far 
from  the  village  church,  stood  that  truly 
national  edifice,  the  worKhousc.  On  the 
forenoon  of  this  day.  evoiitl'ul  to  many  a 
poor  creature  whose  sole  dependence  wur 
on  the  result  of  their  deliberations,  a  knot 
of  functionaries  assembled  in  tlie  room  set 
apart  for  transacting  ])arish  ailairs.  and 
very  earnest  were  the  looks  of  those  en- 
gaged in  the  di^cu:si>ion.  The  church- 
warden, a  prudent,  intrlligcnt  man ;  the 
overseer,  the  doctor,  and  two  of  the  gen- 
enil  committee  w(Te  present.  The  cler- 
gyman had  not  yet  made  his  appearance: 
and  while  suspendin<;  the  npocial  business 
of  the  day  until  he  sliould  arrive,  they  IHl 
into  thc!  important  subject  of  their  respec- 
tive duties. 

"It  cannot  be  doubted.*'  Kiiid  the  churrh- 
%varden.  *•  that  each  man  has  :i  twofold 
sphere  of  action:  the  one  emi>racing  hii 
per.oonal  and  family  concerns,  and  the 
other  extending  so  as  to  tnke  in  his  relative 
duties  to  the  community  of  which  he  is  a 
member,  and  to  the  country  of  which  he  i* 
a  subject" 
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"  Very  just,"  responded  one  of  the  gen- 
tlemen ;  "  and  another  undeniable  proposi- 
tion ie,  that  the  greater  duty  ie  the  more  im- 
perative, and  on  all  occasions  where  they 
clash,  tlie  mlerior  claim  must  yield  to  the 
superior." 

''  And  which  do  you  consider  the  greatr 
er?"  asked  tlie  doctor. 

"  The  one  that  takes  the  widest  range, 
of  course,"  replied  the  last  speaker. 

"Yes,"  resumed  the  churchwarden; 
"  and  on  this  principle  we  must  regulate 
our  proceedings  in  all  matters  brought  be- 
fore us  to-day.  Private  feeling  may  plead^ 
personal  interest  may  perhaps  back  tliat 
plea:  but  we  sit  here  to  administer  the 
funds  of  the  parish,  whose  representatives 
we  arc ;  and  our  object  must  be,  to  secure 
the  greatest  possible  saving  in  all  branches 
of  our  expenditure." 

"  Provided,"  remarked  the  doctor,  "that 
in  rendering  justice  to  one  class  of  our  fel- 
low-parishioners, we  inflict  no  wrong  on 
another,  and  perhaps  the  more  numerous 
class." 

"Meaning  the  paupers,  I  presume?" 

"  Yes :  though  with  us  tliey  do  not  con- 
Btitute  tlie  majority — far  from  it,  indeed — 
I  conceive  tlieir  interests  are  entrusted  to 
us  in  at  least  as  extensive  and  important 
a  measure  as  those  of  the  superior  section." 
Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  the  overseer,  "  I 
don't  see  how  that  can  be.  Money,  sir. 
money  is  surely  the  most  important  trust 
a  man  can  have  in  his  charge.  That  is,  a 
layman,"  he  added,  discerning  from  a  win- 
dow the  clergyman's  approach. 

"  A  little  practice  in  my  line,  Mr.  Miles," 
said  the  doctor,  turning  up  a  shrewd  glance 
at  the  speaker,  who  stood  near  his  chair, 
"would  convince  you  that,  in  most  in- 
stances, health,  limb,  and  life  are  of  more 
value  to  a  man  than  money  itself." 

"The  health,  hmbs,  and  lives  of  the 
parish  could  not  be  in  better  keeping  theui 
ihey  are,  sir,"  answered  tlic  overseer, 
bowing  low  to  tlic  professional  gentleman, 
whose  half  smile  and  shake  of  the  head 
bespoke  what  he  had  sometimes  been 
heard  to  declare  in  that  room,  of  the  ineffi- 
cacy  of  all  liis  drugs,  combined  with  all 
his  skill,  to  do  justice  to  his  charge,  where 
common  nutriment  was  wanting  to  support 
the  mortal  frame.  However,  the  entrance 
of  the  clergyman,  with  tlie  general  move- 


ment that  greeted  his  airival,  prevented 
farther  remark. 

*•  I  am  late,"  said  Mr.  Barlow ;  "  but  this 
wide-spreading  though  trifling  epidemic 
has  thrown  an  accession  of  duty  on  my 
hands,  in  tlie  visiting  way." 

"It  is  trifling,  sir,"  eagerly  responded 
the  overseer ;  "  and  your  testimony  to  tliat 
fact  is  of  value." 

"  I  merely  meant  to  distinguish  it  from 
the  formidable  fever  of  last  spring,"  said 
the  minister:  "nothing  is  trifling  to  the 
poor  man  whom  it  disables,  while  it  lasts, 
from  earning  his  daily  bread." 

Two  or  three  corroborative  nods  from 
the  doctor  rendered  it  advisable  to  the 
majority  to  drop  this  subject :  for  though 
the  minority  was  small,  usually  consisting 
of  these  two  individuals  alone,  they  were 
so  provokingly  united  in  appealing  to  the 
evidence  of  their  daily  personal  experience, 
in  conflrmation  of  their  na  less  provoking 
prejudices  against  what  went  by  the  name 
of  parochial  economy,  and  so  quietly  de- 
termined in  pursuing  their  object,  that 
they  gave  the  board  more  trouble  than 
even  tiie  paupers  whose  advocates  they 
were.  The  clients  were  easily  silenced,  if 
not  convinced,  by  certain  summary  model 
of  procedure,  well  understood  by  their  re- 
lieving friends :  but  these  gentlemen  had 
a  licence,  arising  even  less  from  their 
ofliccs  than  from  their  high  character,  and 
of  it  they  frequently  availed  themselves,  to 
the  no  small  discomflture  of  their  brethren, 
and  the  occasional  overthrow  of  their  best 
schemes. 

We  arc  far  from  saying  that  in  these 
schemes  the  framers  were  actuated  by  any 
other  than  a  conscientious,  tliough  cer- 
tainly an  erroneous  view  of  tlieir  duties. 
They  held  in  trust  the  amount  of  a  public, 
legal  contribution,  provided  for  a  definite 
;  purpose ;  and  this  tliey  considered  that 
they  must,  as  good  stewards,  husband  to 
the  uttermost  Had  the  contemplated  out- 
lay been  one  merely  afiecting  the  inan- 
imate creation,  this  principle  might  per- 
haps have  been  worked  out  to  tlie  fartliest 
stretch  of  their  ingenuity ;  but  when  the 
question  resolved  itself  into  this — upon 
how  scanty  a  quota  of  necessary  suste* 
nance  might  human  life  be  supported,  sd 
i  as  to  avert  from  its  object  the  climax  of 
;  actual  starvation ;  and  to  how  minute  a 
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firaction  might  relief  be  diminiehed,  so  as 
not  to  lose  tlie  semblance  of  relief  to  those 
for  whose  special  use  the  fund  was  set 
apart — then  the  calculators  were  necessa- 
rily in  imminent  peril  of  sacrificing  on  the 
slirine  of  supposed  public  duty,  not  only 
all  the  finer  ieelings  of  humanity,  all  the 
brotherly  observances  that  man  owes  to 
man,  but  also  the  obedience  due  from  every 
professing  follower  of  Christ  to  the  explicit, 
unmistakeable  command  of  his  divine 
Master,  **  Do  ye  unto  all  men  even  as  ye 
would  they  should  do  unto  you." 

Now,  whatever  militates  against  the 
■criptural  law  of  love,  is  always  found  to 
be  a  hardening  process.  That  such  was 
the  result  of  a  persevering  plan  to  grind 
the  faces  of  the  poor,  though  not  origina- 
ting in  any  natural  propensity  so  to  do, 
will  be  msinifested  but  too  plainly  in  tlie 
progress  of  this  narrative.  We  are  to 
follow  a  single  family  through  vicissitudes 
that  thousands  of  English  families  are  per- 
petually encountering ;  and  in  the  progress 
of  our  tale  we  will  drop  that  part  of  the 
proceeding  which  had  no  direct  reference 
to  them,  and  pass  on  to  the  moment  when, 
the  result  of  this  special  meeting  having 
been  duly  notified  for  the  information  of 
the  distant  vestry-clerk,  preparatory  to  a 
broad-day,  Richard  Green  was  called  in, 
to  bear  the  letter  to  its  destination.  The 
clergyman  and  doctor,  having  their  hands 
full,  departed  as  soon  as  the  business  was 
closed ;  but  the  rest  of  the  party  remained, 
consisting  of  the  churchwarden,  the  over- 
•ccr,  and  two  others ;  of  whom  one,  a  Mr. 
Stratton,  had  earned  the  reputation  of  be- 
ing the  shrewdest  man  at  foreseeing,  and 
the  most  skilful  at  averting,  impending 
burdens  from  the  parish,  w^ithin  the  whole 
district  Indeed  the  eminence  thus  con- 
ceded to  him  became  doubly  injurious ;  for 
in  his  anxiety  to  act  up  to  the  character, 
he  was  led  into  paths  of  deception  and 
cruelty,  from  which  he  would  otherwise 
have  shrank. 

Richard,  hvr'ing  made  his  bow,  stood, 
cap  in  hand,  awaiting  his  orders.  A  short 
whispering  dialogue  passed  between  the 
overseer  and  Mr.  Stratton ;  at  the  close 
of  which  the  latter  addressed  him  with 
much  kindness.  "  Well,  my  boy,  I  hear 
you  are  getting  on  with  credit,  and  likely 
10  make  your  way  respectably  in  the 
world  r 
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Richard  blushed,  and  bowed. 

*'The  cottage  tliat  your  father  left  is 
nicely  kept :  1  ul\cn  ride  past  and  notice 
ttie  good  repair  of  all  about  it  Does  the 
widow  Green  manage  still  for  you  ?" 

^*  My  grandmother,  sir,  has  taken  care 
of  it  and  of  ua  too,  ever  since  father  died, 
seven  years  ago."  * 

"  Indeed  !  a  worthy  old  lady.  And  how 
many  of  you  may  there  be  ?" 

^*  ^lyself  is  the  eldest,  sir ;  and  James, 
and  Mary,  and  Willy;  besides  Helen  Fleetr 
wood." 

«  She's  an  orphan,  I  think  ?" 

''  duite,  sir ;  and  she  has  no  friend  in 
the  world  to  care  for  her  except  granny — 
and  us." 

"  Humph  I  Where  was  she  bom?" 

"  In  this  parish,  sir ;  and  has  always 
lived  in  it  all  her  life."  answered  Richard 
with  a  vivacity  that  showed  he  thought 
either  Helen  or  the  parish  had  somewhat 
to  boast  of  in  the  circumstance. 

*'  How  old  are  you  ?"  asked  the  overseer. 

"  Seventeen  last  July,  and  Helen  is  six- 
teen." 

"  And  James  ?" 

"  Thirteen  :  but  being  very  sickly,  you 
see,  sir,  he  doesn't  look  so  much.  Mary  is 
as  tall  as  he,  though  she's  but  eleven ; 
and  Willy  is  just  eight,  if  you  please,  sir," 
said  Richard,  who  seemed  highly  gratified 
at  being  permitted  thus  to  parade  the  ob- 
jects dearest  to  his  heart  before  the  mental 
view  of  such  fine  gentlemen. 

A  pause  ensued;  marked  by  an  inter- 
change of  wise  looks  between  tlie  attentive 
auditors  of  this  family  chronology.  Mr. 
Stratton  tlien  spoke. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,  Richard,  you  will  be 
master  of  that  cottage,  won't  you  ?" 

'*  Granny  w^ill  be  mistress  of  it  as  long 
as  she  lives,  and  I  live,"  replied  the  boy, 
colouring  deeply  with  emotion. 

*'  Very  good :  I  approve  your  feeling. 
And  the  lease  is  for  ever,  isn't  it  ?" 

"  No,  sir :  for  tliree  lives." 

"  All  stout  and  hearty.  I  hope  ?" 

"  Two  of  them  are  gone,"  said  the  boy, 
"  and  Mr.  Hewitt  is  tlie  third." 

A  sagacious  nod  from  the  overseer  di- 
rected Mr.  Stratton's  attention  to  this  point, 
while  he  repeated,  "George  Hewitt  of 
Oakfield — you  know  him." 

"  And  the  present  landlord,"  punued 
Stratton,  "  is  Mr.  Grey,  of  Ipswich  ?" 
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"Yes,  sir:  we  hope  he'll  renew  the 
lease,  as  the  old  landlord  told  father  he'd 
certainly  do  if  the  lives  ran  out  in  his 
time." 

"  Well,  Richard,  be  a  good  lad ;  you've 
a  deal  of  information,  I  see,  and  may  turn 
out  a  great  credit  to  your  family.  Now 
take  tliis  letter  to  Mr.  Hall,  and  be  sure 
you  wait  for  an  answer,  and  deliver  it 
here,  to  the  governor,  this  evening.  Do 
you  mind  ?" 

"I  will  take  care  to  do  it,  your  honour:" 
replied  the  lad  ;  then  pocketing  the  letter, 
he  made  his  obeisande,  and  hastened 
away. 

"  A  nice,  sharp  fellow  that,"  observed 
the  church-warden.  "  As  to  the  place,  it 
can  never  be  his;  but  he  will  maintain 
himself  respectably,  I  doubt  not" 

"  I  would  rather  not  trust  to  that,"  said 
the  overseer :  "  we  have  fellows  as  sharp 
as  he  on  our  hands,  picking  oakum  here 
in  this  workhouse.  As  to  the  family,  they 
are  as  g^od  as  on  the  books  already. 
Hewitt's  life  is  not  worth  a  day's  pur- 
chase ;  Grey  has  promised — that  is,  I  am 
sure  he  will  find  more  profitable  tenants 
than  an  old  woman  and  a  pack  of  children, 
who  have  it,  besides,  for  next  to  nothing. 
So  we  may  reckon  on  Goody  Green,  her 
girl,  whose  settlement  is  certainly  here, 
and  the  whole  batch  of  grand-children,  in- 
cluding a  sickly  boy: — a  rare  discovery 
you  have  made  for  us,  Mr.  Stratton !" 

"  I  have  sprung  the  game  to  be  sure : 
and  now  suppose  I  wing  them  all  into 
another  parish,  what  will  you  say  ?" 

"  That  it's  the  best  of  many  good  turns 
you  have  done  us,"  answered  Miles,  with 
a  ibow :  "  and  mortover  that  if  any  living 
man  can  do  it,  Mr.  Stratton  is  the  gentle- 
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man. 

"  Well,  take  no  notice ;  time  will  show." 
When  evening  came,  it  found  the  cot- 
tagers seated  in  tlieir  snug  kitchen.  The 
widow  was  busy  at  her  wheel,  Helen 
manufacturing  a  suit  for  Willy,  out  of  one 
that  had  done  good  service  to  James; 
Mary  knitting ;  James  watching  the  sim- 
merings  of  his  supper,  the  ingredients  for 
which  cross  Mr.  Buckle  had  not  neglected 
to  supply ;  and  Willy,  with  no  small  satis- 
Aiction,  recitmg  to  Mrs.  Barker  a  hymn 
tiOLi  she  had  desired  him  to  learn.  Rich- 
ard's arrival  completed  the  party:  and 
Ae  ttory  of  his  interview  with  the  great 


men,  and  their  condescending  inquiriei, 
was  eagerly  listened  to  by  all.  "How 
very  kind  of  the  gentlemen  to  take  such 
an  interest  in  us,"  observed  the  widow, 
whose  guileless  character  rendered  her 
unsuspicious  of  evil.  "  I  wish  old  Buckle 
had  been  there,"  cried  Mary.  "  Did  they 
make  any  particular  inquiries  about  me  ?" 
demanded  Mrs.  Barker ;  and  the  toss  of 
the  head  that  ensued  on  hearing  Richard's 
reluctant  negative,  bespoke  a  sense  of 
offended  dignity ;  while  James  remarked, 
"I  wonder  you  wern't  too  dashed  to 
speak." 

Helen  was  silent :  Richard  had  passed 
very  delicately  over  the  part  relating  to 
her,  merely  repeating  the  question  as  to 
her  place  of  birth ;  but  she  felt  a  sort  of 
boding  uneasiness  at  heart,  probably  from 
her  really  reflective  mind  catching  at  the 
obvious  tendency  of  the  examination  pur- 
sued. Mrs.  Barker  looked  at  her  for  a 
moment,  and  exclaimed,  "  I  shouldn't  won- 
der"— then  suddenly  checking  hersd , 
shook  her  head,  and  finished  by  muttering 
in  a  mysterious  tone  a  soliloquy  not  new 
from  her  lips ;  "  I  know  the  ways  of  the 
parish  pretty  well." 

Prayer  closed,  as  it  had  commenced, 
the  peaceful  and  industrious  day;  and 
when  the  widow  Green  had  paid  a  tptoe 
visit  to  each  simple  couch,  to  ascertain 
that  all  was  comfortable,  with  a  specia. 
reference  to  that  of  the  sickly  boy,  she 
knelt  down  alone,  to  commend  anew  her- 
self and  her  precious  charges  to  him  who 
is  the  God  of  the  widow,  the  Father  of  the 
fatherless,  and  who  had  promised  that  in 
answer  to  the  prayer  of  faith  he  would 
guide  her  with  his  counsel  here,  and  afler- 
ward  receive  her  to  glory. 

Two  months  glided  on,  without  any  ma- 
terisd  change  in  the  affairs  of  our  cotta- 
gers ;  but  the  blasts  of  winter  that  stripped 
the  trees  of  their  few  remaining  leaves, 
and  dashed  the  foam  of  ocean  over  the 
cliffs,  bearing  it  even  to  the  humble  roofs 
that  stood  sheltered  on  their  western  side, 
proved  too  severe  for  Hewitt  He  was 
given  over ;  and  every  post  might  be  ex- 
pected to  convey  the  tidings  that  William 
Green's  cottage  had  lapsed  to  the  land- 
lord. Many  shared  in  the  concern  ex- 
pressed by  the  neighbours  for  the  result 
of  an  application  which  the  kind  clergy- 
man had  promised  to  make  to  thelan^ 
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ord ;  and  in  tiie  discomfiture  occasioned  towards  the  pretty  little  window  which 
by  the  short  reply,  containing  merely  a  commanded  a  wide  prospect, 
•eference  to  the  agent,  as  being  empow-       "  I  understand  your  leelings,"  resumed 
ered  to  arrange  all  such  matters  in  that  her  friend  ;  *•  it  is  very  hard  to  leave  a  spot 
quarter.     This  functionary  being  inmie-  we  have  been  attached  to  for  years,  and 


diately,  but  privately  applied  to  by  Mr. 
Barlow,  frankly  told  him  that  the  rent 
thenceforth  to  be  demanded  was  so  entirely 
beyond  the  poor  widow's  means,  that  he 
had  felt  at  liberty  to  promise  a  new  lease 
to  one  who  had  closed  with  his  terms. 
The  clergyman  wisely  refrained  from 
communicating  this  to  the  family,  while  as 
yet  the  life  remained  ;  but  secretly  busied 
himself  in  devising  plans  for  their  future 
support 

One  Saturday  morning,  while  the  widow 
Green  was  occupied  in  scouring  up  her 
house,  assisted  by  Helen,  two  gentlemen 
tapped  at  the  door.  On  their  entrance, 
Mr.  Stratton  was  recognized :  the  other 
was  a  stranger.  A  respectful  reception, 
and  ready  answers  to  some  general  inqui- 
ries having  been  given,  the  visiters  seated 
themselves,  Mr.  Stratton  insisting  that  the 
widow  should  do  the  same,  and  desiring 
Helen  to  continue  her  employment  He 
then  proceeded : 

"  There  is  much  kind  feeling  excited  on 
your  behalf,  my  good  woman;  matters 
look  very  unpromising  as  to  your  lease ; 
and  I  suppose  you  are  prepared  for  the 
worst" 

A  slight  quiver  passed  over  the  widow's 
lip,  as  she  replied,  '^I  trust,  sir,  that  He 
who  orders  all  things  for  us,  i^ill  give  us 
grace  to  receive  it  thankfully  at  his  hand : 
whether  it  may  be  what  we  call  good,  or 
what  we  call  evil." 

"  Very  right :  a  truly  religious  person 
like  you  can  never  be  cast  down  by  a 
change  in  outward  affairs;  particularly 
when,  as  you  seem  to  say,  what  we  call 
evil  may  turn  out  to  be  really  for  our 
good." 

"  That  is  true  enough,"  said  his  com- 
paiKon,  ^^  as  many  can  testify." 

"  This  gentleman,"  continued  Mr.  Strat- 
ton, "  is  a  friend  of  mine,  passing  through 
our  p«ace.  He  comes  from  a  distant 
town  where  there  are  hundreds  of  families, 
led  by  different  circumstances  to  settle 
there,  all  of  whom  are  now  thankful 
enough  for  any  event  that  helped  to  fix 
them  in  such  a  prosperous  place." 

The  widow  glanced  around  her,  and 


break  up  old  ties ;  but,  1  doubt  not,  any  tie 
'  would  be  easier  for  you  to  break  than  the 
one  binding  you  to  the  children  to  whom 
you  have  been  both  mother  and  father 
these  many  years." 

"  It  is  true,  sir,"  answered  the  poor  wo- 
man :  ''  the  worst  pain  that  ever  smites  me 
is  when  I  think  we  may  be  parted  and 
scattered  abroad — and  they  so  young  I" 

"  And  you  in  the  decline  of  life,  and 
likely  soon  to  be  wanting  the  comfort  from 
them  that  they  have  found  you  so  ready  to 
impart,"  added  Mr.  Stratton,  looking  to- 
wards Helen,  who  was  leaning  on  the 
dresser  with  her  face  concealed. 

"  I  do  hope,  I  do  trust,"  cried  the  poor 
widow,  while  her  tears  burst  forth,  "  that  it 
may  please  the  Lord,  in  his  goodness,  to 
order  it  so  as  not  to  part  us  yet" 

Mr.  Stratton  nodded  to  his  companion, 
who,  drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  her,  be- 
gan :  ''  That  is  what  we  have  been  consid- 
ering of,  my  good  lady.    You  must  know, 
the  town  where  I  live  is  one  of  the  first 
places  in   England  for  furnishing  good, 
healthful,  profitable  employment  for  indus- 
trious people,  from  those  of  your  own  age 
down  to  the  small  children,  whose  little 
nimble  fingers  get  so  expert  at  the  easy 
tasks  given  to  them,  that  if  you  happened 
to  have  a  little  boy  even  of  seven  years  old, 
he  would  make  a  good  round  sum  at  the 
week's  end  by  his  own  work — or  play,  you 
may  almost  call  it" 
"  What  work  may  it  be,  sir  V 
"Difi'erent  sorts:  you  see  we  are  great 
manufacturers,  and  have  a  vast  deal  of 
employment  to  give — so  we  had  need,  for 
the  crowds  who  come  begging  for  a  share 
in  it  would  distract  us,  if  we  had  not    As 
it  is,  the  numbers  who  are  sent  away  make 
it  a  difficult  thing  to  get ;  but  I  being  able 
to  influence  the  gentlemen,  can  always 
secure  a  person  against  disappointment, 
and  get  you  all  into  a  capital  mill." 

"  Is  it  the  factories  ?"  said  tlie  widow, 
starting. 

"  I  don't  wonder  at  your  being  surprised 
to  hear  you  may  be  certain  of  employ- 
ment," replied  the  other :  "  but  depend  on 
it  I  shan't  deceive  you." 
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"  I  have  heard  much  about  the  factories, 
■ir,  but  little  enough  in  their  favour." 

"  To  be  sure,"  observed  Mr.  Stratton, 
laughing.  "  Those  who  succeed,  settle 
there,  and  are  too  well  engaged  to  run 
about  gossipping  ;  while  the  disappointed 
folks  spread  far  and  wide,  proclaiming 
like  the  fox  in  the  fable,  how  very  sour  are 
the  grapes  tliey  could  not  reach." 

"That  may  be,"  remarked  the  widow 
thoughtfully. 

"  It  is,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  stranger. 
*^Those  who  are  lucky  enough  to  get  fully 
engaged  soon  come  to  live  Uke  gentlemen. 
Good  lodging,  capital  clothing,  the  best  to 
eat,  and  plenty  of  it:  kind  neighbours, 
generous  masters,  skilful  doctors" 

"  And  fine  preachers,"  added  Mr.  Strat- 
ton. 

"  Oh,  for  those  that  like  fine  preaching 
it  IB  as  good  as  London  itself:  lots  of  Bible 
Societies,  missionary  meetings,  tract  de- 
positories."  

"  And  schools  ?"  asked  the  widow  anx- 
iously. 

"  Capital  schools :  day,  evening  and 
Sunday  schools  to  no  end." 
•  "  We  cannot  stop  long  now,"  observed 
Mr.  Stratton.  "Think  over  what  you 
have  heard,  but  don't  mention  a  word  of  it 
to  anybody  at  present  In  the  first  place, 
my  friend  would  be  exposed  to  so  many 
applications  he  might  not  be  able  to  serve 
you  effectually ;  and  in  the  next  place,  the 
life  in  tlie  lease  has  not  yet  expired :  so 
you  have  a  chance  still." 

"  I  will  not  mention  it,  sir ;  unless  to  Mr. 
Barlow,  who  is  always  my  true  friend." 

"  Mr.  Barlow !  oh,  no  by  no  means :  he 
is  the  best  man  alive,  and  your  friend ;  but 
then  he  is  other  people's  friend  too.  Come, 
I  have  good  reason  for  desiring  you  to 
promise  you  won't  name  the  matter  to  any 
body  till  wc  talk  it  over  again." 

The  widow  promised :  adding  that  she 
would  answer  for  Helen  too. 

"  Come  here,  Helen,"  said  the  kind 
neighbour,  "  Why  you  are  grown  quite  a 
woman.  Don't  you  think  it  would  be  a 
nice  plan  to  stop  with  your  good  old 
fWend,  instead  of  going  out  to  all  sorts  of 
drudgery  ?" 

"  Indeed,  sir,  I  should  not  mind  drudgery : 
but  I  could  not  part  with  Aer,"  casting  her 
tearful  eyes  towards  the  old  lady. 

'Nor  need  you,"  said  the  stranger ;  '^a 


strong  healthy  girl  like  you  may  earn 
enough,  and  easily,  to  keep  her  old  hands 
both  quiet  and  warm.  Good  bye  to  you." 
And  the  gentlemen  departed. 

*'  Why  did  you  not  tell  them,  granny,"  * 
said  Helen,  when  the  visiters  had  \ei\  Uie 
cottage, ''  that  you  had  relations  in  Uie  fac- 
tories ?" 

"  It  would  have  done  no  good,  my  dear; 
and  indeed  I  wanted  to  have  their  own  ac- 
count of  the  matter :  for  I  oflcn  thought 
my  daughter  Wright  had  a  little  over- 
rated the  comforts  of  the  place,  because 
she  went  against  the  judgment  of  her 
friends ;  and  she  is  one  of  those,  Helen, 
who  don't  like  to  own  they  are  disap- 
pointed." 

"  But  what  a  fine  thing  it  must  be,  if  all 
this  is  true." 

"  It  is'nt  all  true,  to  my  knowledge ;  but 
the  Parliament  has  been  making  new  laws 
they  say,  and  all  for  the  benefit  of  the 
working  people :  so  it  may  be  truer  than  I 
thought  at  first  Well,  we  must  wait,  and 
see  how  things  turn  out,  Helen.  A  higher 
hand  than  ours  is  overruling  all  for  good." 

They  resumed  their  employments ;  and 
on  the  morrow  the  young  people  attended 
the  Sunday  school,  with  faces  as  cheerful 
and  hearts  as  light,  as  any  m  the  village. 
Helen  taught  her  class,  Richard  his,  and 
the  three  children,  as  usual,  gave  perfect 
satisfaction  to  their  instructors.  From  the 
school  they  went  in  modest  order  to  the 
church,  where  the  widow  Green  was 
already  in  her  place.  They  had  proceeded 
but  a  few  paces  homeward,  after  the  ser- 
vice, when  a  deep  toll  of  the  large  bell 
struck  them  with  a  startling  effect:  they 
paused  involuntarily. 

"  Poor  Hewitt :"  remarked  a  gcndeman 
who  was  passing,  *'  when  did  he  die  ?" 

"  I  don't  know :  I  heard  yesterday  that 
he  could  not  live  many  hours." 

Another  step  or  two  brought  the  partys 
painfully  interested  in  these  tidings  within 
a  few  feet  of  the  humble  mound,  over 
which  a  neat  wooden  grave-rail  extended, 
bearing  the  names  of  William  and  Sarah 
Green  and  their  departed  children.  It 
was  almost  too  much  for  the  widow ;  the 
cottage  rose  up  before  her,  with  all  its  sad 
and  sweet  associations ;  the  past  and  the 
future  blending  with  the  present  in  a  way 
they  had  never  done  before.  She  leaned 
more  heavily  on  her  grandson's  arm ;  and 
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as  with  afTectionate  sympathy  he  pressed  i 
here  closer  to  his  side,  a  sob — a  sound  not 
oflen  heard  from  her  patient  lips — buret ! 
forth,  and  tlien  the  natural  weakness  of 
humanity  was  conquered  by  a  sweet  re- 
currence to  her  mind  of  the  words  she  liad 
just  before  heard  quoted  in  the  pulpit : 
'*  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God." 

Nothing  was  said  on  the  subject :  Rich- 
ard fully  understood  the  extent  of  what 
bad  befallen  them  ;  but  he  was  a  boy  alike 
of  resolute  spirit  and  of  sanguine  disposi- 
tion. The  burden  that  tlien  hung  on  his 
arm  was  dear  to  him  as  his  life ;  and  in 
deep  devotion  of  soul  he  entered  on  the 
new  path  of  duty  into  which  tiie  funeral 
bell  had  ushered  him,  determining  that 
while  he  had  hands  to  work,  neither  the 
aged  form  beside  him  nor  the  youthful  be- 
ings who  followed  their  tread  should  know 
want  or  sorrow.  The  untried  path  pre- 
sented no  obstacles  to  his  inexperienced 
ey^ ;  and  if  Richard  grieved  over  the  loss 
of  his  litde  patrimony,  still  more  did  he  re- 
joice in  the  conscious  acquisition  of  what 
was  indisputably  his  own — useful  infor- 
mation, industrious  habits,  and  an  unblem- 
ished character. 

At  the  cottage  door  they  were  met  by 
Mrs.  Barker,  who,  with  a  face  where  con- 
cern was  most  legibly  pictured,  took  the 
widow's  hand,  saying,  '*ir  I  could  save 
you  from  what's  now  likely  to  come  upon 
you,  by  walking  fifty  miles  on  my  bare 
feet,  I'd  set  out  this  minute." 

"That  you  would,  ma'am,"  exclaimed 
more  than  one  young  voice:  while  the 
widow  mildly  said,  "  I  know  I  have  a  kind, 
true  friend  on  earth  as  long  as  Mrs.  Barker 
is  there  :  but  now  will  you  please  to  defer 
all  talk  about  these  tilings  till  to-morrow. 
We  must  remember  the  sabbath-day  to 
keep  it  holy ;  and  for  all  the  rest,  '  the 
Lord  will  provide.' " 

No  word  of  allusion  to  the  event  was 
heard  during  tlie  remainder  of  the  day : 
all  was  cheerfulness,  though  perhaps  not 
80  bright  as  at  some  other  times.  The 
lodger's  studious  attentions,  her  many  little 
bustling  kindnesses,  and  looks  of  anxious 
love,  tended  to  keep  the  matter  very  dis- 
tinctly present  to  tlicir  tlioughts ;  and  once 
or  twice  she  so  far  forgot  herself  as  to 
mutter  expressions  of  admiration,  the 
origin  of  which  none  could  mistake,  who 
knew  the  oircumstances  of  the  case. 


"  What  a  difference  there  is  between 
Mre.  Barker  and  cross  old  Buckle !"  whis- 
pered Mary  to  Helen.  But  the  next 
morning  when  the  pnil  of  milk  was  handed 
in,  cross  old  Buckle  spoke  in  tones  so  gen- 
tle, and  stroked  her  head  so  kindly,  and 
slipped  so  bright  a  shilling  into  her  hand, 
that  Mary's  opinion  was  quite  staggered : 
tripping  backward,  as  usual,  in  Helen's 
path,  she  exclaimed,  "  I  say,  Helen,  it  is 
a  good  thing  to  be  poor  and  in  trouble: 
every  body  does  be  so  kind  to  one  then," 

Alas,  poor  Mary!  she  had  much  to 
learn. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE   MIGRATION. 

At  the  noon-tide  hour,  Mr.  Stratton 
again  appeared,  with  his  friend ;  and  after 
expressing  regret  at  the  recent  event,  said, 
'^  I  am  to  much  hurried  to  stop  now :  but 
to  prove  to  you  that  the  advice  we  gave  is 
good,  my  friend  has  brought  a  pamplilet, 
printed  and  published,  giving  an  account 
of  the  matter.  Read  it  carefully,  and  keep 
your  promise  of  saying  nothing,  till  we 
see  you  again." 

Mrs.  Green  needed  no  inducement  to 
read  it  carefully  ;  she  was  wavering  on  a 
point  of  the  deepest  importance  to  her  and 
here :  and  though  clinging  to  a  faint  hope 
of  the  renewal,  until  she  should  hear  from 
Mr.  Barlow  the  result  of  his  visit  to  the 
agent,  t:he  pondered  as  inevitable  tlie  alter- 
uative  of  dispersion,  or  migration  to  the 
factories.  The  pamphlet  was  soon  read : 
it  set  forth  in  glowing  colours  the  com- 
fort, tlie  abundance,  the  independence  ot 
those  who  engaged  in  the  work,  fully 
bearing  out  her  informant  in  his  largest 
statements.  Could  she  reject  such  evi- 
dence !  No,  it  would  have  seemed  too 
much  like  spurning  from  her  an  advantage 
providentially  placed  within  her  grasp ; 
and  she  only  regretted  on  seeing  tlie  cler- 
gyman approach,  that  she  was  not  at  lib- 
erty to  communicate  to  him  her  bright 
prospects. 

Mr.  Barlow's  entrance,  however,  re- 
called too  vividly  the  comforts  of  past  days 
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and  awoke  her  too  painfully  to  preBent 
difficulties,  to  be  hailed  without  strong 
emotion.  He  took  her  hand  with  a  look 
that  prepared  her  for  the  worst,  and  said, 
^  Among  all  earthly  changes,  how  increas- 
ingly precious  is  the  word  that  assures  the 
believer  he  has  ^a  building  of  God,  a 
house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the 
heavens.^ " 

"  It  is,  it  is,"  replied  the  widow,  wring- 
ing her  hands ;  ^^  but  oh,  sir,  the  four  walls 
of  this  poor  cottage  have  been  a  home  on 
earth  to  me  that  I  feel  it  bard  to  leave." 

*^  I  know  it :  the  hardest  lesson  we  have 
to  learn  is  that  which  convinces  us  we  are 
Btrangers  and  sojourners — pilgrims  seek- 
ing a  better  country.  Gladly  indeed 
should  I  have  been  the  bearer  of  a  mes- 
Bage  that  would  leave  you  yet  awhile  in 
this  quiet  retreat :  but" — he  hesitated. 

"  We  must  leave  it,  sir  ?" 

"  I  urged  the  case  strongly ;  I  even  ven- 
tured to  promise  an  increase  of  rent  on 
your  part,  but  in  vain :  another  applicant 
had  secured  the  reversion.  Let  us  now 
consider  in  what  way  we  can  promote 
your  interests,  and  those  of  the  dear  chil- 
dren." 

"Not  yet,  sir,  if  you  please." 

In  vain  did  the  good  clergyman  remon- 
strate, telling  her  he  must  leave  home  for 
■ome  days,  and  that  every  hour  was  pre- 
cious :  she  repeated  that  she  would  talk  it 
over  with  him  when  she  saw  him  again. 
Reluctantly  he  quitted  the  subject;  and 
afler  much  good  counsel  and  scriptural 
consolation  under  approaching  trials,  with 
fervent  prayer,  he  rose  to  depart;  but 
turning  to  the  door,  said,  "  Take  a  cau- 
tion, Mrs.  Green,  from  a  sincere  friend :  I 
know  you  may  be  exposed  to  some  induce- 
ments to  venture  on  a  hasty  step  before 
my  return;  Do  not  suffer  yourself  to  be 
tempted  by  any  show  of  advantage,  into 
the  manufacturing  districts.  Remember 
my  words,  and  be  wary." 

The  widow  longed  tp  call  him  back,  and 
to  tell  all ;  but  her  promise  must  be  kept, 
and  the  opportunity  was  gone.  In  the 
evening,  Mrs.  Barker  eagerly  began  on 
tlie  same  subject,  and  was  not  a  little  mor- 
tified at  meeting  a  similar  repulse.  Alter 
many  attempts  at  eliciting  some  informa- 
tion, she  drew  herself  up,  saying.  «I 
might  lake  offence  at  your  being  so  close 
an  old  friend ;  but  no  doubt  you  have 


your  reasons.  And  I  wish,"  she  added 
with  sudden  vivacity,  "  I  wish  that  old  fox 
Stratton,  who  was  about  here,  has  not 
been  setting  some  trap  for  you — p'rhaps 
the  factories !" 

The  widow's  countenance  changed  a 
little,  and  Helen  coloured  just  because  she 
hoped  she  should  not  colour  at  that  mo- 
ment 

"  Oh,  I  see  how  it  is,"  cried  the  lodger 
triumphantly :  "  I  was  right ;  but  surely, 
dame  Green,  you  arn't  such  a  simpleton 
as  to  be  gulled  by  them  who  are  only 
afraid  you  should  be  a  burden  to  them, 
coming,  with  this  large  family,  on  the 
parish." 

"The  parish!"  exclaimed  Richard  in 
the  most  angry  tone  that  he  had  ever  been 
known  to  utter. 

"  Ay,  boy,  the  parish :  don't  you  see,  if 
any  thing  ailed  your  grandmother  or  tlie 
little  ones,  though  you  and  Helen  might 
be  lucky  enoU^gh  to  get  a  service,  you 
couldn't  maintain  them ;  and  what  must  it 
all  come  to  but  that?  Oh,  I  haven't  been 
a  beadle's  wife  and  his  widow  too,  for  no- 
thing :  I  know  something  of  the  ways  of 
the  parish." 

"Mrs.  Barker,  ma'am,"  said  Richard, 
rising  and  standing  as  tall  as  he  could, 
"there  is  nobody,  next  to  my  grandmother, 
I  respect  so  much  as  yourself,  ma'am: 
but  as  long  as  this  roof  is  over  our  heads, 
ay,  and  as  long  as  these  two  hands  have 
strength  to  dig,  I  do  hope,  ma'am,  you 
will  never  hurt  our  feelings  again,  by 
speaking  as  if  any  of  my  family  could  go 
on  the  parish."  And  out  he  walked  with 
a  swelling  heart 

"As  fine  a  boy  as  ever  trod  on  shoe- 
leather,"  observed  Mrs  Barker :  "  but  he 
is  not  lip  to  these  things.     And  as  for  his 

two  hands,  and  his  digging well,  I'll 

say  no  more ;  only  don't  let  yourself  be 
fooled,  Molly  Green,  by  them  that  care 
less  for  you  than  for  the  saving  of  a  far- 
thing's worth  of  musty  meal." 

This  discussion  produced  its  effect  on 
the  widow ;  but  not  such  as  was  desired 
by  her  two  disinterested  advisers.  The 
idea  of  becoming  a  parish  pauper  had 
scarcely  occurred  to  her;  but  now  the 
thing  was  presented  in  a  nearer  point  of 
view  than  she  could  well  bear  to  contem- 
plate. It  appeared  likely  enough  that  Mr. 
Straiton  was  actuated  by  the  motives  at- 
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tributed  to  him ;  but  his  friend  was  un- 
connected with  the  place;  and  then  the 
pamphlet!  That  would  not  have  been 
written  and  printed  to  deceive  her.  The 
contrast  was  strong:  on  the  one  hand 
pauperism,  or,  at  the  very  best,  a  complete 
separation  of  the  family :  on  the  other,  a 
home,  lucrative  employment,  independ- 
ence, reBp)ectability,  all  the  advantages 
that  schools  for  the  children,  and  abundant 
spiritued  privileges  for  them  and  herself 
could  impart  Besides,  her  daughter  had 
long  been  a  resident  in  that  very  town ; 
and  would  now,  no  doubt,  be  glad  to  renew 
the  intercourse  with  a  mother  whom  she 
had  first  disobeyed,  then  slighted,  and  re- 
proached with  undue  partiality  for  Wil- 
liam's family.  It  was  too  delightful  a 
prospect  to  be  relinquished :  her  resolution 
was  formed ;  and  on  the  very  next  day 
she  announced  it  to  her  friend  Mr.  Strat- 
ton,  who  promised  to  see  an  agreement 
entered  into  with  one  of  the  first  mill-own- 
ers in  the  town,  and  to  make  all  requisite 
arrangements  for  their  removal. 

When  Mr.  Barlow  returned,  he  found 
things  too  far  gone  for  his  interference. — 
He  therefore  contented  himself  with  rescu- 
ing Richard  from  the  fate  of  the  others,  by 
providing  him  with  a  situation  where  he 
would  enjoy  means  of  improvement  with 
the  pro8p)ect  of  a  good  business,  if  he  proved 
diligent  and  pains-taking  ;  and  with  a 
heavy  heart  he  bestowed  his  parting  bene- 
diction on  the  assembled  household  the 
evening  preceding  their  outset  The 
scene  was  so  changed  that  a  stranger 
would  not  have  recognized  Green's  cot- 
tage, in  the  comfortless,  bare  walls  of  the 
all  but  deserted  mansion.  A  sale  had 
taken  place  that  morning,  comprising  the 
whole  of  its  simple  furniture,  save  a  few 
cherished  articles  of  small  intrinsic  value, 
committed  to  the  care  of  a  kind  neighbour ; 
and  two  flock-beds,  with  their  accompani- 
ments of  blankets  and  bedding,  which  the 
widow  had  agreed  with  the  boatman  to 
convey  as  luggage,  for  their  passage  was 
to  be  by  canal.  These  lay  closely  packed, 
furnishing  seats  for  the  party,  who  were 
never,  never  more  to  assemble  in  that 
humble  but  beloved  abode ;  and  who  might 
now  be  said  to  mourn  each  apart,  over 
come  secret  sorrow  with  which  a  stranger 
could  not  intermeddle.  There  are  seasons 
when  the  nearest,  the  dearest,  the  most 


trusted  of  bosom  friends,  is  comparatively 
a  stranger :  there  are  depths  of  feeling, 
and  mazes  of  thought  not  to  be  explored 
by  human  eye :  throbs  of  secret  anguish 
beyond  the  alleviation  of  human  sympa- 
thy. Alone  man  enters  tlie  world  ;  alone 
he  must  launch  forth  upon  eternity ;  and 
between  the  two  periods  there  is  many  a 
moment  when,  despite  himself,  man  is 
compelled  to  feel  what  it  is  to  be  utterly 
alone. 

The  young  children  had  indulged  in 
many  delightful  anticipations  of  the  won- 
ders that  they  were  to  behold  in  a  great 
town  ;  but  these  they  had  only  whispered 
among  themselves,  since  the  little  sale  of 
household  stuff  commenced;  for  even 
Willy  could  enter  somewhat  into  the 
struggle  that  \yvi9  evidently  trying  the 
elder  portion  of  the  family.  They  had  all 
felt  the  parting  with  Mrs.  Barker;  and 
some  of  her  commiserating  expressions,  as 
she  stroked  their  heads  and  patted  their 
cheeks,  had  excited  a  misgiving  that  par- 
tially clouded  their  gay  dreams  with  a 
vague  foreboding  of  some  unknown  evil. 
James  grew  languid  from  fatigue  ;  Mary 
had  an  uneasy  apprehension  of  rivalship 
in  the  affection  of  her  friends  among  new 
claimants,  and  all  were  deeply  grieved  at 
the  prospect  of  leaving  Richard.  His 
were  feelings  of  no  common  poignancy ; 
for,  in  pursuading  him  to  remain,  seeking 
independence  for  himself  in  that  rural  dis- 
trict, Mr.  Barlow  had  dropped  some  hints 
with  respect  to  the  injurious  effect  of  fac- 
tory employment  on  the  health  and  char- 
acters of  the  rest,  which,  while  they  con- 
firmed him  in  his  path  of  duty,  gave  rise 
to  more  distressing  apprehensions  than 
the  good  minister  would  willingly  have 
excited.  He  did  not  know  how  far  the 
boy's  mind  had  outgrown  his  years.  Hel- 
en's indeed  appeared  an  easier  choice; 
for  the  only  road  that  seemed  open  to 
her  was  one  which  kept  her  beside  her 
benefactress,  holding  out  a  fair  prospect 
of  repaying  to  the  family  some  part  of  her 
obligation ;  but  her  young  heart  had  fo 
entwined  itiself  round  the  objects  familiar 
from  infancy,  tliat  the  breaking  up  of  the 
little  establishment,  the  removal  of  each 
article  as  it  passed  into  the  hands  of  a 
purchaser,  and  the  consciousness  that  in 
a  few  hours  she  must  forever  quit  that 
peaceful  home,  would  have  been  a  heavj 
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grief,  even  bad  she  not  imbibed  a  secret 
dread  of  the  untried  experiment,  and  shrunk 
from  what  her  own  fancv,  far  as  it  fell  be- 
low the  reality,  would  picture  of  the  noise, 
the  confusion,  and  other  painful  contrasts 
of  a  large  town. 

But  none  suffered  like  the  widow :   she 
had  her  portion  of  what  each  around  her 
ielt,  and  with  it  a  depressing  apprehension 
that  she  had  acted  wrong  in  preferring  the 
counsel  of  worldly  advisers  before  that  of 
her  long-tried,  pious  friend.    It  is  no  un- 
common case  to  seek  direction  in  prayer, 
and  then  to  act  from  the  impulse  of  our 
own  choice,  without  waiting  for  an  an- 
swer.   Of  selfishness  in  any  shape  she 
stood  acquitted,  even  in  her   own  eyes ; 
but  not  60  of  precipitation.    She  was,  in 
fact,  one  among  many  victims  to  a  most 
nefarious  device :  the  waste  of  human  life 
in  the  factories,  like  that  in  the  plantations 
of  the  west,  occasions  so  depressing  a  de- 
mand for  a  supply  of  new  labourers,  that 
it  gives  rise  to  a  trafHc  not  very  dissimilar 
(rom  the  slave  trade.    A  brisk  market  is 
always  open ;  and  those  who  consider  it  a 
meritorious  work  to  decrease  the  burdens 
of  their  respective  parishes  at  any  cost,  arc 
equally  ready  to  recruit  it  with  their  pau- 
pers, as  the  natives  of  Madagascar  of  old 
were  to  sell  their  prisoners.    Even  where 
no  such  desire  exists  among  parochial  au- 
thorities, emissaries  are  employed,  who, 
by  means  of  such  false  representations  as 
those  contained  in  the  pamphlet  shown  to 
the  widow,  written  and  published  for  that 
express  purpose,  allure    the  hidustrious 
countryman  from  his  healthful  sphere,  to 
perish,  witli  his  little  ones,  amid  tlie  nox- 
ious exhalations  of  those  unnatural  dens. 
It  is  no  fiction  that  such  books  are  circula- 
ted in  districts  remote  from  the  scenes  de- 
scribed in  them ;  or  that  they  often  pre- 
vail when  otlier  means  would  not  succeed. 

But  the  die  was  cast,  the  cottage  was 
dismantled,  and  the  little  party  who  sat 
grouped  on  the  large  bundle  were  to 
know  tlicir  place  within  its  walls  no  more. 
Evening  was  closing  ;  a  bright  moon  had 
surmounted  Uie  tops  of  the  old  elms  that 
separated  two  adjoining  fields,  Euid  looked 
in,  as  if  for  a  farewell  greeting,  through 
the  interstices  of  a  woodbine,  that  had 
been  carefully  trained  over  the  casement, 
and  fonned  a  grateful  lattice.  Mary  broke 
i1m  long  silence. 


"  Our  poor  honeysuckle !  I  do  hope 
whoever  gets  the  place  will  take  care  of 
the  honeysuckle." 

"  Ah, "  sighed  Richard,  "many  a  pleas- 
ant hour  I  have  passed,  training  and  trim- 
ming that  old  plant  Some  hand  will  cut 
it  down  before  long." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  James,  "  I'll  have 
one  just  like  it  growing  over  our  window 
at  M.    It  will  make  us  more  happy." 

Tears  sprang  into  Helen's  eye  at  the 
contrast  thus  forced  upon  her  of  the  future 
with  the  past  The  widow  felt  it  also, 
and  remarked,  "  We  are  not  going  to  a 
place  of  ease  and  enjoyment,  my  dear; 
but  to  labour  for  a  living  in  a  very  differ- 
ent situation.  The  only  thing  we  can 
promise  ourselves  there,  of  all  that  has 
made  us  so  happy  here,  is  tlie  presence  of 
God."  Then  clasping  her  hands,  and 
looking  up  with  a  burst  of  tears,  she  ex- 
claimed, "  If  thy  presence  go  not  with  us, 
carry  us  not  up  hence  !" 

"  The  answer  to  that  prayer,  granny," 
said  Richard,  "is  very  gracious:  ^My 
presence  shall  go  with  thee,  and  I  will 
give  thee  rest.'  Honeysuckles  on  the 
window  there  may  not  be ;  but  the  sweet 
moonlight  will  come  through,  and  remind 
you  of  what  Mr.  Barlow  said  last  Sunday, 
when  he  preached  on  the  light  shining  in 
a  dark  place.  One  thing,  I  am  sure,  you 
will  carry  away  with  you,  that  has  helped 
more  than  anything  else  to  make  us  happy 
here,  and  that  is  the  old  bible,  granny." 
The  boy  turned  away  to  hide  his  tears, 
overpowered  by  the  thought  that  he  must 
no  more  listen  to  the  sacred  book  in  the 
midst  of  those  he  loved  so  well. 

The  moonbeam,  now  broad  and  strong, 
fell  upon  them  as  they  sat,  and  bathed 
them  in  its  silvery  light,  passing  through 
the  pure  clear  atmosphere  peculiar  to  a 
healthful  sea-coast  They  looked  upon 
each  other,  and  again  to  the  fair  orb, 
while  the  natural  thought  so  beautifully 
expressed  by  the  poet,  seemed  sponta- 
neously to  arise  in  their  comparatively  un- 
cultivated minds,  that  it  would  be  a  sort 
of  rallying  point  for  their  fond  gaze,  when 
widely  severed  in  place  and  circumstance. 
After  a  silence  of  some  minutes,  the  widow, 
called  on  Helen  to  repeat  the  twenty- 
third  psalm ;  and  never  had  the  precious- 
ness  of  its  soothing  assurance  so  com- 
mended itself  to  tlieir  hearts,  as  while  in 
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the  low  deliberate  accents  of  deep  feeling, 
each  clause  fell  from  her  quivering  lip. 
They  then  kneeled  down,  and  fervent, 
though  broken  by  many  sobs,  was  tlie 
prayer  of  that  fond  parent  as  she  com- 
mended the  cliildren  of  her  anxious  love, 
together  with  herself,  into  the  hands  of 
Him  who  is  a  Father  to  the  fatherless, 
and  a  judge  of  the  widow,  in  his  holy 
habitation.  Oh,  it  is  an  awful  thought 
that  so  many  believing,  confiding  prayers 
of  the  poor  destitutie  are  recorded  in  the 
book  of  His  remembrance,  whose  piercing 
eye  is  never  for  one  moment  averted  from 
the  hidden  plannings  of  the  mercenary 
deceiver's  heart!  Very  terrible  will  be 
the  day  of  public  inquisition  and  divine  re- 
tribution. God  keeps  silence  now:  the 
oppressor  secretly  flatters  his  own  soul 
that  tlie  Lord  is  even  such  a  one  as  him- 
self: and  the  sufferer  is  tempted  to  ask 
"  Hath  God  forgotten  to  be  gracious  ? — is 
his  promise  come  utterly  to  an  end  ?"  No : 
he  hath  appointed  a  day  for  the  open  vin- 
dication alike  of  his  justice  and  his  faitli- 
fulness — a  day  that  both  shall  see,  when, 
in  the  presence  of  men,  of  angels,  and  of 
devils,  it  shall  be  shown  that  the  Judge  of 
all  the  earth  doeth  right 

The  little  family,  so  barbarously  exiled 
from  tlieir  industrious  home,  to  avert  a 
possible,  a  paltry  burden  from  the  parish 
books,  and  so  craftily  ensnared  into  linger- 
ing destruction  to  swell  the  gains  oi'  a 
wealthy  manufacturer,  arose  from  Uieir 
knees,  exchanged  one  parting  embrace  in 
silence,  under  the  subduing  influence 
which  they  had  just  besought,  and  pres- 
ently separated  for  the  night  Richard, 
afler  accompanying  the  travellers  to  the 
doors  of  two  neighbouring  cottages,  where 
beds  were  hospitably  prepared  for  their 
few  hours'  rest,  returned  to  fling  himself 
upon  the  bundle,  in  the  agony  of  a  sorrow 
no  longer  to  be  repressed ;  and  the  moon 
had  stolen  her  soft  beam  away  from  the 
little  casement,  ere  the  boy  had  wept  him- 
self to  sleep. 

We  will  not  accompany  the  wanderers 
through  every  stage  of  their  progress :  an 
agreement  had  indeed  been  made  with  tlie 
barge-owner,  to  whose  charge  they  were 
committed ;  but  abundant  opportunity  was 
lefl  for  him  to  advance  demands  alike  un- 
expected and  unreasonable.  It  was  a  sad 
specimen  of  what  they  might  look  for 
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among  mercenary  strangers;  but  even 
the  imposition  which  pressed  so  heavily 
on  their  very  slender  purse  was  less  gall- 
ing -tlian  the  coarse  familiarity  and  con- 
temptuous rudeness  alternately  exhibited 
towards  them.  Disrespect  was  new  to 
the  Widow  Green:  the  independence 
both  of  her  disposition  and  circumstances, 
togetlier  witli  her  exemplary  line  of  con- 
duct towards  the  helpless  young  charges 
who  shared  her  generous  care,  had  im- 
parted a  moral  elevation  to  her  character, 
demanding  and  receiving  the  homage  of 
a  general  deference  from  her  equals,  with 
more  than  common  courtesy  on  the  part 
of  tliose  above  her.  She  was  now  to 
learn  the  value  of  an  humbling  dispensa-  , 
tion ;  and  in  the  pain  inflicted  by  it,  she 
first  discovered  how  needful  it  was.  There 
are  corruptions  in  every  human  heart, 
hidden  even  from  the  knowledge  of  its 
possessor,  until  particular  circumstances 
are  so  ordered  as  to  bring  them  forth  to 
his  view.  "  Cleanse  tliou  me  from  secret 
faults,"  is  tlie  aspiration  of  many  a  Chris- 
tian who  little  tliinks  what  a  startling  pro- 
cess will  commence  in  answer  to  his 
prayer. 

Helen  Fleetwood  was  a  girl  of  delicate 
mind,  such  as  is  often  found  in  our  seques- 
tered villages,  under  the  guardianship  of 
watchful  prudence,  more  especially  when 
influenced  by  early,  simple  piety.  There 
was  notliing  in  her  ^character  unusually 
elevated  above  the  class  to  which  she  be- 
longed ;  but  it  owed  something  of  its  finer 
texture  to  the  scenery  of  her  native  place, 
and  its  association  with  a  tale  of  infant  be- 
reavement, of  parental  sorrow,  that  she 
indeed  could  scarcely  remember,  but 
which  had  often  been  related  to  her  with 
touching  pathos,  tliough  in  homely  phrase, 
by  the  fishermen's  families  around.  By 
brooding  on  these,  as  she  marked  the  roll- 
ing of  the  billows  that  had  once  ingulfed 
her  father,  she  acquired  a  more  contem- 
plative, and  perhaps  a  more  imaginative 
turn  of  thought  than  most  oC  her  young 
companions,  while  a  modest  reluctance  to 
make  her  own  concerns  more  prominent 
than  was  suitable  for  so  humble  a  person 
habituated  her  to  what  Mary  termed 
keeping  her  own  counsel.  Of\en  did  the 
curious,  loquacious  little  girl  devote  her 
ingenuity  to  the  task  of  discovering  some 
of  Helen's  "  plots"  for  cutting  out  a  pina* 
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fore  to  the  best  advantage  in  point  of  sav- 
ing, or  reclaiming  some  square  foot  of 
waste  ground  for  a  plantation  of  herbs. 
Helen,  in  truth,  had  no  mystery  about  her : 
she  was  rather  reserved ;  but  Mary  was 
an  indefatigable  hunter  aAer  the  marvel- 
lous, and  not  always  to  be  convinced  by 
the  evidence  of  her  own  senses,  that  she 
was  capable  of  a  mistake. 

Whatever  in  Helen's  character  partook 
of  noble  and  generous — and  there  was 
very  much  of  both — was  now  brought  into 
full  exercise.  She  felt  with  poignancy  the 
rudeness  of  various  kinds  to  which  she 
was,  for  tlie  first  time  in  her  life,  subjected ; 
and  once  or  twice  she  was  about  to  com- 
plain to  her  natural  fViend  of  the  coarse 
language  uttered  in  her  hearing;  but  a 
glance  at  the  window's  care-worn  counte- 
nance, with  the  consciousness  tliat  she 
was  now  scarcely  less  helpless  than  her- 
self, silenced  the  girl.  She  only  kept 
nearer  to  her  side,  and  strove  by  talking  in 
a  louder  and  more  cheerful  tone  tlian  usual 
to  withdraw  the  attention  of  her  little  party 
from  many  things  unfit  to  hear.  One  of 
the  men,  struck  by  her  conduct,  swore 
she  was  an  honest,  good  girl ;  wished  his 
little  Sally  might  grow  up  like  her,  and 
restrained  his  comrades  from  farther  pro- 
fanity and  rude  jesting.  Helen  secretly 
thanked  the  Giver  of  all  wisdom  for  gui- 
ding her  to  such  a  course ;  and  prayed  for 
a  more  abundant  supply  according  to  his 
precious  promise,  that  to  such  as  ask  he 
will  give  liberally  and  upbraid  not 

The  passage  was  long,  tedious,  uncom- 
fortable, and  attended  with  serious  loss  to 
their  finances ;  but  no  remedy  could  be 
obtained;  and  with  a  heavy  heart  the 
widow  released  her  bedding  from  tlie 
master,  who  threatened  to  seize  it,  if  his 
exorbitant  demands  were  not  satisfied. 
They  lefl  the  barge,  and  all  other  feelings 
were  soon  absorbed  in  wonder  at  tlie  size 
of  the  town,  and  the  extreme  length,  nar- 
rowness, and  filth  of  the  street,  or  rather 
alley,  where  tliey  were  directed  to  find 
Mrs.  Wright  Above  all  annoyances,  the 
oppressive  weight  of  the  atmosphere  was 
felt  and  complained  of  by  each ;  but  far 
more  sickening  was  the  air  of  the  low 
court  into  which  they  turned  previous  to 
entering  Mrs.  Wright's  abode. 

They  were  kindly  welcomed  by  this 
daughter  of  the  Widow  Green,  who  struck 


Helen  as  being  altogether  the  most  unlike 
her  mother  of  any  person  she  had  beheld : 
as  dissimilar,  in  fact,  as  the  apartment 
they  had  entered  was  to  the  cottage  they 
had  lei^  Here,  on  dusky  walls,  stained 
with  every  variety  of  sombre  discolora- 
tion, were  stuck  a  number  of  the  most 
tawdry  prints,  evidently  quite  fresh,  and 
placed  there  for  a  particular  display :  the 
window,  incapable  as  it  was  of  admitting 
much  light  under  the  best  circumstances, 
was  rendered  opaque  by  dirt,  and  festooned 
with  cobwebs;  yet  a  struggle  to  look 
fine  was  manifest  throughout  the  whole 
establishment,  including  the  mistress,  who, 
though  she  had  not  combed  out  her  mat- 
ted locks,  had  surmounted  them  with  a 
cap  of  unusual  form,  decorated  with  showy 
ribbons.  Of  ornaments  there  was  no 
lack,  but  of  neatness,  cleanliness,  comfort, 
respectability,  nothing  relieved  the  eye* 
above  all,  it  wanted  cheerfulness. 

Af\er  the  first  affectionate  greeting,  and 
some  tears  shed  on  tlie  cheek  of  her  long- 
absent  daughter,   the  widow  kindly  en 
quired  for  the  rest  of  her  family. 

"The  children  won't  be  in  till  afler 
dusk,"  replied  Mrs.  Wright ;  "  and  as  for 
their  father  he  will  come  about  the  same 
time." 

Some  arrangements  were  then  made  : 
an  inner  room,  intolerably  close  to  be 
sure,  but  rather  cleaner  than  the  other, 
was  pointed  out  for  their  temporary  use. 
Here  they  were  to  remain  until  a  suitable 
lodging  was  found  after  being  installed  in 
their  new  situations.  By  the  time  their 
bedding  was  unpacked,  and  their  personal 
neatness  improved  afler  the  fatiguing 
journey,  evening  was  come ;  and  the  vil- 
lage party  retured  to  the  parlour,  as  Mrs. 
Wright  had  called  it,  just  as  her  family 
entered  it  from  the  street 

There  was  a  pause — almost  a  move- 
ment of  recoil  on  Uie  widow's  part,  as  this 
group  of  her  grand-children  met  her 
view ;  while  a  hasty  glance  of  involuntary 
comparison  bespoke  the  mother's  con- 
sciousness of  a  contrast  such  as  words  can 
but  faintly  pourtray.  Stepping  between 
them,  she  hastily  remarked,  "  H  is  well  for 
the  children  that  poor  William  fancied  a 
country  Ufe  ;  for  to  be  sure  it  does  make 
them  look  more  fresh  and  healthy,  though 
town-bred  young  people  may  be  ever  so 
much  genteeler." 
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NEARER    APPROACH. 


Let  no  one  suppose  we  are  going  to 
¥nrite  fiction,  or  to  conjure  up  phantoms  of 
a  heated  imagination,  to  aid  the  cause 
which  we  avowedly  embrace.  Names 
may  be  altered,  characters  may  be  grouped, 
with  some  latitude  of  license ;  but  not  an 
incident  shall  be  coined  to  serve  the  pur- 
pose, however  good,  so  feu-  as  relates  to  the 
main  subject — that  is,  to  the  factories  of 
this,  our  free  and'  happy  England.  Vivid 
indeed,  and  fertile  in  devices  must  the 
fancy  be  that  could  invent  a  horror  beyond 
the  bare,  every-day  reality  of  the  thing ! 
Nay,  we  will  set  forth  nothing  but  what 
has  been  stated  on  oath,  corroborated  on 
oath,  and  on  oath  confirmed  beyond  the 
possibility  of  an  evasive  question.  Nei- 
ther will  we  lift  the  veil  that  piety  and 
modesty  would  draw  over  the  hidden  atro- 
cities of  this  diabolical  child-market  Blas- 
phemy and  indecency  may,  they  do  abound, 
turning  every  mill  into  a  pandemonium ; 
but  it  is  not  needful  to  sully  our  pages 
with  either.  We  will  exhibit  the  tree,  we 
will  analyze  the  soil  where  it  grows,  the 
elements  that  nourish,  the  hands  that  cul- 
ture it,  and  the  fruit  which  it  ultimately 
produces ;  but  the  secret  circulation  of  its 
poisonous  sap  we  will  not  so  bare  as  to 
contaminate  the  mind  of  a  youthful  reader, 
or  to  harrow  up  the  soul  of  any  one.  Let 
the  pestilence  preserve  the  cloud  of  dark- 
ness in  which  it  walks ;  we  only  desire  to 
show  the  withered  remains  of  its  poor 
blighted  victims. 

The  group  that  entered  Mrs.  Wright's 
dwelling  and  whom  their  mother's  instinct- 
ive movement  had  partially  screened  from 
view  while  she  uttered  her  deprecating  re- 
mark, quickly  drew  round  the  table,  and 
commenced  an  eager  attack  on  the  provis- 
ions before  them.  It  consisted  of  three 
children,  a  girl  and  two  boys,  at  whose 
ages  it  was  impossible  to  guess  with  any 
hope  of  accuracy.  Little  difference  ap- 
peared in  their  height  as  they  sat,  the  tall- 
est not  exceeding  that  of  Mary  Green ;  but 
the  stoop  of  his  projecting  head,  the  reti- 
ring curve  of  his  chest,  and  the  dispropor- 
tionate length  of  his  arms,  betrayed  a  de- 
ficiency or  a  perversion  of  natural  growth, 


which  was  farther  confirmed  by  the  very 
settled  expression  of  a  countenance  by  no 
means  prepossessing.  Next  to  him,  in 
stature  and  in  place,  sat  a  comparatively 
stout  and  straight  little  fellow,  but  with  an 
aspect  so  vaceuit  so  stupified,  that  he 
seemed  to  be  under  the  influence  of  a 
powerful  narcotic.  The  third  was  the 
spectre  of  a  very  pretty  girl,  whose  naked 
arms  resembled  ivory  wands  rather  than 
limbs  of  natural  flesh  and  blood,  while  her 
hair,  black  as  the  raven's  wing,  thin  as  the 
gossamer  thread,  thrown  back  from  her 
temples,  and  falling,  or  rather  floating 
do\i(n  to  her  very  narrow  shoulders,  set  off 
the  deadly  white  of  her  complexion  with 
such  efiect  that  she  seemed  like  one  in 
whose  veins  the  current  of  life  had  already 
ceased  to  circulate.  The  eyes,  generally 
downcast,  were  shaded  by  deep,  silken 
lashes ;  but  when  raised,  the  broad,  un- 
flinching stare  of  the  girl  was  oppressive. 
Helen,  who,  sitting  opposite,  had  fixed  a 
look  of  interest  on  her,  encountered  one  of 
these  sudden  gazes,  and  shrank  before  it, 
with  an  undefined  sensation  of  alarm. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Wright  sustained  a 
voluble  part  plying  her  mother  with  ques- 
tions, and  interrupting  her  answers  with 
much  irrelevant  matter.  At  length  the 
old  lady  seized  an  interval  to  ask,  "  Where 
is  Phoebe,  your  eldest  ?" 

"There,"  replied  her  daughter,  point- 
ing to  the  dark-haired  girl,  "  that's  Phcebe." 

"  I — ,  I  believe  I  have  made  a  mistake  j 
it  was  Sarah  I  meant  to  inquire  for." 

"  She  is  not  at  home  just  now,"  said 
Mrs.  Wright,  colouring  a  little,  "  you  will 
see  her  by  and  by  j"  then  added,  "  this  is 
Charles,  and  the  little  one  is  John." 

"  And  the  other  three  ?"  Mrs.  Wright 
shook  her  head,  and  liAed  the  comer  of 
her  apron  to  her  eyes;  while  Charles 
with  a  shrug,  said  abruptly,  "All  gone, 
grandmother ;  dead  all  five  of  them  ;  and 
a  happy  deliverance  it  was." 

"Heaven  is  better  than  earth,"  ejaon- 
lated  the  mother,  raising  her  eyes. 

"  A  glance  that  passed  between  Charles 
and  Phoebe  at  these  words,  a  suppressed 
grin  on  the  face  of  the  former,  and  a  side- 
long look  of  scorn  from  his  sister,  excited 
the  astonishment  of  their  cousins,  and 
increased  Helen's  uneasiness.  The  widfow 
did  not  perceive  it :  she  was  painfully  re- 
calling some  statements  in  her  di'  ighter's 


60 


^£L£N  FLEETWOOD. 


letters  now  clearly  shown  to  have  been 
wilfully  false.  Wright's  entrance  proved 
a  seasonable  interruption,  and  his  cordial 
greeting  a  contrast  to  the  heartless  scene. 

"My  good  motlier,"  he  said,  affection- 
ately saluting  her,  "it  is  many  a  long 
year  since  we  met,  and  bravely  you  seem  to 
have  weathered  it  Young  people,  you  are 
kindly  welcome  all.  Why,  so  many  rosy 
cheeks  are  like  a  flower-show  in  the  town 
of  M.*'  He  passed  his  eye  from  them  to 
his  own  children,  and  compressing  his 
lips,  as  if  to  stifle  a  sigh,  sat  down. 

By  this  time,  Johnny's  evident  drowsi- 
ness had  so  increased,  that  his  head  fell 
upon  his  brother's  shoulder,  who,  with  a 
rough  push,  sent  it  back  against  Phoebe : 
her  shrill  scolding  exclamation  half  waked 
the  poor  boy,  and  with  an  unintelligible 
mutter  he  rose  to  stagger  towards  a  press- 
bed,  turned  up  against  the  wall.  His  mo- 
ther loudly  called  on  liim  to  return;  but  the 
father,  saying,  "  Poor  fellow,  let  him  rest  a 
while,"  rose  and  let  down  tlie  untidy  couch, 
on  which  he  instantly  flung  liimself. 

"Is  he  ill?"  asked  James,  in  a  half 
whisper. 

"  Not  he,"  replied  Charles ;  "  'tis  sel- 
dom he  keeps  awake  so  long."  He  rose 
as  he  spoke,  or  rather  stood ;  for  no  per- 
ceptible difference  was  made  in  his  height 
by  the  change  of  position,  owing  to  the  cur- 
vature of  his  legs.  The  deformity  was 
striking,  and  the  irregular  shuffle  with 
wliich  he  crossed  the  room  painful  to  wit- 
ness. The  widow  averted  her  eyes,  and 
hastily  inquired  of  Wright  whether  he 

knew  the  cotton  mill  of  tlie  Messrs.  Z . 

"  Of  course  I  do,  for  my  children  work 
there,  but " 

"Never  mind  his  buts,  mother,"  inter- 
rupted the  wife,  "  he  is  famous  for  them." 

"  I  have  a  letter  of  recommendation  to 
that  firm,"  resumed  Mrs.  Green ;  "  and  to- 
morrow I  wished  to  deliver  it,  as  Mr. 
Stratton  charged  me  to  avoid  delay ;  yet 
I  should  like  to  make  a  few  inquiries  be- 
forehand." In  fact,  the  discovery  of  her 
other  grandchildren  being  employed  in  it 
was  the  reverse  of  an  inducement  to  place 
their  cousins  tliere. 

"Take  my  advice,"  said  Wright,  "if 
you  have  a  good  word  spoken  for  you  to 
any  mill-owner,  act  upon  it  You'll  soon 
learn  the  value  of  a  friend  at  the  head." 


The  widow  could  not  but  acquiesce  in 
this ;  and  when  the  family  party  broke  up, 
with  a  prayerless,  cold  good  night,  she  in 
their  own  apartment  commended  her  little 
flock  to  the  covenanted  mercies  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus,  and  soon  saw  the  three 
younger  ones  in  a  sound  sleep.  Helen, 
however,  had  never  felt  more  wakeful; 
anxious  thoughts  were  crowding  on  her 
mind.  W^hen  all  was  hushed  save  the 
brawling  voices  and  rattling  wheels  tliat 
seemed  interminably  to  distract  the  streets, 
she  gave  utterance  to  her  feelings. 

"Granny,  this  place  is  very  different 
from  the  quiet  home  we  have  left ;  and  the 
people  we  saw  on  our  way  are  very  dif- 
ferent, too,  from  our  old  neighbours.  What 
a  comfort  it  is  to  know  that  the  best  friend 
of  all  is  with  us  here  as  much  as  in  our 
own  home,  though  we  cannot  see  Him !" 

"  A  comfort  indeed,  dear  child :  and  we 
shall  need  it  more  and  more  to  uphold  us 
now.  I  fear  we  have  a  thorny  path  before 
us!" 

"  Never  mind  that,  so  long  as  it  is  the 
right  path ;  you  know  who  has  said,  ^  The 
way-faring  men,  though  fools,  shall  not  err 
therein.' " 

"  And  how  are  we  to  know,  Helen,  that 
we  are  in  the  right  path  1" 

"  I  think,  Granny,  while  we  are  striving 
to  do  our  duty  in  that  state  of  life  into 
which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call  us,  and 
are  looking  to  him  for  help  and  strength, 
and  trying  to  confess  tlie  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
before  men,  both  with  our  lips  and  in  our 
lives,  that  we  may  hope  we  are  not  out  of 
the  good  way." 

"  And  do  you  think,  Helen,  you  shall  be 
able  to  do  this,  if  you  get  among  bad  peo- 
ple who  try  to  tempt  you  to  wickedness ; 
and  to  laugh  you  out  of  your  religion?" 

"  Indeed  I  don't  know :  tliere  is  nothing 
good  in  me,  and  I  seem  to  tremble  when  I 
look  forward.  Now,  Granny,  will  you 
pray  with  me,  that  the  Lord  God  may  be 
to  us,  as  He  has  promised  to  be  to  his  peo- 
ple, a  Father  of  tlie  fatherless,  and  a  Hus- 
band to  the  widow  ?" 

The  prayer  was  immediately  offered, 
amid  many  tears  and  sighs ;  for  both  were 
oppressed  witli  a  weight  that  they  knew 
not  how  to  sustain,  except  by  casting  the 
burden  on  the  Lord. 

When  they  rose,  the  poa  old  woman 
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tenderly  embraced  her  orphan  charge,  and 
blessed  her  for  leading  her  to  that  most 
comforting  refuge.    Helen  answered, 

"  The  truth  is,  dear  Granny,  I  have  al- 
ways thought  more  than  I  spoke ;  but  now 
I  see  ^'ou  are  likely  to  have  many  difficul- 
ties and  few  helps,  I  desire  to  be,  after  my 
poor  fashion,  more  useful  to  you;  and  I 
want  to  get  over  my  unwillingness  to  speak 
out  Oh,  my  mother,"  she  added,  with 
a  fresh  burst  of  tears,  "  I  fear  we  are  come 
to  a  bad  place,  and  these  poor  little  lambs'' 
she  could  not  go  on. 

^  Tell  me,  what  have  you  seen  or  heard 
to  cause  such  alarm  ?" 

"  Not  much ;  but  two  or  three  things 
passed  that  distressed  me.  Phcebe,  who 
is,  as  you  first  thought,  the  eldest,  and  two 
years  older  than  me.  though  she  is  so 
little,  said  that  Mary  might  be  passed,  with 
the  doctor's  help,  for  thirteen,  and  Willy 
for  more  than  nine,  and  so  get  higher 
wages.  When  I  told  her  it  would  be  an 
untruth  to  say  they  were  more  tlian  eleven 
and  eight,  she  and  her  brother  made  quite 
a  mock  of  me,  saying  nobody  minded  such 
nonsense  here;  and  then  they  told  me 
some  cases  of  such  wicked  deceit,  that  it 
frightened  me  to  hear  of  them.  They 
laughed  tlie  more  at  me;  and  said  you 
would  soon  learn,  like  others,  to  make  the 
best  bargain  you  could  of  the  children." 

"What  else,  Helen?"  exclaimed  the 
widow,  who  saw  she  hesitated  here.  "  Tell 
me  all,  my  child ;  for  it  is  of  great  impor- 
tance 1  should  know  it  now." 

"I  thought  so,  Granny:  or  I  would 
never  have  been  a  tell-tale,  to  grieve  you, 
and  to  expose  these  poor  young  people. 
They  informed  me  that  their  sister  Sarah, 
whom  you  were  asking  for,  was  made  as 
they  said,  too  good  a  bargain  of;  and  that 
from  early  over-work  in  the  mill,  bad  treat- 
ment, and  other  injuries — they  did  not  say 
what — she  is  such  an  object  that  her  mo- 
ther kept  her  out  of  our  sight  She  is  up 
stairs  in  a  little  lofl,  not  likely  to  live  long. 
All  the  others  died  of  early  consumption." 

The  widow  was  petrified  at  a  tale  which, 
in  addition  to  its  other  horrors,  proved  her 
daughter  to  have  been  guilty  of  the  most 
systematic  falsehood.    Helen  resumed  : 

"From  all  they  said,  I  feared  it  was 
likely  you  might  be  deceived  into  making 
some  agreement  that  you  would  afler- 
wards  be  sorry  for :  therefore  I  tell  you 


now.  I  think.  Granny,  you  had  better 
take  us  to  the  gentleman  you  have  the  let- 
ter to,  ratlier  than  a  stranger."  Then, 
seeing  the  deep  grief  and  alarm  depicted 
on  her  friend's  countenance,  she  added. 
"  You  know,  all  Christ's  people  must  bear 
a  cross ;  and  really  we  have  had  none  to 
bear,  we  have  been  so  happy  and  pros- 
perous. So  it  is  reasonable  to  expect  it 
now.  Besides,  is  it  not  a  mercy  to  be  fore- 
warned ?" 

Again  the  poor  widow  thanked  her 
young  counseller;  who,  smiling  through 
tears,  said,  "  I  have  o(\en  prayed  that  your 
kindness  to  me,  a  friendless  child,  might 
be  like  bread  cast  on  tlie  waters  to  be 
found  again  after  many  days ;  but  as  yet 
I  have  done  nothing  for  you,  my  own  dear 
Granny." 

They  went  to  rest;  and  at  an  hour 
much  earlier  than  even  tlieir  usual  habits 
had  accustomed  them  to  awake  at,  they 
were  startled  from  repose  by  the  ringing 
of  a  large  bell,  followed  by  tlie  shrill  tones 
of  Mrs.  Wright  in  the  adjoining  room, 
calling  on  her  children  to  "  get  up  and  be 
oflf."  It  evidently  required  some  rough 
persuasion  to  divorce  Johnny  from  his  bed ; 
and  a  blow,  followed  by  an  angry  cry, 
was  heard.  After  the  lapse  of  a  very  few 
minutes,  the  door  slammed  afYcr  the  de- 
parting trio,  who  were  evidently  sent  forth 
fasting.  As  for  any  morning  devotion,  it 
was  but  too  plain  that  such  a  thing  was 
wholly  incompatible  with  the  habits  and 
feelings  of  the  family.  In  one  point  of 
view,  this  rather  calmed  the  widow's 
rising  apprehensions ;  she  knew  that 
wherever  the  tree  is  evil  the  fruit  must  be 
so  too ;  and  she  strove  to  persuade  herself 
that  what  this  household  were  in  the  town 

of  M they  would  have  been  in   her 

own  peaceful  villiage,  or  in  any  other 
place.  Resolving,  therefore,  to  be  so 
guarded  in  her  proceedings  as  to  avoid 
any  trap  that  might  bo  laid,  she  strove  to 
picture  to  herself  a  scene  of  piety,  peace 
and  comfort,  when  her  dear  children  were 
once  finally  engaged  in  the  work  which 
she  resolved  should  be  rather  below  than 
above  their  years  and  capabilities.  Mr. 
Stratton's  letter  was  her  sheet  anchor ;  for 
even  if  he  did  wish  to  separate  them  from 
the  parish  it  was  manifestly  his  interest  to 
make  such  absence  agreeable  to  them; 
and  80  to  prevent  their  return.    Thus  she 
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reasoned  with  herself;  and  rose  with  a 
somewhat  lightened  spirit 

Not  60  Helen ;  she  had  a  presentiment 
of  evil,  as  it  seemed.  In  reality  it  was 
only  the  effect  of  her  natural  sagacity 
drawing  plain  conclusions  from  obvious 
premises.  *  The  boatmen  on  the  canal  had 
dropped  hints  of  which  all  that  she  had  yet 
seen  were  explanatory ;  the  aspect  of  the 
town  classes  where  she  had  passed  along, 
the  demeanour  of  Mrs.  Wright,  tlie  ap- 
pearance, manncrrand  communications  of 
her  elder  children,  with  what  she  had  over- 
heard of  the  rousing  scene  that  morning, 
all  combined  with  her  deep  mistrust  of 
Mr.  Stratton,  and  the  cmxious  warnings  of 
the  good  clergyman  to  prepare  her  for  bit- 
ter trials.  Yet  it  was  not  for  herself  that 
Helen  trembled ;  her  fervent  love  for  the 
companions  of  her  childhood — the  tender- 
ness with  which  her  bosom  yearned  to- 
wards them  on  the  approach  of  even  the 
lightest  calamity,  and  the  consciousness  of 
their  truly  helpless  state  in  the  midst  of  a 
callous  population  where  they  had  not  one 
friend — for  she  could  not  concede  that  sa- 
cred title  to  their  new-found  relations — all 
led  her  to  an  utter  oblivion  of  self  in  the 
matter,  and  added  poignancy  to  her  fears 
for  them. 

It  was  Saturday;  and  Mrs.  Wright,  in 
expatiating  on  the  advantages  of  begin- 
ning work  on  Monday  morning,  dropped  a 
few  hints  that  convinced  her  mother  she 
would  feel  a  satisfaction  in  seeing  them 
settled  in  another  abode.  Desirous  of 
choosing  one  within  an  easy  distance  of 
the  mill  where  the  children  would  be  em- 
ployed she  could  not  delay  her  applica- 
tion ;  and  eleven  o'clock  saw  her,  accom- 
panied by  her  neat  and  healthy  young 
party,  making  the  best  of  their  way  to  the 
counting  house  of  the  Messrs.  Z.  A  per- 
son officiating  as  clerk  at  a  high  desk, 
scarcely  deigned  any  notice  of  the  respect- 
ful salutation  of  tlie  visiter,  but  continued 
writing,  until,  a  little  hurt  at  his  discour- 
tesy, the  old  lady  drew  forth  her  letter, 
which  was  endorsed  Private^  requesting 
to  know  whether  he  was  the  gentleman 
there  addressed.  The  clerk  took  it  in 
silence,  surveyed,  squeezed,  and  examined 
it ;  then,  slowly  rising,  tapped  at  a  door, 
and  handed  the  epistle  to  some  one  within. 

Afler  a  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  a  gentle- 


man of  fashionable  appearance  issued 
from  the  inner  room;  and  afler  contem- 
plating the  group,  asked,  "Well,  good 
woman  are  you  the  person  mentioned  by 
Mr.  Stratton  in  this  letter?" 

"  I  am,  sir ;  I  am  Mary  Green  from  L." 

"And  tliese  are  your  grandchildren?" 

"  Three  of  them,  sir :  and  tlie  other  is 
also  under  my  care." 

"Mr.  Stratton,"  said  Mr.  Z.  "has  re- 
quested me  to  provide  work  for  them ;  I 
believe  I  csui  do  it  Here,  Abel,  write  a 
note  to  M.,  and  mind  this."  He  pointed 
out  a  passage  in  the  letter,  at  which  the 
clerk  gave  a  knowing  smile,  and  proceeded 
to  pen  a  few  lines  which  he  folded  and 
sealed. 

While  this  was  being  done,  the  widow 
respectfully  informed  Mr.  Z.  that  high 
wages  was  not  so  much  their  object,  as 
work  proportioned  to  their  strength,  and 
sufficient  intervals  for  instruction  and  pro- 
per relaxation:  but  he  interrupted  her, 
without  taking  his  eyes  from  the  newspa- 
per which  he  was  reading,  "  All  that,  my 
good  woman,  you  must  settle  with  my 
agent:  I  have  nothing  farther  to  do  in  the 
matter."  And  he  returned  to  his  apart- 
ment 

The  agent  was  in  another  building,  and 
busily  employed  in  making  out  a  numbei 
of  returns.  As  he  snatched  the  note 
which  she  tendered,  the  widow  thought 
she  had  never  seen  a  less  prepossessing 
countenance :  but  she  retracted  her  hasty 
judgment,  when  on  glancing  his  eye  over 
its  contents,  Mr.  M.  closed  the  large 
volume  before  him,  and  leaning  his  arms 
upon  it,  bent  forvirard  witli  a  complacent 
smile,  inviting  her  to  be  seated  on  a  neigh- 
bouring chair,  while  the  young  people 
were  directed  to  occupy  a  bench  near  the 
wall. 

"  So  Mrs.  Green,  it  appears  you  have 
tho  good  luck  to  come  well  recommended 
to  our  principal,  Mr.  Z. 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  he  referred  me  to  you." 

**  A  nice  party  of  young  hands ;  let's 
see,  what  are  their  ages?  but  no,  we'll 
say  nothing  of  that  just  yet  Of  course, 
you  will  make  a  long  agreement,  having 
such  an  advantage  at  entering." 

"  No  sir ;  I  wish  to  make  the  agreement 
for  a  short  time  on  trial." 

"  Trial !  Pho — be  advised  by  me  j  don't 
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drive  away  good  fortune  when  it  comes  to 
your  door.  Enter  them  for  a  couple  of 
yeara  at  least" 

•  Oh  no,"  exclaimed  the  widow,  who 
was  firmly  resolved  to  do  nothing  rashly, 
**  I  must  at  present  only  engage  them  by 
the  week ;  but  if  all  turns  out  as  I  hope, 
we  can  then  agree  for  a  longer  period." 

"  You  are  quite  wrong :  however  waiv- 
ing that  point,  till  we  see  to  others — let 
me  tell  you  the  scale  of  wages.  With  the 
ages  you  and  I  have  nothing  to  do— the 
doctor  settles  that,  and  these  children  are 
so  well-grown  that  he  is  not  likely  to  un- 
der-rate  them.  In  fact  some  people  are  so 
naughty  as  to  mislead  the  doctor,  by  let- 
ting him  think  the  youngsters  are  as  old 
as  they  look,  not  what  the  parish  registers 
make  them :  and  as  we  can't  get  at  the 
registers,  they  have  it  all  their  own  way, 
you  know." 

"I  should  be  sorry  to  act  such  a  part, 
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sir. 

"  Of  course,  of  course :  they  are,  as  I 
said,  naughty  people ;  but  they  reconcile 
it  to  their  consciences  by  arguing  that  it  is 
the  actual  strength,  not  the  actual  age  of 
a  person  which  fits  him  for  labour;  and 
that  if  a  child  at  eleven  years  old  has  tlie 
substance  and  muscle  of  thirteen,  it  is  per- 
fectly fair  to  rate  him  accordingly,  and  to 
let  him  earn  the  wages  of  thirteen,  which 
are  far  better.  So  you  see  the  people 
know  how  to  beguile  us." 

"And  if  they  did  not,"  thought  the 
widow,  "  you  are  ready  enough  to  teach 
them  the  way  of  deceiving."  She  then 
asked  where  she  should  find  the  doctor. 

"  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  dropped  in 
about  this  time,"  replied  her  new  friend. 
"  We  may  wait  a  few  minutes.  Mean- 
while m  tell  you  something  of  the  work." 
He  did  so :  and  a  very  favourable  account 
it  was,  particularly  the  circumstance  of  a 
new  provision  that  the  children  should  at- 
tend school  daily  during  the  week.  To 
all  her  proposed  stipulations  he  returned 
so  ready  and  smiling  an  assent,  with  re- 
gard to.  the  freedom  and  comfort  of  her 
children,  that  in  a  mind  less  willing  to 
judge  of  others  by  its  own  artless  honesty 
some  suspicion  would  have  been  sug- 
gested. The  good  widow,  however,  at- 
tributed it  all  to  the  kind  word  of  Mr. 
Stratton,  considering  his  letter  a  sufficient 


ground  for  the  unusual  attention  paid  to 
her  wishes. 

And  so  it  was :  for  Mr.  Stratton  had 
made  over  this  helpless  but  active  and  in- 
dustrious family  to  those  who  were,  in  re- 
turn, so  effectually  to  lime  tliem,  as  to  pre- 
clude the  possibility  of  their  becoming  bur- 
dens on  the  parish  of  L.,  and  had,  at  the 
same  time,  instructed  his  friends  by  a  few 
pitliy  hints  how  to  bait  the  trap  that  was 
to  enclose  the  victims  within  its  iron  fence. 


CHAPTER  V. 

ENTRANCE   UPON    PACTORY-UFE. 

The  persons  with  whom  our  agent  had 
principally  had  to  do,  in  reference  to  the 
youth! ul  candidates  for  mill-labour,  were 
too  generally  reducible  under  two  heads — 
those  who  knew  little  or  nothing  of  the 
legalized  regulations,  and  those  who  were 
well  disposed  to  evade  them.  To  the  lat- 
ter class  tlie  widow  Green  evidently  did 
not  belong:  to  the  former  she  probably 
did.  In  fact,  the  good  woman  was  totally 
ignorant  on  ilie  subject,  and  had  it  not 
been  for  the  warning  communicated  by 
Helen,  she  would  have  come  altogether 
unprepared.  Vague,  however,  as  that 
warning  was,  it  induced  her  to  put  into 
her  pocket-book  certificates  of  the  chil- 
dren's baptism  and  age,  furnished  by  Mr. 
Barlow,  and  with  the  imparted  wisdom 
which  is  not  only  pure  but  peaceable,  she 
placed  them  in  the  surgeon's  hands  before 
any  thing  could  be  said.  He  regarded 
her  with  a  look  of  kindness,  not  unmixed 
with  pity,  when  she  announced  herself  as 
the  only  surviving  friend  of  the  orphan 
party  before  him. 

"  Helen  Fleetwood,"  read  the  surgeon, 
as  he  opened  the  first  paper,  "  born  so  and 
so :  then,  my  girl,  you  are  now  past  six- 
teen?" 

"  Stop,  stop,"  cried  Mr.  M.,  "  we  have 
notliing  to  do  with  certificates.  The  ordi- 
nary strength  and  appearance,  doctor,  is 
the  rule." 

"  We  may  also  be  informed  of  the  age." 

"  Well,  well,  there  will  be  no  difficulty 
in  that.    The  two  next  are  unquestionably 
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both  thirteen  and  over ;  the  youngest  nine ; 
therefore— 
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"  No,  sir,"  interrupted  the  widow ;  "  the 
little  girl  is  not  even  twelve ;  nor  this  boy 
much  more  than  eighL" 

"Then  why  did  you  bring  him  here, 
good  woman  ?  You  of  course  know  that 
children  are  not  admissible  to  our  mills 
under  nine  years.  The  fact  is,  that  little 
fellow  wants  but  a  few  days  or  so  of  the 
requisite  age  ;•  and  having  the  strength 
and  appearance  fully,  you  would  not  con- 
demn him  to  idleness  and  vice,  for  the 
mere  formality  of  the  thing :  come,  doc- 
tor, fill  the  certificate." 

"Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  the  widow, 
modestly  but  firmly,  "  I  cannot  wrong  this 
gentleman,  by  allowing  him  to  certify 
what  I  know  to  be  untrue.  There  is  the 
parish  register ;  you  will  see  the  child  is 
only  eight  years  and  a  half." 

"  Then  he  must  stand  aside,"  said  the 
surgeon,  w^hile  Mr.  M .  wrecked  the  nib  of 
a  pen  upon  his  thumb-nail,  with  looks  of 
evident  vexation. 

"  Now  for  you,  my  lad.  Past  thirteen, 
I  suppose  ?" 

«  Yes,  sir." 

The  surgeen  mused  for  a  minute.  He 
had  looked  in  the  boy's  pale  face,  felt  his 
slender  arm,  and  almost  transparent  fingers. 
Something  appeared  struggling  in  his 
bosom ;  and  with  a  sudden  look  full  at  the 
agent  he  said,  *•  I  cannot  certify." 

"  Not  certify !  doctor,  I  have  seen  you 
pass  many  far  younger,  and  quite  as 
weakly,  without  deducting  any  thing  on 
that  score." 

"Very  probably  you  have,  Mr,  M.; 
nevertheless,  I  cannot  in  tlie  present  case 
agree  to  do  it  His  sister  has  more  the 
appearance,  and  the  reality,  too,  of  the 
average  strength  than  he  has.  I  could 
conscientiously  enter  her  in  his  stead." 

"You  are  quite  right;"  exclaimed  the 
agent,  "  let  it  be  so ,  and  the  exchange  will 
be  an  advantage  to  all  parties." 

The  widow  said  nothing,  but  presented 
again  the  open  certificate  of  Mary's  actual 
age  to  the  surgeon,  who,  half  smiling, 
proceeded  to  fill  up  the  forms  that  left 
both  her  and  her  brother  under  the  nomi- 
nal protection  afibrded  to  children ;  for 
the  legislature,  by  its  latest  act  on  the 
subject,  recognizes  as  young  men  and 
women    all    who  have  completed  their 


thirteenth  year,  and  assigns  to  them  the 
labour  suited  to  adults  ! 

The  surgeon  was  bowed  out  by  Mr.  M. ; 
who  proceeded  with  no  very  gracious 
looks  to  make  the  entries.  Meanwhile  the 
widow's  heart  smote  her  with  painful 
self-reproach.  She  regarded  the  sickly 
boy  as  wholly  unfit  for  even  tlie  light  tasks 
that  she  had  been  assured  would  be  as- 
signed to  him ;  and  resolving  to  make  any 
personal  effort  or  sacrifice,  rather  than 
injure  him,  she  requested  the  agent  to 
postpone  the  insertion  of  his  name  for  a 
while. 

"Nonsense,  nonsense,  my  good  lady. 
He  will  be  rated  at  nine  years  old,  and 
worked  accordingly ;  and  paid  according- 
ly, too,  thanks  to  your  register  and  the 
doctor's  conscience,"  he  added  with  a 
sneering  laugh. 

But  she  still  objected.  In  vain  did  the 
gendeman  remonstrate,  and  in  vain  did 
he  argue,  except  that  the  boy  himself  be- 
came anxious  to  undertake  what  was 
represented  as  being  rather  a  pastime 
than  a  task.  The  widow  remained  inflexi- 
ble ;  and  the  agent,  after  entering  Helen 
and  Mary,  closed  the  book  with  an  air  of 
displeasure ;  then  sternly  told  them  to  be 
at  their  posts  by  six  o'clock  on  the  Monday 
morning.  He  refused  to  listen  to  Mrs. 
Green's  queries  as  to  the  nature  and  du- 
ration of  their  employment,  which  he  said 
she  might  make  out  among  her  acquaint- 
ance, adding  that  they  need  not  stay  there 
any  longer.  With  a  glow  on  her  aged 
cheek,  the  widow  led  her  companions  to 
the  door,  secretly  congratulating  herself 
that  she  had  not  been  beguiled  into  a 
more  permanent  engagement  for  the  two 
girls. 

When  Mrs.  Wright  heard  that  not  only 
Willy  but  James  was  exempted  from  the 
agreement,  she  lacked  words  to  express 
her  astonishment  and  regret 

"  To  be  sure,  this  boy's  cheeks  are  not 
so  red  as  the  others,  and  he  isn't  so  over- 
grown as  Mary ;  but  if  all  that  are  not 
stronger  and  stouter  than  he  were  taken 
from  work,  a  precious  town  oC  young 
idlers  it  would  be,  and  tlie  mills  might 
stop  at  once." 

"I  don't  wish  to  be  an  idler,  aunt,"  said 
the  boy,  colouring. 

"  More  shame  for  you  if  you  did,  and 
your  grand-mothex  that  has  tended  you 
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all  your  life  long  to  have  you  thrown  on 
her  hands  now,  when  she  ought  to  he 
supported  by  you." 

The  boy  burst  into  tears.  "Granny," 
said  he,  **  I  will  work,  and  nobody  shall 
hinder  me." 

"  Be  quiet,  niy  dear  child,"  replied  the 
widow,  soothingly;  then  turning  to  her 
daughter,  she  said,  with  considerable  ear- 
nestness, "  Sally,  I  shall  be  always  glad 
to  talk  over  your  family  concerns  with  you 
at  proper  times,  and  to  have  your  advice ; 
but  I  must  not  be  dictated  to  in  what  con- 
cerns these  children ;  particularly  in  their 
presence." 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure  ?"  said  the  other,  as  she 
violently  swung  a  pot  from  over  the  fire ; 
"William's  children  must  be  gentlefolks 
anywhere ;  and  their  poor  relations,  that 
live  by  the  hard  labour  of  themselves  and 
their  little  ones,  may  be  proud  of  the  hon- 
our of  serving  them. 

This  unfeeling  reproach  sank  deep  into 
the  hearts  it  was  intended  to  wound ;  but 
no  reply  was  given.  After  a  short  pause 
the  widow  inquired  about  the  schools,  and 
was  sullenly  informed  that  there  were 
plenty,  from  among  which  she  could  make 
her  choice. 

"  And  the  Sunday  school  ?" 

"  Wright  can  tell  you  about  that ;  but 
it's  little  use,  for  they  will  be  too  tired  to 
go  there." 

*•  I'm  not  tired  a  bit,"  said  Mary, 

"  Tell  me  that  this  day  fortnight,"  re- 
torted her  aunt,  with  a  significant  look. 

Dinner  being  dispatched,  the  widow  an- 
nounced her  intention  of  seeking  a  lodging 
to  which  they  might  remove  on  the  Mon- 
day :  Mrs.  Wright  offered  some  faint  op- 
position, protesting  they  were  quite  wel- 
come to  ^e  best  she  had  to  give :  but  her 
mother  pleaded  the  advantage  of  settling 
at  once ;  and  having  been  told  where  to 
look  for  a  respectable  abode,  she  again 
sallied  forth  with  her  little  band. 

It  was  market-day;  but  the  busiest 
hours  of  traffic  being  past,  the  country 
people  were  leaving  the  town,  and  our 
villagers  had  opportunity  to  contemplate 
the  lower  orders  of  the  inhabitants  now 
perambulating  the  streets,  to  pick  up  at 
reduced  prices  the  refuse  of  the  market 
and  shops.  Great  as  was  the  contrast  be- 
tween the  dense  smoky  atmosphere  of 
these  narrow,  gloomy,  filthy  streets,  and 
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the  pure  sea-brteze  of  their  own  sweet 
native  villiage,  it  was  less  painful  than 
that  which  marked  the  population.  Health, 
cleanliness,  and  good  humour  seemed  al- 
most equally  banished  from  among  them. 
Of  bold,  noisy  mirth,  drunken  songs,  and 
rude,  coarse  jesting  there  was  indeed  no 
scarcity :  the  poor  strangers  often  shrank 
back  in  terror  from  the  sounds  they  heard 
and  the  sights  they  beheld,  but  not  even 
little  Willy  wets  tempted  to  smile  by  any- 
thing about  him.  Groups  of  children  there 
were,  and  far  more  numerous  than  might 
have  been  expected,  considering  the  fac- 
tories were  all  full ;  but  they  seemed  nearly 
divisible  into  two  classes — incorrigible, 
reckless  idlers,  and  poor,  enervated  sickly 
objects,  who  had  crawled  forth  from  the 
surrounding  abodes  of  poverty  to  mingle 
with  them.  Still  hoping  to  reach  a  quar- 
ter where  beer-houses  and  gin-shops 
should  be  fewer,  and  comparative  respec- 
tability more  apparent,  the  widow  passed 
on ;  but  she  found  herself  receding  too  far 
from  the  mill  of  the  Messrs.  Z.,  and  the 
day  fast  closing  too.  She  therefbre  fixed 
upon  a  small  tenement,  the  occupier  of 
which  was  a  decent  old  man,  who  offered 
the  accommodation  of  two  apartments,  such 
as  she  required;  and  having  exchanged 
references,  she  secured  the  rooms  for  a 
week ;  resolving  to  make  no  more  perma- 
ment  engagement  without  sufficient  dehb- 
eration.  Alas !  the  poor  widow  httle  knew 
how  total  a  sacrifice  of  her  independence 
she  had  already  made. 

It  was  now  getting  late;  the  street- 
lamps  were  lighted,  and  before  they  set 
out  on  their  return,  the  factories  had 
poured  forth  their  thousands  of  labourers, 
from  the  puny  infant  of  six  or  seven 
years,  to  the  grey-headed  man  whose 
broken-down  aspect  proclaimed  him  as 
unfit  for  toil  as  they.  It  was  a  spectacle 
of  interest  and  wonder  to  the  young 
Greens  to  behold  such  a  rush  of  children 
coming  from  or  hastening  towards  every 
point  of  tlie  compass.  Some  shouting  as 
they  bounded  along,  in  mischief  or  in  sport 
pushing  their  quieter  companions  from  the 
path,  but  the  greater  number  evidendy 
feeble  from  exhaustion,  jaded  and  ill-tem- 
pered, and  frequently  resenting,  in  expres- 
sions of  fearful  impiety,  the  annoyances  of 
their  more  lively  comrades.  The  widow 
shuddered  as  thiis  occurred  within  }Kft 
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hearing,  but  still  more  were  lier  feelings 
harrowed,  when  an  involuntary  pressure 
of  her  arm,  which  rested  in  Helen's,  in- 
duced her  to  follow  the  direction  of  the 
girl's  agitated  look,  and  she  beheld  several 
mere  children  emerging  from  the  doors  of 
a  gin-shop,  flushed  with  the  liquid  flame 
which  they  had  been  swallowing.  She 
hurried  her  young  party  onwards :  secretly 
resolving  tliat  unattended  they  should 
never  stir  through  those  polluting  scenes ; 
and  clung  to  the  arm  of  her  sympathizing 
supporter,  with  sensations  of  mingled 
thankfulness,  pity,  and  self-reproach;  for 
Helen,  to  whom  alone  she  now  looked  for 
solace  and  for  aid,  was  of  years  so  tender, 
of  mind  so  innocent,  and  disposition  so  re- 
tiring, that  she  needed  for  herself  the  guar- 
dianship that  others  must  seek  at  her 
hands. 

Bewildered  and  heart-sickened,  she 
reached  her  daughter's  abode ;  and,  on 
entering,  heard  a  faint,  querulous  voice, 
exclaiming,  "  Haven't  I  sufiered  enough, 
without  being  turned  out  of  your  company 
for  my  misfortunes  ?" 

"  Let  her  stay,  mother,"  added  Charles ; 
** they're  nailed  now  fast  enough;  and 
what  signifies  their  seeing  her  ?" 

Thus  prepared,  the  strangers  exhibited 
no  surprise  at  the  addition  made  to  the 
party  within.  The  girl  who  occupied  a 
low  chair  near  the  chimney-corner,  ap- 
peared to  be  naturally  much  taller  them 
Phoebe,  but  was  so  twisted  and  crooked 
that  she  scarcely  reached  her  height 
Every  feature  betokened  consumption  far 
Advanced;  and  her  large,  glassy  grey 
•e^ea  seemed  to  rove  about  in  quest  of 
«Nne  object  to  interest  them ;  while  an  ex- 
pression of  melancholy  discontent  showed 
how  vain  was  the  search.  A  large  shawl 
pinned  close  round  the  throat  fell  over  her 
shoulders  and  body;  and  she  was  evi- 
dently helpless  as  an  infant 

The  widow,  merely  asking,  "Is  this 
my  grand-daughter  Sarah?"  iiflprinted 
an  afliectionate  kiss  on  the  pale  cheek  that 
was  raised  to  receive  it;  and  the  girl's 
Aiini  smile  went  more  to  her  heart  than 
anything  she  had  yet  met  under  that  roof. 

*(  Grandmother,"  said  she,  "  I  am  quite 
glad  to  see  you:  are  those  my  cousins?" 
They  all  surrounoed  her  immediately,  and 
each  had  somethbg  kind  to  say.  Helen 
approached  last,  and  gently  telling  her 


that  though  not  a  cousin  she  hoped  she 
might  be  owned  as  a  friend,  saluted  the 
poor  girl,  who,  fixing  her  full  eyes  on  her 
face,  abruptly  said  "  I  like  you  very  much, 
Helen  Fleetwood." 

Mrs.  Wright  seemed  rather  puzzled  by 
this  scene :  she  understood  not  the  feeling 
a^\iikened  in  the  generous  minds  of  her 
guests  by  a  spectacle  that  she  expected 
would  have  excited  their  disgust;  for  it 
was  already  apparent  to  all,  that  poor 
Sarah  had  only  one  arm,  and  that  one  so 
contracted  to  be  nearly  useless ;  while  her 
feet  were  bent  in,  until  she  rested  on  the 
ankle-bones.  "  You  see,"  said  her  mother, 
"what  an  object  she  is.  The  arm  was 
lost  by  an  accident,  and  all  the  rest  came 
from  convulsions  and  fits." 

"Don't  be  frightened,"  said  Charles, 
who  saw  the  children  shrink  back  at  the 
last  words.  "  She  has  no  fits  now,  poor 
thing !"  and  he  looked  at  her  with  an  ex- 
pression of  tenderness  which  his  counte- 
nance had  hardly  seemed  capable  of  as- 
suming. 

When  Wright  came  in,  he  answered 
all  inquiries  respecting  the  Sunday  school 
nearly  to  the  widow's  satisfaction.  He 
said  the  teachers  were  chiefly  laken  from 
among  the  adult  working-people ;  and  that 
there  was  plenty  of  the  Bible.  Respect- 
ing the  day-schools,  he  told  her  that  the 
children  must  produce  every  Monday  a 
voucher  from  some  master  or  mistress  of 
having  attended  their  school  for  two  hours 
each  day  on  any  six  days  out  of  the  week ; 
but  he  added,  that  there  were  ways  of 
managing  that  without  being  over-puno- 
tual.  His  wife  interrupted  him :  "  Oh, 
you  need  not  talk  of  that ;  mother's  con- 
science is  too  particular.  Here  are  these 
two  boys  going  to  be  gentlemen  at  large, 
because  one  is  weakly  for  his  age,  and  tlie 
other  wants  a  few  weeks  of  being  nine!" 

"  You  won't  be  able  to  afford  that,  mo- 
ther," said  Wright,  shaking  his  head; 
"  you  must  get  the  little  fellow  into  a  silk- 
mill,  where  the  age  is  no  objection,  and 
the  hours  are  shorter." 

Both  the  boys  brightened  at  this,  and 
eagerly  looked  at  their  grandmother,  who 
observed,  "  We  shall  see  about  all  those 
thmgs  next  week  ;  to-morrow  is  a  day  of 
rest  both  for  body  and  mind.  Where  is 
your  place  of  worship  ?" 

"  Ourf>arish  church  is  three  streets  ofil" 
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When  they  retired  for  the  night,  Helen 
remarked  that  poor  Sarah  had  interested 
her  greatly ;  hut  that  ehe  Beeroed  to  have 
no  idea  of  religion,  which  she  thought 
very  strange ;  for  surely  if  the  clergyman 
was  at  all  hke  Mr.  Barlow,  he  would  visit 
and  instruct  one  so  afflicted,  and  with  a 
short  time  to  live.  '^  Alas,  my  child,"  said 
the  widow,  "  this  place  is  so  thickly  peo- 
pled, that  I  fear  the  clergy  cannot  visit 
half  their  people  unless  they  be  sent  for : 
and  from  what  I  have  seen  and  heard  in 
this  house,  such  visiters  would  scarcely  be 
over-welcome." 

"  The  boys  say  they  will  lie  in  bed  till 
noon  to-morrow,  and  then  go  play  in  some 
fields  near  the  town." 

*'Then,  Helen,  we  must  all  endeavour 
to  show  them  how  Christians  ought  to 
spend  the  Sabbath-day.  May  we  have 
grace  to  be  faithful !  It  is  not  easy  to  flesh 
and  blood,  when  placed  among  scomers, 
to  persevere,  even  outwardly,  in  a  right 
path ;  but  we  shall  receive  all  needful 
help  from  him  who  giveth  liberally  and 
upbraideth  not" 

They  did  beseech  that  help,  and  laid 
down  to  rest ;  but  many  were  the  thoughts 
that  kept  them  waking  that  night  Helen 
had  obtained  a  view  of  their  probable 
trials,  that  would  greatly  have  oppressed 
her  spirit,  had  not  the  powerful  interest 
awakened  in  her  mind  for  the  poor  dying 
Sarah  well  nigh  banished  everything  else. 
Taught  of  God  to  value  the  privileges 
that  his  mercy  had  bestowed  on  her  from 
infancy,  they  were  now  doubly  enhanced 
by  the  sad  spectacle  oi'  a  family,  nearly 
connected  with  those  to  whom  she  be- 
longed, evidently  destitute  of  even  the  de- 
sire to  know  the  Lord.  She  longed  to 
awaken  in  their  dark,  cold  minds  such  a 
desire ;  but  far  more  than  any  other  did 
the  mutilated  girl's  sad  ignorance  affect 
her;  and  many  a  plan  she  revolved  for 
Sarah's  spiritual  good,  ere  sleep  closed 
her  eyelids. 

The  widow  was  not  less  agitated  by  the 
^  same  theme;  but  her  anxieties  took  a 
much  wider  range.  In  all  that  most  dis- 
tressed her  as  appertaining  to  her  daugh- 
ter's children  she  read  a  fearful  tale  of 
peril  for  those  of  her  departed  son.  The 
evident  jealousy  of  the  former  forbade  her 
to  expect  help,  or  even  common  sympathy 
under  any  difficulty  that  she  might  en- 


counter in  a  strange  place ;  and  as  yet 
she  had  seen  nothing  that  wore  the  aspect 
of  benevolence — nothing  but  what  con- 
trasted strongly  wiih  the  deference  and 
respect  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed 
at  home.  Home !  she  dwelt  upon  the 
term  till  tears  bedewed  her  pillow,  as  all 
the  fond  recollections  connected  with  that 
magic  word  crowded  upon  her.  "  Yet," 
thought  she,  *'  it  is  far  better  thus  to  feel 
myself  a  pilgrim  and  a  sojourner.  It  was 
the  curse  of  Moab  to  be  settled  on  his  lees 
and  not  emptied  from  vessel  to  vessel,  and 
therefore  he  became  proud  and  presump- 
tuous. It  matters  htde  where  or  how  the 
remnant  of  my  days  is  spent ;  but  these 
poor  helpless  ones — ^who  will  care  for 
them  as  I  have  done  ?"  The  promise  was 
brought  to  mind,  "  As  one  whom  his  mo- 
ther comforteth,  so  will  I  comfort  him." 
The  widow  prayed,  and  slept 

Early  on  the  Sabbath  morning  they 
awoke,  conscious  of  a  sunbeam  struggUng 
to  find  entrance  into  that  gloomy  abode : 
they  saw  the  bright  ray  striking  aslant  on 
the  opposite  roofs,  and  a  clear  blue  sky 
stretching  above.  It  was  the  first  fine 
day  that  had  shone  on  them  since  leaving 
home,  and  they  hailed  it  joyously.  "I 
suppose,"  said  James,  "  this  is  no  place  for 

singing  hymns,  or  else" .    "  And  why 

not  7"  interrupted  Mary,  impatiently ;  "  let's 
begin  at  once:"  and  before  the  widow 
could  decide  whether  to  allow  it  or  not, 
the  four  clear  voices  were  carolling  their 
early  Sabbath  hymn,  as  they  had  always 
been  accustomed  to  do  in  their  own  cottage. 

No  notice  was  taken,  though  it  evidently 
created  a  stir  in  the  adjoining  apartment; 
but  when  the  guests,  fresh  from  their 
morning  duty,  and  even  more  neatly 
dressed  than  before,  presented  themselves 
at  the  breakfast  table,  a  glance  of  dissatis- 
faction from  Mrs.  Wright,  who  looked 
dirtier  than  usual,  accompanied  the  re- 
mark, "  You  were  determined  we  should 
not  oversleep  ourselves  after  the  week's 
work." 

"Did  we  disturb  you,  aunt?"  asked 
Mary. 

"I  don't  complain;  but  the  children, 
poor  things,  would  have  been  glad  to  re- 
main quiet" 

Phoebe  now  appeared,  yawning,  sigh- 
ing, and  looking  so  ill  that  they  really 
grieved  for  having  broken  her  rest    In 
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reply  to  tneir  apologies,  she  only  said, 
with  a  look  of  deriBion,  ^*  Oh,  I  like  musical 
geniuses,  especially  when  they  are  so  de- 
vout" A  titter  from  the  press-bed  in  the 
corner,  and  the  word  "  very"  repeated  by 
Charles,  proved  that  the  boys  were  keep- 
ing to  their  resolution  of  remaining  there. 
Sarah  too  was  absent 

The  Sunday-school  was  opened  long 
before  they  could  arrive  from  the  late 
breakfast  table,  with  their  dilatory  con- 
ductor ;  and  a  very  cursory  view  of  it  de- 
termined the  widow  not  to  enter  her  chil- 
dren there.  Such  an  uninterested,  heavy- 
looking  set  of  scholars  she  had  never  seen ; 
nor  was  their  personal  appearance  as  to 
cleanliness  such  as  to  invite  a  near  ap- 
proach. The  greater  number  were  doz- 
ing over  their  tasks,  and  the  principal 
business  of  the  teachers  seemed  to  be  that 
of  shaking  or  cuffing  them  out  of  their 
lethargy,  into  which  they  presently  re- 
lapsed; and  Mrs.  Green  seeing  that  her 
own  children  were  disposed  to  laugh  at 
the  odd  appearance  of  the  litde  slumber- 
ers,  soon  withdrew,  intending  to  walk  in 
the  church-yard  until  the  hour  of  service. 
Here,  however,  she  found  a  large  number 
of  ragged  idlers  playing  about ;  and  bad 
language  so  prevalent  that  it  quickly 
drove  them  thence.  They  then  slowly 
proceeded  along  one  of  the  principal 
streets ;  and  before  the  welcome  bell  sum- 
moned them  into  a  house  of  prayer  they 
had  wandered  to  the  doors  of  another 
church.  The  respectability  of  their  ap- 
pearance procured  them  seats  in  a  pew; 
and  amiable  indeed  did  the  tabernacle  of 
the  Lord  appear  to  them  as  a  holy  refuge 
fh>m  scenes  and  sounds  alike  new  and  dis- 
gusting to  the  modest  villagers.  The 
preacher  was  not  a  Mr.  Barlow:  little 
could  they  learn  from  his  discourse  of 
what  they  had  been  accustomed  to  in 
their  own  place  of  worship :  but  the  ap- 
pointed scriptures  of  the  day — the  Psalms 
and  Lessons — seemed  peculiarly  suited  to 
their  need;  and  Mrs.  Green  thankfully 
owned,  as  lAany  anotlier  had  owned,  that 
whatever  the  pulpit  may  do  or  leave  un- 
done, the  desk  in  our  churches  must  per- 
force preaidi  the  gospel. 

With  conscioi^  reluctance  they  again 
reached  Mrs.  Wright's  dwelling ;  but  this 
was  dissipated  when  they  heard  poor 
Sarah's  exclamation  of  pleasure,  while  in- 


viting them  to  approach  and  receive  her 
greeting.  No  change  was  made  in  her 
dress,  but  Phoebe  appeared  tricked  out  in 
such  finery  as  to  astonish  her  cousins, 
whose  gaze  of  wonder  evidently  gratified 
her  vanity.  Charles  was  seated  near, 
with  a  soiled  story-book  in  his  hand, 
which  he  seemed  desirous  to  display  while 
addressing  to  James  the  inquiry,  "  Well,  I 
hope  you  have  had  enough  of  praying 
and  psalm-singing  1" 

Mary  was  about  to  volunteer  a  tart 
reply ;  but  Sarah's  eager  voice  interposed : 
"Oh  the  singing?  what  sweet  singing 
you  made  this  morning !  You  must  sing 
to  me  that  pretty  tune  again.  I  cried 
when  you  left  off,  it  was  so  sweet" 

"  We'll  all  sing,"  said  Phoebe,  "  when 

th*ey  have  learnt  our  songs" "  No,  no," 

rejoined  Sarah  hastily,  "their  song  is 
best" 

"My  dear,  dear  child,"  said  the  widow, 
sitting  down  by  her,  "  our  song  is  indeed 
the  best;  for  it  gives  praise  to  the  Saviour 
of  sinners." 

"Who  is  that,  grandmother?"  asked 
the  girl,  raising  her  eyes,  with  a  half  va- 
cant look. 

"Jesus  Christ,"  repeated  all  her  cousins, 
in  a  breath,  and  with  a  solemnity  of  tone 
that  seemed  to  provoke  Phoebe,  who,  toss- 
ing her  head,  observed  to  her  sister  in  a 
voice  of  scornful  reproach,  "Just  as  if  you 
did'nt  know  that  as  well  as  they !" 

"Do  you  know  him,  Sarah;  do  you 
know  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  as  the  Sa- 
viour of  sinners,  and  as  your  own  Saviour 
fVom  sin  and  its  everlasting  punishment  ?" 
asked  the  widow. 

"  No,  ma'am ;  I  do  not" 

"It's  a  lie,"  exclaimed  Charles,  "you 
do." 

His  grandmother  turned  to  him,  and 
commenced  mildly  explaining  the  differ- 
ence between  such  a  knowledge  as  he 
meant  and  a  real  saving  acquaintance 
with  the  Lord  Jesus,  but  he  broke  in  upon 
her,  rising  and  with  an  oath  exclaiming, 
"  I  wish  you  had  not  come  here  to  pester 
us  with  your  cant.  I  shan't  stay  to  be 
bored  with  it,  at  any  rate ;  and  as  for  that 
poor  girl,  she  has  enough  to  bear  without 
being  made  a  gloomy  Methodist  into  the 
bargain.  Come  along,  Johnny — better 
lose  one's  dinner  than  get  such  sauce  to 
it"    He  dashed  down  his  book,  seized  his 
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unwilling  brother  by  the  arm,  and  left  the 
house. 

"  Oh  pray,  pray  don't  be  angry!"  sobbed 
Sarah,  who  seemed  to  feel  the  insult  to 
her  aged  relative  as  much  as  the  young 
Greens  evidently  did. 

"  I  am  not  angry,  my  love,  not  at  all," 
said  the  widow,  wiping  the  tears  from  the 
helpless  girl's  face.  "Poor  Charles  is 
quite  mistaken,  or  he  would  not  speak  so. 
We  must  pray  for  him." 

"  I  never  pray,"  observed  the  girl. 

"  But  you  must" 

"  I  don't  know  how,  grandmother ;  I 
never  learned." 

"There's  another  of  your  lies,"  re- 
marked Phoebe ;  "  you  went  to  church 
often  enough." 

"  Yes ;  but  that's  long  ago,  and  I  don't 
remember  the  prayers ;  so  how  should  I 
pray  ?" 

"  Leave  your  nonsense,"  said  her  mother, 
sharply,  "  and  don't  keep  your  friends 
from  taking  off  their  bonnets." 

Upon  this  hint  the  visiters  retired  to 
their  room,  where  they  heard  involunta- 
rily the  united  scoldinj^  of  mother  and 
sister,  with  a  sob  from  Sarah  between  the 
pauses.  She  was  evidently  too  weak 
to  cope  with  anything  so  agitating,  and 
the  widow  trembled  lest  it  should  induce 
a  return  of  the  fits.  She  kneeled  down, 
with  her  little  party  around  her,  and  in  a 
low  voice  commended  to  the  mercies  of 
Grod  in  Christ  Jesu^  the  poor  wounded, 
straying  lamb  that  she  ardently  longed  to 
gather  into  his  fold. 

The  two  boys  did  not  come  back  ;  and 
after  a  gloomy  meal  Phcebe  went  out  also. 
On  their  return  from  afternoon  service  the 
widow  engaged  in  a  conversation  with  her 
son-in-law,  her  daughter,  and  two  neigh- 
bours who  dropped  in,  which,  while  she 
itrove  to  make  it  subservient  to  their  spi- 
ritual good,  gave  her  an  unexpected  and 
startling  insight  into  some  details  of  the 
FACTORY  SYSTEM,  which  we  must  reserve 
for  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

A  SCENE. 

"  So,  you  have  come  among  ue,  ma'am, 
to  try  the  comforts  of  the  factory  ?"  said 
one  of  the  neighbours  to  the  widow 
Green. 

"  I  have  come  to  seek  emplojrment  for 
these  children,  and  for  myself  also;  but 
more  in  the  hope  of  gaining  an  honest  live- 
lihood than  of  finding  greater  comfort 
than  we  enjoyed  in  the  country." 

"The country!"  ejaculated  the  other,  a 
man  of  most  cadaverous  and  care-worn 
aspect,  "  Why  a  breath  of  country  air, 
and  a  day's  liberty,  such  as  a  pig^d river 
gets,  is  worth  all  that  the  best  of  us  know 
in  this  vile  town." 

"  But  to  those  who  are  willing  to  work, 
such  a  market  for  their  labour  is  a  great 
advantage." 

"  Them  that  are  most  willing  to  work 
are  not  always  the  most  able,"  returned 
the  man :  "  and  to  my  mind  it's  a  canni- 
bal sort  of  life  to  be  eating,  as  one  may 
say,  the  flesh  off  our  children's  bones,  and 
sucking  the  young  blood  out  of  their 
veins." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Tom  South,"  said 
Mrs.  Wright,  angrily,  "What  business 
have  you  to  talk  so,  having  four  children 
in  the  mills  every  day." 

"  Yes,  and  three  in  the  untimely  grave, 
where  you,  neighbour,  have  five,  besides 
the  poor  maimed  thing  yonder — and  all 
through  those  murdering  mills." 

"  You  are  a  discontented  man.  South," 
said  the  other  visiter,  a  decent  looking 
woman,  "  but  certainly  you've  had  cause 
to  complain." 

"Ay,  havn't  I,  Mrs.  Johnson?  I  en- 
tered my  younger  children  on  the  faith  of 
these  new  acts,  with  tlieir  fine  promises 
about  schooling,  short  hours,  inspectors, 
and  all  that  Bad  as  matters  went,  they 
told  me  it  was  because  the  acts  hadn't  time 
yet  to  work — all  wjis  soon  to  be  fair  and 
right ;  and  so  I  neglected  an  opportunity 
of  taking  my  poor  family  back  to  the 
blessed  country  labour,  and  here  we  may 
all  die  in  ignorance  and  sin,  as  we  live." 

Alarmed  as  the  widow  was  by  the 
former  part  of  this  speech,  the  conclusion 
called  forth  a  stronger  fueling  and  she 
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said,  "  Oh,  don't  fancy  that  the  mercy  of 
Him  who  alone  can  remove  ignorance 
from  the  mind  and  wash  away  sin  from 
the  soul  IS  confined  to  any  place.  The 
cry  of  want  and  penitence  will  reach  Him 
as  soon  from  the  lanes  of  a  town  like 
this  as  from  the  village  green." 

"  I  don't  deny  it,  my  good  lady ;  but 
people  who  would  become  fit  company  for 
angels  must  begin  by  getting  out  of  the 
way  of  devils." 

"  Meaning  your  neighbours,  I  suppose  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Wright,  crimson  with  anger. 

^^  He  doesn't  mean  that,"  interposed  the 
other  woman :  he  is  talking  of  the  mills, 
and  the  wickedness  that  his  poor  children 
are  learning  there." 

"They  hav'n't  much  to  learn,  I'll  be 
bound,"  retorted  Mrs.  Wright 

"  Ah,  that's  too  true,"  exclaimed  South. 
'^  They  are  going  to  ruin  as  fast  as  they 
can  drive." 

"  Notwithstanding  your  good  example." 

"  Don't  scoff  at  me,  neighbour  Wright 
I  Know  my  example  is  none  of  the  best : 
but  if  I  sec  myself  to  be  in  a  bad  way  is 
that  any  reason  I  should  not  wish  my 
children  in  a  bettter  ?  With  my  bed-rid- 
den old  mother,  and  wife  in  a  gallopping 
consumption,  and  myself  hardly  up  to  the 
little  work  I  can  get,  and  not  a  hand's  turn 
at  any  other  business  for  them,  I  can't 
take  them  out  of  employ.  What  can  I 
do?" 

"Do  you  send  them  regularly  to  the 
school  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Green. 

"What  school?  This  act  mocks  us 
with  an  order  that  every  child  should  go 
to  school  twelve  hours  in  the  week,  and 
have  a  ticket  for  it ;  but  when  it  comes  to 
the  pass,  how  do  they  manage?  Why 
they  give  them  an  hour's  leave  or  so  at 
such  times  as  no  school  is  open,  or  else 
when  there's  only  schools  within  reach 
where  the  masters  and  mistresses  won't 
receive  the  little  dirty  wretches,  covered 
with  the  filth  of  the  mills,  among  their 
children.  Then,  to  make  out  the  twelve 
hours,  they  tell  them  to  go  to  school  on 
Sunday  morning,  af\emoon,  and  night;  as 
if  the  poor  creatures  did  not  want  a  day's 
rest,  to  say  nothing  of  play :  of  course  they 
won't  go." 

"  But  how  do  they  get  vouchers  ?" 

"  They  forge  them  fast  enough,  but  in  a 
gieat  many  mills  they  are  allowed  to  slip 


in  without  any,  and  the  owners  that  have 
a  conscience  above  that,  turn  ofi"  the 
young  hands  rather  than  the  work  should 
be  stopped.  Then  the  children  must  go 
to  the  silk-mills,  where  they  are  taken  in 
at  any  age,  and  worked  to  death." 

"Can  all  this  be  possible!"  asked  the 
widow. 

"  It  can't  be  denied,"  said  Mrs.  Johnson, 
shaking  her  head. 

"But  surely  the  inspectors  must  dis- 
cover such  deceptions  as  to  the  schools, 
and  punish  them  ?" 

"  The  inspector  comes  once  a  year,  and 
is  bound  to  advertize  his  coming  in  the 
newspapers ;  so  they  take  care  to  have  all 
right  just  then.  But  if  a  complaint  is 
made,  and  proved  too,  this  fine  law  allows 
the  father  or  brother  of  the  ofiisnder  to  try 
the  cause,  and  gives  him  power  to  dismiss 
it,  if  he  likes.  I'll  tell  you  what :  within 
the  memory  of  that  girl,  the  law  made  the 
lowest  penalty  for  working  overhours,  or 
for  other  such  ofience  that  was  proved 
against  a  mill-owner,  ten  pounds,  and  for- 
bade a  near  relation  to  try  it ;  but  now,  as 
I  told  you,  the  worst  case  may  be  let  ofi* 
for  half  a  crown,  or  set  free,  as  the  magis- 
trate likes.  So  much  for  our  rights,  and 
the  redress  of  our  wrongs !" 

The  widow  felt  confounded :  she  looked 
at  the  chil4ren ;  and  then  at  her  daugh- 
ter; but  spoke  not  South,  with  the  readi- 
ness that  we  all  feel  to  expatiate  on  ills 
when  a  fellow-sufierer  is  present,  resumed. 

"  Then,  in  the  case  of  ill-usage,  you  see 
the  master  usually  contrives  to  shifl  the 
blame  from  himself  to  the  managers  or 
overlookers,  or  spinners:  ?ie  don't  order 
the  children  to  be  beat ;  he  don't  see  them 
beaten ;  and  so  he  gets  off,  and  the  poor 
things  have  no  real  protection  any  where." 

By  this  time  the  three  little  Greens  had 
drawn  near  the  speaker,  and  were  gazing 
in  his  face  with  looks  of  bewildered  alarm : 
he  observed  it. 

"Ah,  God  help  ye,  poor  dears !  Little 
pleasure  will  you  have,  except  in  the  ways 
of  sin." 

"I'm  not  going  into  the  mills,"  said 
Willy;  "but  Mary  is.  Will  Mary  be 
beat?"  and  his  lip  began  to  quiver. 

"Never  fear,"  said  Mary,  stoutly; 
"  neither  master  nor  man  shall  beat  me : 
and  as  for  sin,  I  won't  go  into  any  sinful 
company." 
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"You  can't  keep  out  of  it,  my  poor  child." 

"  If  it  is  in  the  way  of  duty,  sir,"  said 
Helen,  modestly,  "  and  we  pray  to  the  Lord 
to  watch  over  us,  and  enable  us  to  watch 
also,  we  shall  be  kept  from  evil  ways, 
though  we  may  be  forced  to  have  evil 
companions." 

Mrs.  Wright  tossed  her  head  with  a 
very  scornful  sneer.  South  looked  at  the 
two  girls  alternately,  and  muttered,  "  Two 
more  Iambs  for  the  shambles." 

"Come,  come,  neighbour,"  said  Mrs. 
Johnson,  "you  are  too  disheartening, 
quite.  To  be  sure,  not  one  girl  in  fifty 
keeps  her  character  clean  ;  and  to  be  sure 
there  isn't  a  small  tradesman's  wife  would 
not  think  herself  disgraced  to  take  a  fac- 
tory girl  for  a  servant ;  but  what  so  many 
do  doesn't  look  as  bad  as  if  only  a  few  did 
it  I  have  seen  some  that  turned  out  de- 
cently after  all.  My  nephew  married  one, 
and  she  did  very  well." 

"Yes,"  returned  South,  "and  died  at 
the  birth  of  her  first  child,  as  everybody 
said  she  would !" 

"  The  worst  thing,"  proceeded  Mrs. 
Johnson  whose  objection  to  discourage- 
ments was  not  very  consistent,  "  the  worst 
thing  is  the  acx^idents.  You  must  think 
of  poor  Sarah  there,  and  take  care  of  the 
1  machines." 

"  What  machines  ?" 

"  Everything  is  done  by  machinery ; 
you  see,  they  are  great  things,  ever  so 
high  and  big,  all  going  about 'and  about, 
some  on  wheels  running  up  and  down 
the  room,  and  some  with  great  rollers 
turning  about  as  fast  as  the  steam  can 
drive  them ;  so  you  must  step  back,  and 
run  forward,  smd  duck,  and  turn,  and  move 
as  they  do,  or  off  goes  a  finger  or  an  arm, 
or  else  you  get  a  knock  on  the  head,  to  re- 
member all  your  lives.  As  to  sitting  down 
there's  no  such  thing." 

"  No  sitting  down  !"  cried  all  the  villa- 
gers in  a  breath. 

"  No,  no,"  responded  Sarah,  in  a  melan- 
choly tone,  "  no  sitting  down." 

"  Ah,  poor  soul !"  said  South,  "  it  was 
standing  and  standing  all  day  long  that 
makes  you  unable  to  stand  for  the  rest  of 
your  life." 

At  this  juncture  Wright  entered,  and 
looked  with  some  surprise  at  the  party. 
•*  Why  you  seem  as  if  you  had  just  run 
away  from  an  earthquake,  good  people.^' 


"  Pshaw !"  replied  his  wife,  « it's  only 
South  at  his  old  pranks  of  making  out 
grievances  to  frighten  my  mother  about 
her  tender  chicks." 

"  And  our  good  mother  of  course  takes 
it  all  for  gospel,"  returned  Wright  forcing 
a  smile. 

"  No,  not  gospel  at  any  rate,"  said  Mary : 
"  for  there  is  no  good  news  in  it,  uncle." 

"  Grospel  means  truth,  my  dear." 

"  The  gospel  is  truth,  uncle :  but  the 
word  means  "  good  news." 

Mrs.  Wright  sharply  remarked,  "  You 
need  not  set  up,  Miss  Green,  to  teach  your 
elders  and  betters ;  this  comes  of  filling 
young  heads  with  conceit." 

Mary  was  ready  with  a  reply,  but  the 
widow  interposed.  "I  should  be  sorry 
Sarah,  to  hear  a  child  presuming  to  teach; 
but  in  this  case  Mary  only  answered  her 
uncle  according  to  the  sense  of  the  word, 
without  knowing  he  used  it  with  any  other 
meaning.  It  is  indeed  good  news,  and  the 
blessed  certainty  that  it  is  also  truth,  un- 
failing truth,  is  what  makes  it  better  thaa 
the  best  of  news.  God  grant  us  all  to  re- 
ceive it,  not  only  into  our  minds  by  hear- 
ing, but  into  our  hearts  by  faith !" 

"  Grandmother,"  said  Sarah,  "  what  is 
the  news  that  you  call  so  good  ?" 

Before  the  old  lady  could  reply,  Mrs. 
Wright  turned  fiercely  upon  the  girl,  and 
exclaimed  in  her  loudest  tone  of  anger, 
"If  you  dare  to  meddle  or  make  with  any 
of  these  canting  tricks,  I'll  bundle  you  out 
of  doors,  to  crawl  through  the  streets,  and 
beg  your  way." 

"Will  you  so,  mistress  mine?"  ex- 
claimed her  husband,  in  a  tone  no  less  an- 
gry tlian  her  own:  "you  should  bundle 
out  yourself  first,  I  promise  you." 

A  violent  altercation  ensued,  in  which 
South  acted  as  pacificator,  on  grounds  of 
propriety  and  respectability,  while  Mrs. 
Johnson  poured  oil  on  the  flame,  in  her 
endeavours  to  quench  it.  Several  times 
the  widow  attempted  to  speak,  but  in  vain  j 
and  Helen,  seeing  poor  Sarah  trembling^ 
greatly,  went  over  to  soothe  her.  This 
turned  the  mother's  ire  upon  her,  "  Stand 
off!"  she  vociferated.  "None  of  your  hy- 
pocritical ways  here.  You  wheedled 
yourself  in,  to  eat  the  bread  of  my  poor 
brother's  orphans,  beggar  as  you  are  I 
But  you  shan't  interfere  in  my  house,  1 
promise  you." 
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All  reply  to  this  savage  speech  was  pre- 
cluded by  Sarah  falling  from  her  seat  in 
convulsions.  The  widow  told  H^len  to 
take  the  frightened  children  into  their 
room,  and  then  with  an  energy  that  would 
not  be  repressed,  while  the  two  men  raised 
and  supported  the  struggling  sufferer,  she 
exclaimed,  "Daughter,  as  you  value  a 
mother's  blessing,  desist  from  this  violence. 
Your  enmity  against  the  gospel,  the  Spirit 
of  God  can  alone  remove :  but  I  have  a 
right  to  interfere  between  your  evil  pas- 
sions and  the  children  under  my  care :  and 
oh,"  she  added,  as  the  blackening  face  of 
the  girl  gave  evidence  of  the  dsmger  she 
was  now  in,  ''  is  it  not  enough  to  see  your 
own  child  sinking  into  an  early  grave,  but 
will  you  stand  between  the  Saviour  and 
the  soul  that  he  died  to  redeem !'' 

The  entrance  of  the  two  boys  now  in- 
creased the  confusion.  Charles  had  evi- 
dently been  drinking  to  a  pitch  of  excite- 
ment, and  Johnny  looked  more  alert  than 
he  had  yet  done.  The  elder,  who  loved 
no  living  thing  but  Sarah,  and  was  really 
Yond  of  her,  no  sooner  beheld  her  condition 
than  he  rushed  forward,  and  demanded 
what  they  had  been  doing  to  his  sister. 

"'Tis  your  mother's  work,"  answered 
Wright ;  and  the  young  madman  instant- 
ly seized  a  heavy  missile,  which  he  would 
have  flung  at  her,  had  not  Mrs.  Johnson 
caught  his  arm,  and  South,  leaving  his 
hold  of  Sarah,  wrested  it  from  him.  A 
short  struggle  enabled  the  man  to  confine 
•o  weak  a  creature,  and  he  proceeded  to 
take  the  only  vengeance  within  his  reach, 
by  uttering  a  volley  of  dreadful  impreca- 
tions and  threats  directed  against  his  mo- 
ther. 

"Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool,"  said 
Wright,  "  the  girl  is  coming  ,  to ;  and 
you'll  frighten  her  off  again. 

"  Here,  lend  a  hand,  and  speak  coaxing- 
ly  to  her;  she'll  mind  you  best"  He 
winked  to  South,  who,  seeing  the  effect  of 
these  words,  released  his  captive,  and  the 
boy's  whole  attention  was  immediately 
directed  to  his  sister.  Supporting  her 
head  on  his  shoulder,  he  whispered  the 
kindest  encouragements  he  could  think  of: 
only  darting  now  and  then  a  ferocious 
glance  at  his  mother,  who  stood  in  sullen 
silence,  apparently  unmoved  by  a  scene 
that  dreadfully  appalled  the  widow,  and 
alarmed  even  the  neighbours,  to  whom, 


alas !  it  was  not  new.  South,  seemg  the 
danger  pretty  well  over,  drew  the  old  lady 
aside,  and  said  in  a  low  voice,  '*Now, 
ma'am,  as  they  wished  you  to  think  I  was 
making  worse  of  the  matter  than  I  need 
do,  just  judge  for  yourself  by  what  you  see 
before  you.  There's  your  daughter,  as 
nice,  and  respectable  a  young  woman  as 
ever  came  among  us,  turned  into  a  stone, 
as  I  may  say  towards  her  own  children  by 
hardening  her  heart  to  their  sufferings, 
that  she  might  live  on  their  toil  and  ruin. 
There's  her  husband,  a  quiet  good-natured 
man,  doating  on  his  children,  but  forced  to 
wink  at  what  frets  his  very  life ;  and  only 
interfering  when  any  thing  so  bad  as  this 
happens.  There's  the  cripple,  her  legs 
useless  by  the  over-fatigue  of  always 
standing  at  the  frames,  her  arm  gone,  by 
being  caught  in  the  machinery,  and  she 
in  a  decline  from  fits  brought  on  by  her 

sufferings.      Her  sister least  said  is 

soonest  mended:  only  I  can  pretty  well 
guess  what  sort  of  company  she  is  in  all 
this  time.  That  boy  is  a  devil  incarnate ; 
drinks,  and  swecu's,  and  cheats,  and  seems 
to  hate  all  good  for  the  sake  of  hating  it 
The  little  fellow  he  is  leading  in  the  same 
way ;  and  it's  a  mercy  for  the  others  that 
they  died  young.  A  short  life,  and  a  sad 
one  Uiey  had  poor  things,  they  are  gone 
to  heaven  to  be  rewarded  for  it  all.  And 
now,  Mrs.  Green,  have  I  said  more  than 
your  own  eyes  can  see  to  be  the  truth  ?" 

The  widow  could  make  no  reply :  her 
heart  was  overwhelmed  with  terror  and 
distress.  Meanwhile  Sarah  seemed  to  be 
entreating  her  brother,  who  after  some  ob- 
jection whispered  to  his  father,  and  he  re- 
turned an  answer  accompanied  by  a  half- 
sroile  which  drew  a  grin  upon  Charles' 
countenance.  The  boy  then  resolutely 
exclaimed,  "Grandmother,  poor  Sarah 
was  BO  pleased  with  the  singing  this  morn- 
ing, she  wants  to  hear  more  of  it — nothing 
else  will  serve  her  now.  Please  to  call 
Miss  Helen  and  the  young  'uns,  an^  let's 
have  a  devout  Psalm." 

The  widow  hesitated,  and  looked  in  the 
flushed  scowling  face  of  her  daughter : 
but  Charles  reiterated  the  request  in  a 
more  peremptory  tone,  and  Sarah,  in  re- 
ply to  her  query,  said  she  wished  it  very 
much.  She  therefore  summoned  the  chil- 
dren and  Helen,  whose  pale  looks  bore 
witness  to  their  past  alarm,-  and  Charles, 
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who  seemed  oelighted  thus  to  annoy  his 
mother,  ranged  them  before  Sarah,  whom 
he  still  supported.  "  What  shall  we 
sing?"  asked  Mary:  Helen  whispered  a 
reply;  and  they  immediately  began,  in 
the  softest  tones  of  their  sweet  voices, 

There  !■  a  rountain  filled  with  bloo  d, 
Drawn  from  Emmanuel'i  Teina. 

For  some  time  Charles  kept  his  eyes  on 
his  sister's  face,  smiling  at  her  delight, 
which  she  expressed  by  most  eloquent 
looks,  and  frequently  pushing  his  arm,  as 
if  to  keep  his  attention  awake.  As  the 
singers  proceeded,  however,  and  Helen's 
voice  in  particular  proved  how  deeply  she 
entered  into  every  word  of  that  exquisite 
hymn,  his  eyes  became  riveted  on  them, 
bis  features  lost  their  dark  expression,  and 
the  power  of  sacred  melody  for  a  few  mo- 
ments triumphed  over  the  evil  spirit  that 
troubled  hjm. 

'*  Sweet,  sweet  and  beautiful  cousins," 
said  Sarah,  "how  I  do  love  your  faces 
and  your  songs." 

"  We'll  sing  again,  shall  we  ?"  said 
little  Willy,  and  a  lively  hymn. 

Come  let  as  Join  our  cheerHil  longi. 

When  they  had  ended  this,  Soutli, 
wnose  tears  were  starting,  hoarsely  said, 
"Bless  you,  sweet  dears;  if  ever  inno- 
cence and  a  cotton-mill  went  together,  may 
you  be  innocent  still !" 

Mrs.  Wright,  who  either  from  policy  or 
some  other  cause  had  assumed  her  wonted 
composure,  gravely  addressed  the  widow. 
"It  has  struck  me,  mother,  that  as  you 
don't  send  the  little  boys  to  the  mill,  you 
might  turn  a  good  penny  out  of  them  by 
letting  them  sing  ballads  in  the  street" 

"  Or  make  an  engagement  at  one  of  the 
small  theatres,"  added  Mrs.  Johnson,  who 
seemed  to  take  it  quite  seriously. 

"  Never  mind  their  impertinence,"  said 
Charles  to  the  party  he  was  now  pleased 
to  patronize,  "  give  us  one  more  song." 

«  ShaU  it  be  the  evening  hymn  ?"  asked 
Helen. 

"  Not  until  we  have  read  and  prayed, 
my  love,"  replied  the  widow,  hoping  by 
this  means  to  introduce  the  scripture  and 
family  worship,  at  least  for  once ; — but  the 
words  put  all  in  motion.  Mrs.  Johnson, 
in  a  great  bustle,' turned  to  look  at  the 
dock,  protesting  she  had  no  notion  it  was 
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so  late ;  and  the  rest  took  advantage  of 
her  rising  to  show  in  various  ways  their 
utter  disinclination  to  any  such  procedure. 
The  widow  had  hoped  that  South  would 
second  her  proposal,  but  he  was  one  of  the 
many  who  see  the  disease,  and  loudly 
complain  of  its  effects,  and  even  talk  of  the 
only  remedy,  without  desiring  to  know 
any  thing  experimentally  of  its  power. 
She  had,  therefore,  no  alternative  but  to 
join  in  the  general  good  night,  and  to 
retire. 

"  Granny,"  said  the  youngest  boy,  as  he 
climbed  on  her  knee,  "  this  Sunday  was 
not  lik^our  Sundays  at  home." 

"Only  while  we  were  singing,"  re- 
marked Mary ;  "  and  a  great  mercy  that 
they  let  us ;  for  cousin  Charles  was  like  a 
wild  beast,  and  would  have  done  some- 
body a  mischief." 

"Hush,  Mary,  you  must  not  speak 
harshly  of  your  poor  cousin,  but  pray  for 
him." 

"  Oh,"  exclaimed  James,  "  I  shall  never 
bear  the  sight  of  him  after  the  words  he 
used  to  his  mother.  I  heard  them,  £md  a 
great  scuffle  too ;  what  were  they  doing  ?" 

"  No  harm  was  done,  my  dear.  I  was 
indeed  shocked  at  what  you  speak  of,  but 
it  is  the  grace  of  God  alone  that  makes 
you  to  difler,  so  far  as  you  do,  from  others 
who  have  not  been  so  well  instructed." 

"  So  Helen  told  him,"  observed  Mary, 
^-  when  he  got  into  a  passion  at  Charles's 
bad  words.  I  wonder  what  Richard 
would  have  done  if  he  heard  anybody 
speak  so  to  you,  granny  ?" 

"Dear  Richard  !"  said  the  widow,  glad 
to  change  the  subject,  "  I  trust  this  has 
been  a  day  of  peace  and  blessing  to  him." 

The  children  took  up  the  theme,  and 
went  over  the  details  of  what  they  sup- 
posed to  have  been  their  brother's  em- 
ployments through  the  Sabbath  hours. 
This  restored  their  cheerfulness ;  and  they 
gratefully  joined  in  those  exercises  which 
had  been  rejected  in  the  adjoining  room. 
The  evening  hymn,  chaunted  in  a  low 
tone,  closed  the  day;  and  the  children 
could  not  repress  their  satisfaction  that 
they  were  to  spend  no  more  Sabbaths  in 
that  house. 

"  Mind,"  said  Mary,  as  she  repaired  to 
her  little  bed,  "  mind,  Helen,  you  call  me 
in  good  time,  as  if  we  were  going  to  milk 
old  Buckle's  cows." 
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"  Helen  forced  a  smile.  "  I  will  Mary ; 
and  though  the  streets  ofM.  are  not  much 
like  our  own  sea -shore,  the  path  of  duty  is 
always  pleasant,  for  the  Lord  shines 
upon  it" 

"  I  think  Helen  has  turned  preacher," 
said  Mary  to  herself,  "  I  never  heard  her 
talk  in  this  way  before.  I  wonder  if  the 
mill  people  will  mind  her.  If  they  don't 
treat  us  with  proper  respect  I  shall  meke 
more  dust  among  them  than  all  the  ma- 
chines that  old  South  talked  of  Oh,  it  is 
all  for  want  of  a  little  proper  spirit  that 
the  work-people  are  made  slaves  of  I 
can  show  them  a  better  plan."  And  the 
poor  child  fell  asleep  to  dream  of  conquests 
achieved  in  an  imaginary  mill. 


CHAPTER  VII 


SETTING  TO   WORK. 


Long  before  morning  had  broke  on  the 
dull  misty  town  of  M.  the  widow  dreen 
and  her  family  arose  to  pray,  preparatory 
to  the  departure  of  the  two  girls.  Gladly 
would  the  aged  woman  have  accompanied 
them  to  the  innermost  scene  of  their 
labours,  but  this,  she  had  been  assured, 
was  out  of  the  question.  However,  to 
send  them  alone  through  the  streets  was 
not  to  be  thought  of;  and  af\er  seeing 
them  swallow  a  few  mouthfuls  of  bread, 
she  took  Helen's  arm,  grasped  Mary  by 
the  hand,  and  closely  followed  by  the  two 
boys,  who  would  not  remain,  soflly  quitted 
the  house. 

The  air  was  frosty,  and  consequently  to 
them  more  congenial  than  the  foul,  dank 
atmosphere  that  usually  prevailed  in  those 
pent-up  thoroughfares.  It  breathed  com- 
parative refreshment,  and  imparted  some 
buoyancy  to  their  spirits.  Helen  was  en- 
tering on  her  future  task  with  a  clearer 
view  of  its  probable  evils  tlian  any  other 
of  the  party  had  taken ;  but  strengthened 
by  a  determination  to  do  and  to  suffer  un- 
complainingly whatever  might  be  before 
her.  She  had  spoken  truly  her  prevailing 
thought  when  reminding  the  widow  of  the 
cross  that  every  Christian  must  needs  bear, 
and  of  their  past  exemption  from  all  de- 
•enring  the  name.    She  now  realized  the 


daily  taking  up  of  that  cross,  and  her  only 
solicitude  was  to  be  found  following  Christ 
under  its  burden.  She  would  indeed  have 
preferred  any  species  of  drudgery  among 
the  rural  scenes  that  floated  before  her 
mind's  eye,  with  their  endearing  recollec- 
tions, in  all  the  heightened  beauty  of  deep 
contrast;  but  had  the  choice  been  her's, 
she  would  not  for  one  moment  have  enter- 
tained a  thought  of  deserting  the  post  of 
sacred  duty  beside  her  benefactress,  for 
the  sweetest  delights  of  her  own  loved 
native  hamlet  In  all  Helen's  pictures  of 
earthly  happiness,  that  family  ever  occu- 
pied the  foreground;  and  an  enjoyment 
unshared  by  them  was  a  dream  that  never 
entered  the  affectionate  girl's  imagination. 

Poor  Mary,  who  intended  to  work  such 
wonders  in  the  factories  by  her  unflinch- 
ing resistance  of  all  aggressive  doings,  did 
not  feel  quite  so  resolute  under  the  chilling 
influence  of  a  raw  dark  morning,  as  when, 
in  her  snug  bed,  she  had  watched  the 
flickering  candle  that  ^blsI  its  ray  on  the 
page  her  grandmother  was  studying. 
Gladly  would  she  have  been  spared  the 
trial  that  now  drew  near ;  but  no  outward 
sign  of  such  misgivings  was  apparent 
On  the  contrary,  she  endeavoured  to  trip 
with  a  gait  as  lively  as  when  bounding 
along  the  eastern  cliff  towards  old  Buckle's 
shed ;  but  that  was  impossible.  However, 
she  bore  up  with  a  sprightly  air,  frequently 
turning  to  cheer  her  brothers  with  the 
promise  of  bringing  home  at  night  a  full, 
trae,  and  particular  account  of  her  ex- 
pected adventures  through  the  day. 

At  length  they  reached  the  mill,  and 
there  they  found  a  pale,  sleepy,  little 
crowd,  who,  like  themselves,  were  some- 
what too  early,  shivering  in  the  ungenial 
air.  A  large  lamp  was  burning  over  the 
entrance-gate,  and  tl^e  morning's  light 
had  begun  to  throw  a  doubtful  streak 
across  the  sky,  blending  with  its  sickly 
glare.  Many  curious  eyes  examined  tlie 
strangers,  and  some  questions  were  di- 
rected to  Mary,  whose  communicative 
looks  invited  them.  "  You  are  too  smart," 
said  a  little  girl,  surveying  her  dress ;  "  I 
doubt  your  fine  clothes  won't  hold  long." 

"  Fine  clothes !"  responded  Mary,  in  as- 
tonishment ''I  never  wore  fine  clothes 
in  my  life ;  and  this  is  my  common  milk- 
ing-drcss." 

"  It's  too  good  for  the  mill,"  rejoined  the 
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other ;  and  the  bystanders  confirmed  her 
assertion,  both  by  their  words  and  appear- 
ance. Mary  stoutly  maintained  her  ground. 
"  Neatness  and  cleanliness  are  never  out 
of  place,"  she  said ;  "they  make  the  poor- 
est child  look  respectable;  and  so  my 
granny  has  often  told  me." 

A  burst  of  rude  laughter  followed  this 
speech,  and  the  voice  of  a  grown  lad  ex- 
claimed, "You'll  soon  forget  your  granny's 
sayings,  and  learn  things  more  to  the  pur- 
pose, my  fine  little  madam." 

The  next  moment  the  gate  was  thrown 
open,  and  a  sort  of  rush  ensued,  in  the 
midst  of  which  the  Wrights  were  seen 
elbowing  their  way.  Phcebe  cast  a  glance 
of  disdain  on  her  relations  as  she  passed, 
and  took  no  farther  notice.  John  nodded ; 
but  Charles,  after  apparently  overlooking 
them,  and  hurrying  on,  stole  back,  as  if 
more  than  half  reluctant  to  have  anything 
to  do  with  them,  and  in  a  hesitating  man- 
ner said,  "  I  promised  Sarah  to  see  you  in ; 
so  come  along,  for  I  can't  stop  a  minute." 

At  the  door,  the  widow  was  told  that 
she  must  go  no  farther,  imless  she  had 
work  in  the  mill:  and  so  great  was  the 
press  just  then,  that  she  scarcely  knew 
how  the  girls  had  been  disengaged  from 
her^»tentive  grasp,  and  borne  inward  by 
tho  living  tide,  while  she,  with  the  boys, 
was  obliged  to  turn  back.  Leaving  to 
Mary's  recital  the  adventures  of  the  for- 
mer, we  will  accompany  the  latter  to  their 
apartment  at  Wright's,  where  they  has- 
tened to  pour  forth  in  earnest  prayers  the 
solicitude  of  their  hearts  for  objects  so 
dear  to  them,  launched  on  a  scene  of  which 
they  only  knew  enough  to  render  them 
more  anxiously  curious  as  to  its  details. 
The  widow  felt  so  many  misgivings,  that 
she  clung  more  closely  to  the  assurance 
of  being  able  to  withdraw  her  children 
whenever  she  pleased;  and  already  she 
was  secretly  weighing  the  respective  mer- 
its of  difierent  plans,  supposing  this  to  fail, 
as  she  could  not  but  fear  that  it  would. 
The  dress,  language,  demeanour  of  the 
young  people  whom  she  had  seen  at  the 
mill-gate,  was  anything  but  prepossessing : 
and  the  multitude  of  men  and  women,  but 
chiefly  men,  whom  she  remarked  repair- 
ing to  the  different  factories,  were  very 
unlike  what  her  fancy  had  pictured  of  an 
industrious,  thriving  population.    She  had 


lived  too  long,  and  seen  too  much  of  hu- 
man nature,  to  expect  the  absence  of  vice 
and  misery  in  any  class,  more  especially 
among  the  lower  orders  densely  peopling 
a  large  town :  but  that  ensnaring  pamphlet, 
with  the  glowing  representations  of  Mr. 
Stratton  and  iiis  friend,  had  spread  a  col- 
ouring over  this  particular  scene  not  so 
easily  dispelled,  even  when  the  naked  re- 
ality began  to  force  itself  on  her  unwilling 
perception,  confirming  the  purport  of 
South's  remarks,  which  she  would  fkin 
have  referred  to  the  promptings  of  a  dis- 
contented mind. 

After  a  dull  breakfast,  the  two  little 
boys  went  to  talk  to  Sarah,  who  was  not 
well  enough  to  leave  her  bed  ;  and  Mrs. 
Green  at  once  commenced  an  earnest  and 
serious,  though  affectionate,  remonstrance 
with  her  daughter,  on  the  evident  neglect 
of  parental  duties,  which  could  only  issue 
in  the  ruin  of  her  children.  The  repre- 
sentation was  silently  heard  to  its  closing 
appeal,  which  referred  to  the  diflerent  line 
of  conduct  pursued  by  the  speaker  towards 
her  own  family  when  young.  "I  know 
that  very  well,  mother,"  answered  the 
other,  somewhat  softened ;  "  and  I'm  sure 
no  children  ever  had  kinder  or  better  pa- 
rents than  we ;  but  a  country  life  makes 
things  come  easy  enough  that  one  can't 
think  of  doing  in  a  town." 

"  If  your  mean  those  things  that  I  have 
alluded  to,  scriptural  teaching,  prayer,  and 
watchfulness  over  the  young ;  surely  they 
are  rendered  even  more  necessary  where 
temptations  abound,  as  they  plainly  do 
here." 

"  Ay,  but  you  can't  keep  your  eye  on 
the  children,  as  you  do  in  the  country." 

"  Supposing  it  to  be  so,  Sally,  ought  not 
that  to  make  you  more  diligent  in  teach- 
ing them  to  remember  that  the  eye  of  God 
is  never  withdrawn — that  he  is  ever  about 
their  path,  and  spieth  out  all  their  ways ; 
and  that  no  darkness  can  cover  them  from 
his  piercing  sight  ?" 

"  It  would  not  be  enough  that  I  chose  to 
teach,  if  they  didn't  choose  to  learn." 

The  widow  felt  that  she  who  uttered 
this  remark  was  a  living  illustration  of  its 
truth:  however,  she  persevered.  "You, 
my  daughter,  have  one  part  to  perform, 
they  another.  God  requires  of  you  to 
point  out  to  your  children  the  way  they 
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should  ^:  dud  wh^L^ier  ihey  will  hear, 
or  ^iieiher  they  will  forbear,  you  are 
bound  lo  tvil  them  iheir  dutv.^ 

Mrs.  Wri^ut  jirrew  impatient;  she  be- 
^dii  'vu  lid^t.  to  look  at  the  dock,  and  to 
luuiUT  luaudibiv:  her  motlicr  resumed. 
"  M\  Ji\ir  child,  I  will  not  detain  you 
lo:i^;  I  am  ubout  to  remove  from  your 
house,  ^uid  our  future  meetings  may  not 
be  do  I'rt'^ueiit  as  I  wish.  Only  give  me 
tilts  :*aU6iUcUon  before  I  leave  you:  pro- 
uiit»e  that  you  will  ask  help  from  above,  in 
the  very  ditfioult  work  you  have  too  long 
neglected,  of  correcting  and  guiding  those 
poor  young  people." 

'*  Wluit's  the  good  of  asking  for  what  I 
could  not  use  if  1  had  it  T'  said  she  peev- 
ishly. 
« 

**  lie  who  gi\'es  the  help  will  also  enable 
you  to  use  it.** 

"  Mother,  it*s  all  folly  to  begin  now.  I 
have  such  a  set  to  deal  with,  that  you 
Ukight  us  easily  turn  this  old  table  into 
giUd  lu  alter  tiiem  for  the  better.  You 
saw  tlie  way  that  undutiful  fellow  treated 
me  yesterday." 

**  It  was  a  dreadful  scene :  but  had  you 
commended  him  and  yourself  to  tlie  divine 
cnn>  for  the  day?  Oh,  Sally,  had  you 
honoured  the  Sabbath  in  God's  house  and 
in  your  own,  and,  as  far  as  in  you  lay, 
constrained  your  family  to  do  the  same, 
tSatan  would  never  have  obtained  such  an 
advantage  herei" 

Mrs.  Wright  now  became  irritated: 
"  ril  tell  you  my  mind  fairly,  motlier ;  bad 
OS  it  was,  rd  rather  have  it  so  than  make 
my  house  the  gloomy  place  you  would 
wish  it  to  be — filled  with  long  faces,  and 
dismal  voices,  drawling  out  melancholy 
psalms,  and  texts,  and  prayers  all  day  long ; 
breaking  down  the  natural  spirits  of  the 
children." 

Just  then,  a  sound  issued  from  the  other 
room,  of  two  merry  voices  carolling  a 
lively  rural  ditty,  accompanied  by  Sarah's 
laugh.  The  widow,  considering  this  the 
best  answer  to  her  daughter's  coarse  and 
unjust  remarks,  remained  silent 

"  Well,  mother,  I'm  sure  you  mean  it 
all  kindly:"  said  Mrs.  Wright,  returning 
iVom  the  cupboard,  to  which  she  had  gone 
in  some  haste,  "but  stay  a  few  weeks, 
and  you'll  understand  the  difference  better 
than  you  do  now." 

"  I  cannot  understand  better  than  I  do 


now  that  we  must  all  appear  before  the 
judgment-seat  of  Christ,  to  give  account 
of  the  things  done  in  tlie  body.  Oh  that  I 
could  persuade  you,  my  poor  Sally,  to 
taste  and  see  how  gracious  the  Lord  is  to 
those  who  call  upon  him — how  pleasant  is 
that  service  which  you  account  hard  and 
severe :  and  what  great  gain  there  is  in 
the  godliness  w^hich  you  despise  !" 

"Mind  me  now,  mother:  if  you  don't 
make  something  of  those  boys  by  setting 
them  to  work,  all  the  gains  of  your  godli- 
ness won't  keep  you  long  from  beggary." 

"  I  intend  them  to  work,  because  idle- 
ness is  sinful  and  dangerous ;  and  because 
we  are  bound  to  seek  God's  help  in  the 
way  of  honest  industry,  not  that  of  sloth- 
ful expectation  ;  but  I  will  not  place  them 
in  a  factory  yet" 

"Do  as  you  please:  you'll  find  you 
must" 

The  widow  now  went  to  take  leave  of 
the  poor  girl,  whom  she  found  looking 
much  more  animated,  and  who  welcomed 
her  most  eagerly. 

"Dear  granny,  I  am  sorry  and  not 
sorry  for  your  going  away.  I  cannot  bear 
to  part  with  you  all ;  but  you  will  be  more 
comfortable  in  a  place  of  your  own." 

"  We  will  often  come  to  see  you,  my 
dear:   and  now  tell  me,  Sarah,  do  you* 
know  who  has  afflicted  you  thus  ?" 

"It  was  partly  done  by  the  rrachine, 
ma'am,  and  partly  by  the  ovenbokcr  that 
used  to  strap  me  and  kick  me,  when  I 
used  to  get  too  tired  to  work." 

A  chill  crept  over  the  widow  as  she 
thought  of  her  dear  children;  but  she 
went  on :  "  That  was  not  my  meaning, 
my  love :  w^ho  do  you  think  has  ordered 
these  afflictions  for  you  ?" 

Sarah  remained  silent,  looking  per- 
plexed. Willy  said,  in  a  soft  tone,  "It 
was  God,  cousin." 

"I  don't  believe  it  was,"  she  quickly 
answered,  turning  her  full  eyes  upon  him. 

"  Why  not  ?"  said  James. 

"  Because  Helen  Fleetwood  told  me 
that  God  is  very  good  ;  and  I  don't  think 
he  would  order  roe  to  be  hurt  in  this 
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way 

The  two  boys  looked  at  their  grand- 
mother, who,  greatly  affected,  said,  "  My 
dear  child,  God's  mercies  often  come  to 
us  in  a  very  strange  shape ;  and  I  trust 
you  will  yet  find  that  even  these  hurts 
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were  ordered  by  his  great  goodnefis,  for 
your  everlasting  benefit" 

"  Hush  1"  said  the  girl,  glancing  to  the 
door,  where  her  mother  now  appeared  to 
ask  whether  a  neigbour,  who  had  a  leis- 
ure hour,  should  assist  in  removing  the 
luggage:  the  offer  was  gladly  accepted, 
and  in  another  hour  the  psurty  had  entered 
their  new  abode. 

The  table  was  scarcely  spread  for  din- 
ner before  Helen  and  Mary  hastened  in, 
their  clothes  already  somewhat  the  worse 
for  a  few  hours  wear  in  a  mill,  but  with 
fresh  colour,  smiling  faces,  and  excellent 
appetites.  "Oh  how  nice,"  cried  Mary, 
^  to  have  a  home  of  one's  own  again ;  and 
how  neat  you  have  made  it  look!"  She 
was  soon  assailed  with  questions,  to  which 
she  replied,  that  she  liked  the  mill  greatly, 
but  would  not  begin  her  story  then,  as 
they  had  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour  out  of 
their  dinner  hour,  some  cleaning  being  re- 
quired before  they  went  to  work  again. 
Accordingly,  dinner  was  soon  dispatched, 
and  away  they  ran,  with  an  alacrity  that 
dissipated  much  of  the  widow's  uneasi- 
ness. 

In  the  evening,  Mary  commenced  her 
promised  recital.  "  When  Charles  Wright 
hurried  us  away  from  you,  granny,  I  was 
so  dizzy  with  the  crowd  about  us  that  I 
hardly  know  how  we  managed.  He  be- 
haved civilly,  for  him,  and  took  us  to  a 
man  and  said  something;  and  the  man 
bade  us  come  along  with  him.  So  Charles 
left  us,  and  we  went  on,  and  all  I  could 
make  out  was  that  I  should  be  a  piece- 
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ner. 

"  What  is  a  piecener  ?"  said  James. 

"  Oh,  you'll  hear  presently.  Well,  after 
going  through  a  good  many  places  that  I 
could  make  little  out  of,  it  was  so  dusk, 
and  we  walked  so  fast,  we  came  to  a 
room,  and  the  man  put  me  in  there,  and 
went  off  with  Helen,  before  I  knew  what 
I  was  about,  and  what  a  sight  I  saw? 
Nothing  ever  frightened  me  so  much." 

"  Why,  you  said  nobody  should  frighten 
you  in  the  mills,"  remarked  Willy. 

"Nobody  did  frighten  me,  though  the 
man  that  took  me  from  the  other,  looked 
as  cross  and  spoke  as  gruff  as  old  Buckle ; 
but  only  think,  boys,  what  it  must  be  to 
see  ever  so  many  great  big  things,  frames 
upon  carriages  on  each  side  of  the  room, 
walking  up  to  one  another,  and  then  walk- 


ing back  again,  with  a  huge  wheel  at  the 
end  of  each,  and  a  big  man  turning  it 
with  ail  his  might,  and  a  lot  of  children  of 
all  sizes  keeping  before  the  frame,  going 
backwards  and  forwards,  piecening  and 
scavenging — why,  wc  all  stared  yester- 
day, when  that  Mr.  South  said  there  was 
no  sitting  down  ;  but  nobody  would  even 
think  of  it  Move,  move,  everything 
moves.  The.  wheels  and  the  frames  are 
always  going,  and  the  little  reels  twirl 
round  as  fast  as  ever  they  can  ;  and  the 
pulleys,  and  chains,  and  great  iron  works 
over-head,  are  all  moving ;  and  the  cotton 
moves  so  fast  t>iat  it  is  hard  to  piece  it 
quick  enough ;  and  there  is  a  great  dust, 
and  such  a  noise  of  whirr,  whirr,  whirr, 
that  at  first  I  did  not  know  whether  I  was 
not  standing  on  my  head." 

"How  funny!"  said  James,  laughing, 
"  but  what  was  your  work  like  ?" 

"  Why  you  see,  the  frame  goes  sloping 
up  so,  and  the  bottom  edge  is  not  so  high 
as  this  little  table;  and  the  upper  edge 
has  got  two  rows  of  httle  rollers,  and  over 
them  several  other  rows,  that  stand  up; 
and  there  are  a  great  many  cotton  threads 
reaching  from  the  bottom  to  the  top  of  the 
frame ;  and  while  the  machine  moves 
about,  the  threads  go  running  up,  and 
twist  round  the  little  rollers  above.  Now 
the  threads  being  thin  and  fine,  they  of^n 
break,  and  I  have  to  keep  a  great  watch, 
to  get  hold  of  the  two  ends  when  one 
breaks,  and  put  them  together,  the  same 
as  in  spinning." 

"  It  is  spinning,"  said  Helen. 

"Yes,  it  is;  but  not  a  bit  like  Mrs. 
Barker's  wheel  and  distaff,  with  only  one 
thread  to  mind.  The  man  at  the  wheel 
is  the  spinner,  and  when  the  frame  comes 
up  the  room  he  has  to  set  his  hand 
against  it  and  push  it  back,  which  is  pretty 
hard  work.  The  joining,  or  piecening,  is 
easy  enough  when  you  get  used  to  it." 

"  And  what  is  scavenging  ?" 

"Oh,  that  made  me  laugh.  You  see, 
bits  of  cotton  wool  will  stick  to  the  thread, 
and  they  mustn't  go  on  tlie  reels ;  so  there 
is  a  little  girl  huddled  up  under  the  frame 
and  she  snatches  off  all  the  loose  wool, 
and  throws  it  down  so  fast !  and  when  the 
machine  runs  back,  if  the  Httle  scavenger 
did  not  bob  and  duck,  and  get  very  low, 
she  would  have  a  fine  knock  on  the  head.** 

"Poor  thing!"  said  Helen,   "she  csn 
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never  stretch  herself  out,  hardly ;  and  she 
is  almost  choked  and  smothered  in  the 
dust  of  the  light  cotton  bits  that  she  has  to 
pull  and  scatter  about  her. 

^'  I  did  not  think  of  that,  replied  Mary, 
<Mt  amused  me  to  see  her  so  frightened 
and  all  in  a  bustle,  so  I  laughed,  and  the 
spinner  laughed  to  see  me ;  and  he  is  like 
old  Buckle,  not  so  cross  as  he  looks." 

''  Did  the  scavenger  laugh  ?"  asked 
James. 

''  No ;  she  seemed  angry,  and  mut- 
tered: I  am  sorry  I  was  so  thoughtless, 
granny,  I  will  not  laugh  any  more  at  her." 

'^  I  hope  not,  my  dear ;  all  this  is  new 
to  you,  but  you  may  find  it  very  fatiguing 
before  long ;  and  then  how  would  you  like 
to  be  laughed  at  by  others  ?" 

"  Nobody  shall  laugh  at  me." 

"  You  could  not  prevent  it,  Mary.  Re- 
member how  oflen  I  have  told  you,  that 
the  choice  of  what  we  are  to  be  and  to 
suffer  is  not  in  our  own  hands.  It  be- 
comes us  all,  at  all  times,  to  submit  hum- 
bly to  whatever  God  sees  fit  to  lay  upon 
us ;  and  to  help  our  companions  to  do  the 
same." 

"  Yes  granny ;  I  will  always  submit  to 
God ;  but  I  need  not  let  my  fellow-crea- 
tures domineer  over  me." 

"  If  the  Lord  makes  them  the  means  of 
afilicting  us,  Mary,  it  is  to  Him  we  submit 
But  we  may  not  reason  about  it,  since  we 
have  a  positive  command,  ^  Submit  your- 
selves one  to  another.'  ^  Be  clothed  with 
humility.'  *  Resist  not  evil.'  There  are 
many  more  such  passages  in  the  Bible." 

Mary  said  nothing,  but  she  looked  un- 
convinced. Helen  remarked,  "There  is 
no  resting  in  a  mill,  for  nobody  can  stop 
the  great  wheels  always  kept  going  by 
the  steam.  My  work  is  among  much 
bigger  machines  than  Mary's^  in  the  card- 
ing-room,  where  the  cotton  is  pulled  but 
and  prepared  for  the  spinners." 

"  Do  you  walk  about  ?"  asked  Willy. 

"Yes,  a  good  deal.  There  is  plenty 
of  bustling,  and  crowding,  and  hurrying, 
but  the  work  does  not  seem  very  hard. 
Phcebc  Wright  is  in  the  same  room." 

"  Is  she  civil  ?"  Mary  inquired. 

"  I  hope  I  shall  do  nothing  to  make  her 
otherwise,"  answered  Helen;  and  the 
widow  felt  that  the  question  had  been 
evaded.  In  fact,  Phcebe  could  not  restrain 
^or  a  single  day  her  bad  feelings  against 


the  girl  whom  she  had  scoffingly  mtroduoed 
among  her  new  companions  as  a  mighty 
great  saint ;  who  sang  psalms  by  way  of 
payment  for  above  a  dozen  years'  board, 
lodging,  and  clothing,  which  a  silly  old 
woman  had  given  her  at  the  expense  of 
her  own   grand-children,  now  forced  to 
leave  a  respectable  home  in  the  country, 
and  to  work  in  the  factories  for  bread. 
The  first  part  of  the  information  of  course 
excited  much  laughter,  the  latter  no  less 
indignation:  and  poor  Helen  found  her- 
self at  once  marked  out  for  the  contempt 
and  dislike  of  the  people  around  her.    She 
hoped  it  might  wear  ofi*;  but  whatever 
ensued  she  resolved  in  the  strength  of  the 
Lord  to  submit,  and  never  to  grieve  her 
friends  by  communicating   the    trial   to 
which  their  kinswoman  had-'subjected  her. 
But  as  time  wore'  on,  this  was  more 
difficult  than  she    had  anticipated ;   for 
Helen  Fleetwood  with  all  her  advantages 
was  only  a  poor  frail  mortal,  like  others. 
Oflen  did  this  determination  of  keeping 
her  mouth  as  with  a  bridle,  while  the 
wicked  was  before  her,  cost  a  most  severe 
struggle;  oflen  did  the  silence  she  was 
constrained  to  keep  fVom  good  words  fill 
her  with  pain  and  grief.    When  she  had 
once  or  twice  attempted  to  reason  with 
her  persecutors  on  scriptural  grounds,  and 
found  that  her  remonstrances  were  re- 
ceived with  shouts  of  derision,  and  her 
quotations  from  holy  writ  blasphemously 
parodied  by  a  few  who,  being  the  worst, 
of  course  took  the  lead,  she  felt  that  in 
this  instance   the  pearls  were   trampled 
under  feet  by  beings  ready  to  turn  and 
rend  her,  and  she  forbore  to  inflame  their 
bitter  hostility.    Yet  her  compassionate 
heart  longed  to  repeat  what  might,  she 
thought,  be  blessed  to  some  poor  children 
around  her.    The  majority  of  her  imme- 
diate compcmions  were  of  her  own  and 
Phoebe's   age,   and  seemingly  hardened 
past  all  fear  or  shame ;  but  some  interestr 
ing  and  modest-looking  little  girls  were 
mingled  among  them.    Her  greatest  an- 
noyance however  by  far,  was  from  the 
boys,  who  were  of\en  set  on  to  insult  her 
in  ways  more  trying  than  the  rest.    Still 
she  endured,  as  seeing  Him  who  is  invisi- 
ble; but  when  returning  to  her  home, 
when  meeting  the  affectionate  smiles  of 
its  beloved  and  loving  inmates,  most  gall- 
ing was  the  restraint  that  withheld  her 
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frOm  claiming  their  ready  sympathy.  It 
would  have  been  bo  soothing  to  tell  out 
her  sorrow  to  that  maternal  friend,  and  to 
listen  to  the  simple  but  sweet  comforts 
that  even  the  children  could  supply.  James 
would  have  found  many  an  apposite  text 
in  his  bible,  and  Willy  have  repeated  or 
sang  to  her  the  hymns  most  suitable  to 
such  a  case.  But  she  saw  the  burden 
gradually  increasing  on  her  best  earthly 
friend  ;  she  discerned  in  Mary  a  growing 
spirit  of  discontent  and  disobedience ;  and 
she  resolved,  insteading  of  adding  her 
calamities  to  the  general  stock,  to  take  a 
double  share  of  those  which  oppressed 
her  benefactress. 

One  week  was  sufficient  to  develope 
thus  far  Helen's  position  in  the  mill. 
Mary's  was  worse,  inasmuch  as  she 
wanted  the  wisdom  and  the  strength  that 
Helen  derived  from  on  high.  Impetuosity, 
self-confidence,  and  irritability  were  the 
little  girl's  prevailing  disadvantages ;  her 
excessively  open  temper,  and  love  of  talk, 
rendered  them  evident  to  all  about  her, 
while  her  unsuspecting  warmth  of  heart 
made  it  easy  to  win  Mary's  affection,  and 
to  impose  on  her  credulity.  A  little  flat- 
tering went  far  with  her,  if  so  administered 
as  to  suit  her  natural  love  of  pre-eminence ; 
no  child  perhaps  was  harder  to  drive,  but 
none  more  easily  led.  It  may  be  supposed 
that  such  a  character  invited  the  various 
attacks  of  those  who,  amid  the  sameness 
of  their  disagreeable  employment,  were 
glad  of  anything  to  diversify  the  scene ; 
of  others,  who  felt  nettled  at  what  fre- 
quently assumed  the  appearance  of  a  con- 
scious superiority  over  themselves;  and 
of  that  numerous  class  whose  inherent  love 
of  mischief,  or  desire  to  reduce  all  to  their 
own  low  level  of  morality,  induced  them 
to  assail  a  new  comer  w^ith  temptations, 
mocks,  or  malicious  ill-offices,  just  as  occa- 
sion or  their  own  caprice  might  prompt 
To  say  that  all  her  companions  belonged 
to  one  or  another  of  these  descriptions 
would  be  saying  too  much ;  but  whatever 
good  leaven  there  might  be  in  the  lump, 
was  hidden  beneath  the  abounding  evil, 
and  worked  unseen,  as  to  any  influence 
upon  the  mass. 

The  widow,  as  yet,  saw  nothing  of  all 
this :  Helen's  griefs  were  carefully  hidden, 
and  as  the  ground  which  little  Mary  had 
at  present  taken  up  was  that  of  a  very 


rare  sind  perfect  example  among  her  com- 
rades, she  sustained  the  character  at  home 
with  some  success ;  but  the  old  lady  was 
beginning  to  see  that  a  life  of  idleness 
would  prove  equally  injurious  to  her  boys 
with  one  of  more  general  exposure: 
already  they  had  made  some  unsuitable 
acquaintance  in  the  street,  for  she  could 
not  cage  them  like  birds  in  a  narrow  apart- 
ment— and  by  sundry  pranks  within  doors 
had  added  force  to  the  landlord's  remarks 
on  tlie  folly  of  keeping  them  ♦'  like  bom 
gentlemen,  with  nothing  to  do.  'Tis  no 
concern  of  mine,  mistress,"  he  added,  "  but 
you  seem  such  a  respectable,  industrious 
body  yourself,  and  too  sensible  for  any 
silly  pride,  tliat  I  do  wonder  you  can't  see 
themischief  of  spoiling  the  lads  for  life." 

"  But  I  want  to  find  some  other  way  of 
living  for  them,  rather  than  the  mills;  and 
if  I  don't,  next  week  I  shall  send  them  to 
school." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  you  are  the  best  judge ; 
but  you  must  pay  pretty  high  for  a  school 
where  they  can  learn  more  than  they 
know  now;  and  I  can't  see  the  use  of 
going  over  the  same  things  twice.  Boys 
get  as  idle  at  school  as  any  where  else, 
when  they've  no  more  to  learn.  As  for 
employment,  if  you  have  friends  among 
tlie  gentry,  not  being  mill-owners,  you 
may  get  them  into  some  service :  or  with 
a  good  round  sum,  you  can  bind  them  to 
a  trade.  But  as  I  said,  'tis  no  business  of 
mine  ;  and  as  long  as  I  get  my  rent,  you're 
all  heartily  welcome  under  my  roof." 

The  last  words  sank  deep ;  for  the  rent 
of  such  respectable  places  was  high;  and 
the  widow  had  made  some  calculations 
that  proved  they  must  all,  ere  long,  work 
for  their  daily  subsistence.  The  Satur- 
day allernoon  brought  in  the  earnings  of 
the  two  girls ;  and  she  felt  it  was  unjust  to 
let  them  labour  alone  for  the  whole  family. 
She  therefore  spoke  to  her  landlord,  who 
readily  promised  to  obtiiin  admission  for 
Willy  into  a  silk-mill ;  and  pleased  at  what 
he  considered  a  very  sensible  use  of  the 
advice  he  had  given,  the  old  gentleman 
offered  to  procure  a  little  work  at  some 
sort  of  simple  manufacture,  such  as  net- 
ting, for  James  to  do  at  home,  until  she 
could  make  up  her  mind  to  engage  him 
also.  The  Sabbath  found  them  all  most 
thankful  to  enjoy  its  privileges  unmo- 
lested ;  and  poor  Helen  especially  longed 
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for  the  relVige  of  those  courts  of  the  Lord's 
house  which  were  doubly  and  trebly  en- 
deared to  her  by  the  last  few  day's  expe- 
rience, and  the  too  just  anticipation  of 
what  was  yet  to  come. 

In  the  course  of  the  week  Mrs.  Green 
had  found  a  Sunday-school  far  superior  to 
that  which  she  had  before  seen,  and  a 
ministry  better  suited  to  her  need.  Of 
botli  these  the  party  availed  themselves, 
and  had  scarcely  finished  their  comfortable 
meal,  and  entered  upon  the  sweet  subject 
of  their  village  home  and  absent  brother 
— when  they  were  surprised  by  a  tap  at 
the  door,  followed  by  the  entrance  of 
Charles  Wright,  who  civilly  asked  whether 
his  coming  was  an  interruption.  "  The 
addition  of  another  of  my  grand-children 
to  our  Sunday  party  must  be  a  welcome 
one,"  replied  the  widow,  drawing  a  seat 
near  her  own  for  this  unexpected  guest ; 
who,  after  paying  some  compliments  on 
the  very  neat  and  pretty  abode,  proceeded 
with  no  small  embarrassment  to  open  his 
commission. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

A   PARTBEB    INSIOBT. 

"First,  then,  grandmother,"  said 
Charies,  "Mother  is  very  sorry  she 
had'nt  time  to  pay  you  a  visit  yet" 

"  I  did  not  expect  it,  my  dear :  I  knew  it 
was  a  busy  week  with  her  as  well  as  with 
me. 
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"  All  right :"  responded  the  lad,  whose 
affectation  of  the  man  was  rendered  more 
uncouth  by  his  appearance,  and  the 
strange  contrast  it  formed  to  the  real  man- 
liness of  Richard,  who  never  aspired  to  be 
more  than  a  boy :  "  All  right ;  but  ma'am, 
every  body  is  not  so  reasonable,  and 
there's  poor  Sarah  fretting  like  a  fool 
about  it  Nothing  will  serve  her  but  the 
fancy  that  we've  all  quarrelled,  though 
we  told  her  you  were  ill,  and  all  sorts  of 
lies,  to  pacify  her." 

The  Greens  were  horrified,  and  shrank 
back  as  this  unprincipled  declaration  was 
made,  evidently  on  purpose  to  shock  them, 
but  the  widow's  steady  gaze  seemed  to 
abash  the  young  profligate,  who  hastily 


added,  "We  wanted  to  keep  her  from 
making  herself  ill ;  but  she  set  her  heart 
upon  sending  a  message  to  you,  and  get- 
ting an  answer ;  and  sd  to  save  the  ninny 
any  ffiurther  moaning  I  came  about  it  my- 
self." 

All  the  party  now  looked  complacently 
at  their  guest:  James  sidled  up  to  him, 
and  said,  "I  do  like  you  for  being  so  kind 
to  poor  Sarah." 

"  All  very  fine,  my  httle  gentleman-at- 
large,"  replied  the  other,  with  a  patroni- 
sing stroke  of  the  boy's  head. 

"But  what  is  the  message  you  have 
been  so  kind  as  to  bring  us  ?"  asked  the 
widow. 

"  'Pon  honour,  I  believe  I've  forgot  it  i 
Oh — ay — let's  see  j  'tis  precious  nonsense 
I  know.  Ah,  I  remember  now:  why  it 
seems  you'd  a  kick-up  last  Sunday  with 
old  South  concerning  some  word  that  you 
couldn't  agree  about" 

"It  was  gospel,"  interrupted  Willy: 
"  Mr.  South  said  it  meant  truth,  and  we 
told  him  it  meant  good  nevj^s." 

"  And  granny  proved  that  it  was  both," 
added  James. 

"Bravo,  bright  memories!"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Charles,  theatrically,  "  there's  nothing  ^ 
like  rustic  genius.  Well,  grandmother, 
the  poor  girl's  fancy  was  tickled  by  thie 
learned  debate,  and  she  wants  you  to  send 
her  word  by  me  why  this  same  gospel, 
whatever  it  may  be,  is  good  news." 

Painfully  disgusting  as  was  the  studied, 
sneering  levity  of  the  boy,  his  message  re- 
joiced them  all.  The  widow  began,  in 
her  most  striking  and  affectionate  manner 
to  give  such  a  reply  as  she  deemed  suit- 
able no  less  to  his  case  than  to  Sarah's ; 
but  after  a  minute  he  stopped  her. 

"  Oh,  mercy,  ma'am  I  surely  you  don't 
expect  my  poor  knowledge-box  to  hold  all 
this,  and  to  carry  it  safe  through  the 
streets  all  the  way  home  without  spilling  I 
Make  the  answer  as  short  as  you  can: 
any  thing  will  do  for  that  simpleton." 

"  Charles,"  said  the  old  lady,  kindly  but 
solemnly,  "  I  cannot  allow  you  thus  to  jest 
and  trifle  with  a  subject  so  awful — a  sub- 
ject no  less  important  to  you  than  it  is  to 
Sarah  and  to  us.  You  have  done  a  most 
brotherly  thing  in  coming  here  on  such  an 
errand:  do  not  spoil  all  by  your  unsuit- 
able behaviour." 
I     The  boy   coloured  with   anger,   and 
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seemed  aoout  to  rise ;  but  did  not  Sud- 
denly recollecting  himself,  he  said, 
'*  Come !  do  it  in  your  own  way,  and  PU 
take  down  the  heads :"  then  producing  a 
bit  tf  pencil,  he  opened  the  cover  of  a 
dirty  song-book,  so  as  to  display  the  many 
offensive  things  that  were  already  scrawled 
on  it  The  widow  calmly  closed  the 
disgraceful  volume  and  laying  upon  it  a 
piece  of  clean  paper  said,  "  Now  proceed 
to  make  your  notes." 

Aflecting  to  suppress  a  laugh,  and  put- 
ting on  a  face  of  mock  gravity,  he  looked 
up  for  his  instructions. 

"  We  are  all  sinners,"  commenced  the 
widow,  repressing,  by  a  look  which  she 
had  seldom  worn,  the  jeer  that  seemed 
about  to  pass  his  lips :  "  we  have  the  eye 
of  an  all-seeing,  all-holy  God  continually 
upon  us ;  and  every  thought  of  our  heart 
is  known  to  him.  Pride,  falsehood,  un- 
cleanness,  intemperance,  wrath,  envy,  all 
these  are  terribly  sinful :  and  so  is  every 
act,  every  word,  every  feeling,  that  is  not 
according  to  the  holy  will  of  this  just 
God."  • 

It  was  evident  that  Charles,  though  he 
scribbled  away,  was  not  taking  it  down 
faithfully :  but  he  could  not  help  hearing 
it,  and  with  this  she  resolved  to  be  con- 
tent 

"  The  wages  of  sin  is  death :  Qod  has 
declared  it ;  and  that  death  is  not  the  end 
;kzn  existence,  but  an  eternity  of  torment 
hereafter. 

<<  Every  one  of  us  has  sinned :  every  one 
lies  under  this  condemnation. 

*^When  we  were  thus  helpless,  thus 
condemned,  God  accepted  a  ransom  for  our 
guilty  souls,  even  the  precious  blood  of 
His  only  Son,  who  became  man  that  he 
might  suffer  -and  die  on  the  cross  for  our 
iniquities. 

'<  This  sacrifice  is  sufficient  before  God, 
to  atone  for  all  the  sins  of  all  the  sinners 
upon  earth,  from  the  creation  to  the  judg- 
ment-day ;  but  it  is  only  made  effectual  to 
them  that  believe,  and  come  repentingly 
to  ask  it 

^  We  are  so  blinded  and  hardened  by 
sin  that  we  can  neither  believe  nor  under- 
stand nor  serve  God,  without  the  aid  of 
the  Holy  Spirit :  and  this  aid  is  given  to 
all  who  for  Christ's  sake  implore  it 

''  Christ  having  suffered  for  our  sins, 
njtd  risen  fin>m  the  dead,  now  lives,  at  the 
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right  hand  of  €rod,  to  intercede  for  us :  and 
all  manner  of  sin  and  blasphemy  shall  be 
forgiven  to  them  who  come  to  Grod  by 
Him." 

The  energy,  the  vivacity  with  which  the 
old  woman  detailed  these  important  heads 
of  doctrine,  speaking  deliberately,  and 
pausing  afler  each,  while  her  hand  placed 
on  his  arm  seemed  anxious  both  to  arrest 
his  attention,  and  to  direct  his  movements, 
quite  overawed  for  a  moment  even  ihe  dis- 
solute young  scoffer  whom  she  addressed. 
At  length  he  looked  up,  and  with  some- 
what of  his  usual  pertness  remsurked,  '^  So 
then, 'this  is  all  the  good  news  we  have 
had  such  a  fuss  about?" 

"Not  all,"  replied  Mrs.  Green:  "but 
this  is  enough  of  it  to  make  you  happy 
now  and  for  ever,  if  you  receive  it  into 
your  heart  by  faith." 

"  Oh,  many  thanks  to  you,  it  is  no  affiur 
'  of  mme :  the  silly  girl  yonder  sent  me  upon 
a  fool's  errand,  tfiat's  all.  However,  I  am 
much  obliged  to  you,  ma'am,"  he  added 
more  respectfully,  "  for  the  trouble  you've 
taken.  'Tis  one  one  thing  to  answer  a 
question  when  a  body  asks  you,  and  ano- 
ther to  come  preaching  into  people's 
houses  whether  they  will  or  no."  Then 
crumpling  the  paper,  and  thrusting  it  into 
his  pocket,  he  shook  hands  with  the  old 
lady,  nodded  to  the  rest,  and  placing  his 
hat  on  one  side  of  his  head,  walked  oat, 
whistling  a  jig. 

"  I'm  glad  he  came,"  remarked  James ; 
"and  to  tell  the  truth  I'm  glad  he  is 
gone." 

"I  wished  him  a  hundred  miles  off," 
said  Mary,  "  till  I  found  he  brought  a  mes- 
sage from  poor  dear  Sarah.  He  interrupted 
us  talking  about  Richard;  and  indeed 
if  I  wasn't  thinking  of  Richard,  Charles 
would  always  put  me  in  mind  of  him." 

"  How  can  you  say  so,  Mary,"  exclaimed 
Helen ;  "  how  can  Charles  Wright  possi- 
bly remind  you  of  our  own  dear  Richard  ?" 

"Just  the  same,  Helen,  as  a  dark,  dull 
winter's  day  in  this  foggy  town  makes  me 
think  the  more  of  the  warm  bright  sun- 
shine of  our  morning  walks  by  the  sea- 
side, with  the  little  waves  dancing  to  the 
tunes  the  birds  sang." 

"But  remember,  my  love,"  said  the 
widow,  "  that  what  you  complain  of,  boft 
in  the  place  and  in  your  cousin,  is  owing 
to  the  absence  of  light    The  bright  sun 
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m  the  firmament  cannot  dart  his  rays 
through  the  thick  mists  that  hang  over 
this  town,  or  it  would  be  very  different; 
neither  does  tlie  brighter  Sun  of  Righ- 
teousness shine  upon  poor  Charles  to  drive 
away  the  unlovely  darkness  from  his 
character." 

"Charles  is  ugly  enough,"  observed 
Mary ;  ^*  but  Sarah  is  much  worse  crip- 
pled tlian  he;  yet  I  think  her  quite  a 
beauty  when  she  looks  so  tbnd  at  us,  and 
thanks  us  for  showing  her  any  little  kind- 
ness, and  asks  questions  about  the  Lord 
Jesus.  Well,  I  hope  now  we  shall  have 
the  rest  of  the  Sunday  to  ourselves."  • 

But  this  w^ish  was  scEU'cely  uttered  when 
anotlier  tap  at  the  door  ushered  in  Mr. 
South. 

"  Glad  to  find  you  so  comfortable  at  last, 
neighbours ;  I  thought  Pd  come  in  for  a 
hit  of  chat ;  but  .'twas  hard  to  make  out 
your  lodging.  I  met  Charles  Wright  in 
the  next  street ;  he  told  me  he  had  no  idea 
where  you  lived." 

"  Oh,  what  a  wicked  story-teller  he  is  !" 
cried  Mary,  "  why  he  has  just  left  us." 

"  Ay,"  muttered  the  visiter,  with  a  shrug, 
"  that's  factory  morals ;  he  didn't  like  me 
to  suppose  he  had  been  in  such  good  com- 
pany." 

"  It  was  owing  to  you  that  he  came 
hero,  Mr.  South,"  said  Helen,  "  and  I  dare 
Hty  granny  will  tell  you  all  about  it" 

Thankful  for  such  an  opening,  the  wi- 
dow took  the  hint,  and  succeeded  in  ma- 
king her  new  friend  listen  to  a  pretty  full 
■tatemcnt  of  truths  that  he  would  as  wil- 
lingly have  been  excused  from  hearing ; 
but  she  was  not  one  of  the  inconsistent 
Christians  who  put  their  candle  under  a 
buBhel  when  those  who  most  need  to  have 
the  light  placed  before  them  enter  into  the 
house.  As  a  guest  in  other  places  she 
was  necessarily  sometimes  under  compara- 
tive restraint,  and  therefore  she  preferred 
her  own  home,  where  full  liberty  of  speech 
prevailed  on  the  subject  most  important ; 
contenting  herself  with  the  conviction  that 
those  who  loved  the  theme  would  enjoy 
it ;  while  those  who  loved  it  not,  were  in 
the  way  of  profit  if  they  staid,  and  free  to 
depart  when  they  chose. 

South,  however,  came  to  talk  about  the 
mills,  and  resolved  to  let  the  old  lady  have 
her  say  first,  in  the  hope  that  she  would 
itoi  listen  to  him.    He  was  disappointed ; 


for  when,  on  her  coming  to  the  end  of  her 
lecture,  he  began  his  discourse,  she  mildly 
but  decisively  interrupted  him.  "  Excuse 
me,  neighbour,  but  this  being  the  day  of 
rest  from  worldly  labour,  we  must  haliow 
it  by  shutting  out  all  worldly  thoughts  and 
subjects  too.  If  you  will  join  us  in  reading 
and  conversing  over  the  bible,  in  our 
hjonns  and  prayer,  we  shall  be  most  happy 
to  have  you  make  one  ef  our  party :  if  not 
don't  be  offended,  neighbour,  that  we  must 
go  on,  even  if  it  be  the  means  of  our  losing 
your  company." 

"  Oh.  ma'am,  I'm  sure  it  would  be  a 
great  pleasure  to  me  to  join  you  in  all 
those  good  things,  if  you  think  a  little  ra- 
tional talk  so  wicked  on  Sunday ;  but  I 
have  outstaid  my  time  already,  and  must 
bid  you  good-bye." 

"  Dear  granny,"  said  Helen,  "  how  glad 
I  am  you  got  him  to  listen  so  long.  Poor 
man !  I  fear  he  has  a  very  uncomfortable 
home,  and  that  was  why  I  was  so  bold  as 
to  speak  about  Charles'  message." 

"  If  he  tells  it  again,"  remarked  Mary, 
"  Charles  will  get  finely^aughed  at,  and 
that  will  make  him  more  spiteful  than  ever." 

"Then  perhaps  I  did  wrong,"  said 
Helen,  looking  distressed. 

"  No,  my  dear  child,  you  did  perfectly 
right  It  is  our  duty  to  use  whatever  op- 
portunities God  gives  us  of  being  faithful 
to  others,  for  their  good;  consequences 
belong  to  Grod." 

"  You  know,  granny,  the  apostle  warns 
us  against  doing  evil  that  good  may  ensue ; 
but  I  am  afraid  I  often  hold  back  from 
doing  good  for  fear  evil  may  ensue — that 
is,  something  unpleasant  to  myself  or  to 
those  I  love." 

"  We  are  all  tempted  to  do  that,  Helen ; 
but  we  must  pray  to  be  made  valiant  for 
the  truth,  and  never  to  shrink  from  de- 
claring it  The  fear  of  man  often  bring- 
eth  a  snare." 

Helen  deeply  felt  that  it  did ;  and  she 
laid  up  in  her  heart  the  counsel  now  given 
by  the  friend  who  Httle  knew  what  was 
passing  in  her  thoughts.  She  had,  at  the 
moment  of  speaking  to  South,  been  almost 
withheld,  from  the  apprehension  of  a  fresh 
burst  of  malignity  on  the  part  of  Phcebe, 
if  he  should  repeat  it  at  Wright's ;  but  she 
overcame  the  suggestion,  and  boldly  called 
forth  what  she  hoped  would  profit  the 
poor  man.    He  was  not  an  ill-natured 
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person;  and  though  on  the  same  afler- 
noon  he  saw  some  of  the  family,  nothing 
passed  his  lips  on  the  subject  Our  poor 
cottagers,  meanwhile,  enjoyed  their  Sab- 
bath exercises  in  peace ;  attended  an  even- 
ing service,  and  closed  the  most  comfort- 
able day  they  had  yet  passed  in  M.  with 
the  united  voice  of  tuneful  praise. 

Next  day,  the  landlord  brought  tidings 
of  what  he  called  fine  luck :  there  was  an 
excellent  opening  for  Willy  in  a  silk-mill 
not  very  far  off,  and  the  person  under 
whose  charge  he  would  be  was  a  friend 
of  his  own.  "  Just  the  sort  of  man  for  yod, 
Mrs.  Green ;  for  when  I  went  to  his  house 
last  night,  they  were  singing  psalms  as 
loud  as  they  could  bawl,  and  I  had  to 
come  away  without  seeing  him :  however 
I  met  him  this  morning,  and  he's  ready  for 
the  boy." 

This  was  an  inducement  not  to  be 
slighted,  and  when,  on  a  short  interview, 
the  widow  found  Mr.  Psurkins  a  serious 
man,  with  every  appearance  of  being 
what  the  landlord  represented  him,  she 
committed  Willy  to  his  charge;  while 
James  was  half  reconciled  to  remain  at 
home  by  the  old  gentleman's  assurance 
that  he  was  to  have  some  very  nice  em- 
plo>'tnent,  which  was  realized  the  next 
day  by  his  bringing  in  a  few  tools,  with 
sundry  bits  of  wood,  and  instructing  the 
boy  how  to  set  about  making  smedl  arti- 
cles for  sale. 

The  widow  visited  her  daughter;  but 
Sarah,  after  much  suffering,  had  been  or- 
dered an  opiate,  and  was  in  a  sound  sleep. 
She  therefore  got  no  information  as  to  the 
result  of  Charles'  mission,  of  which  his 
mother  evidently  knew  nothing,  by  her 
apologizing  for  not  one  of  the  family  ever 
going  to  see  them  yet.  Mrs.  Wright 
seemed  sulky  and  downcast,  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  she  received  a  present  that 
her  mother  insisted  on  making,  in  return 
for  the  trouble  and  expense  incurred  by 
entertaining  so  large  a  party,  proved  that 
money  was  just  then  highly  acceptable. 
She  brightened  up  as  soon  as  the  gifl, 
after  many  pretended  objections,  was 
safely  deposited  in  her  tea-caddy,  and  be- 
came 80  sociable  that  the  widow  hoped  to 
lead  her  to  listen  to  spiritual  counsel ;  but 
here,  as  usual,  she  was  disappointed. 

We  must  now  leave  them,  to  take  a 
peep  in^o  the  mill  of  the  Messrs.  Z. 


Mary  had  described  the  spinner  to 
whose  wheel  her  frame  was  attached,  as 
looking  equally  cross  with  old  Buckle,  but 
being,  like  him,  l^etter  than  his  looks. 
This  was  true ;  the  poor  man  was  soured 
by  a  life  of  extreme  labour,  and  his  health 
so  materially  affected  as  to  increase  the 
gloom  of  his  countenance ;  but  he  was  not 
habitually  ill-tempered.  With  the  rest, 
he  could  enjoy  any  variety  in  his  monoto- 
nous path ;  and  Mary  was  so  unlike  all 
her  companions,  that  she  afforded  him  (Se- 
quent amusement 

The  little  scavenger  whose  feelings  the 
thoughtless  girl  had  hurt  on  the  first  day 
wEus  now  become  her  special  protege ;  and 
woe  to  the  person  who  should  inflict  any 
needless  annoyance  on  Katy  Malony; 
such  woe  at  least  as  Mary  Green's  most 
eloquent  and  energetic  rebukes  could  in- 
flict She  had,  for  a  wonder,  met  with  a 
heart  quite  as  warm  as  her  own,  a  poor, 
persecuted,  solitary  child,  simple  as  a  babe 
in  the  cradle,  but  sensitive  to  an  extraor- 
dinary degree,  and  gifled  with  that  power 
of  attachment  which,  like  the  ivy  to  its 
supporting  oak,  clings  round  the  object  of 
its  grateful  veneration,  and  would  rather 
perish  than  be  torn  from  it  Besides, 
poor  little  Katy  had  been  struck  by  the 
respectable  dress  and  deportment  of  the 
new  piecener,  and  readily  yielded  her  a 
degree  of  deference  quite  delightful  to 
Mary  Green,  who,  although  she  would 
have  been  really  distressed  at  the  idea  of 
being  thought  proud,  had  more  than  the 
average  share  of  that  corrupt  principle 
within,,  and  dearly  loved  to  be  regarded 
as  a  superior.  The  expression  of  Katy's 
uplifled  eyes,  as  she  peered  through  the 
whirling  threads  at  her  companion  above, 
and  the  pretty  soft  brogue,  an  accent  quite 
new  to  her  protector,  in  which  she  uttered 
*•  Miss  Mary,  ma'am,"  were  more  gratify- 
ing to  her  than  she  was  aware  of,  from  the 
deep  respect  which  they  implied :  while 
the  zealous  devotion  of  the  scavenger  in 
picking  from  Mary's  can  the  woolly  parti- 
cles that  often  covered  its  contents,  to  the 
total  neglect  of  her  own  poor  portion,  and 
the  eagerness  with  which  she  volunteered 
every  possible  good  office,  showed  that 
love  was  the  root  from  whence  all  sprang. 

Katy's  extreme  simplicity,  together  with 
some  occasional  mistakes  which  they  were 
pleased  to  call  Irish  bulls,  rendered  her 
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quite  a  butt  to  those  around  her.  She 
happened  to  be  the  only  one  of  her  race  in 
that  part  of  the  room;  and  having  but 
lately  come  over,  that  is,  about  a  year  be- 
fore, she  was  considered  fair  game  for  the 
very  poor  witticisms  of  her  neighbours, 
whose  attempts  at  correcting  the  Irish 
girPs  phraseology  sometimes  diverted 
Mary  beyond  bounds;  for  she  was  too 
well  instructed  not  to  discern  that  the 
teachers  were  frequently  farther  astray 
from  accuracy  than  their  pupil.  This  she 
failed  not  to  point  out,  oflen  with  so  much 
humour  as  quite  to  overset  the  spinner's 
gravity,  and  to  provoke  unmeasured  re- 
sentment on  the  part  of  the  mortified  per- 
sons, which  they  usually  contrived  to 
wreak  upon  poor  Katy,  as  the  most  effec- 
tual way  of  making  Mary  excessively 
angry.  Her  occasional  reports  of  these 
matters,  cautiously  as  they  were  given, 
convinced  her  grandmother  that  she  was 
in  a  very  unsafe  position  between  the  two 
parties,  as  regarded  her  own  humihty  and 
forbearance ;  but  Katy  became,  from  her 
recitals,  an  object  of  such  interest  to  the 
household,  that  no  one  could  wish  to  check 
Mary  in  her  generous  line  of  conduct  to- 
wards the  poor  desolate  little  creature. 

There  was  a  press  of  work;  nobody 
could  afford  to  go  home  to  breakfast,  even 
of  those  who  lived  like  the  Greens,  within 
^ve  minutes'  run  of  the  mill ;  and  all  took 
their  cans,  Mary's  always  replenished 
with  bread  and  milk,  Katy's  with  some- 
times a  spoonful  of  stirabout,  sometimes  a 
broken  cf ust,  and  not  unfrequently  empty. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there  at  my  can, 
you  little  meddling  fool  ?"  said  a  big' girl  to 
Katy  one  morning. 

"  Sure,  then,  'tisn't  your  can  I'm  touch- 
ing, at  all ;  'tis  Miss  Mary's  own." 

"  Miss  Mary  forsooth !  Why  don't  you 
say  Lady  Mary?" 

"Lady  Mary's  c€m,"  repeated  Katy, 
with  great  simplicity. 

An  immoderate  roar  of  laughter  fol- 
lowed, in  which  the  spinner  joined ;  Katy 
blushed,  and  looked  indignant,  for  she 
was  sure  the  laugh  was  at  her  expense. 
Just  then,  Mary  returned  to  her  frame 
from  the  farther  end  of  the  apartment,  and 
a  general  shout  was  raised  of,  "  Room  for 
Lady  Mary." 

"What's  all  this  riot  about,"  said  the 
overlooker^  approaching  with  no  gentle 


aspect,  "take  care  you  don't  get  some 
sauce  to  your  breeikfasts,"  and  he  drew  a 
strap  that  he  was  preparing  to  fix  to  some 
part  of  the  machinery  through  his  fingers. 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?"  asked  Mary, 
in  a  louder  tone  than  was  prudent 

"  Hush !"  whispered  Katy,  "  it's  a  bob- 
bying  we'll  gel,  ma'am,  if  we  ben't  quiet" 

"  A  bobbying !" 

"  Yes ;  that's  a  strapping ;  a  very  sore 
thing  it  is."  And  the  little  girl  writhed  as 
if  under  the  recollection  of  such  discipline. 

"Nobody  shall  bobby  me,  Katy;  and 
nobody  shall  bobby  you ;  so  make  your- 
self easy.  How  nicely  you  have  picked 
my  mess  I  it  was  all  over  flue,  for  I  saw 
it :  come,  let's  see,  what  have  you  got  for 
yourself?" 

"  Mine's  all  done,  Miss,"  and  she  showed 
her  empty  tin ;  it  had  evidently  contained 
nothing  but  water,  a  few  drops  of  which 
had  trickled  down  the  sides. 

"  Here  now,  hold  it  quick,  Katy,  I  have 
plenty  to  spare." 

"  Oh  no,  Miss,  avoumeen,  I've  had  all  I 
want,  and  why  should  I  be  afler  robbing 
you  ?" 

"  Do  as  I  bid  you :  there,  sup  it  up :  I 
wonder,"  she  added,  looking  round, "  which 
of  all  you  would  have  refused  it" 

To  this  challenge  no  reply  was  given, 
but  it  excited  much  anger,  and  before  the 
day  was  past  Mary  was  made  to  feel  it 
through  her  poor  little  friend. 

Many  of  our  greatest  blessings,  the  de- 
privation of  which  would  rob  life  of  its 
best  earthly  comforts,  are  enjoyed  from 
day  to  day  without  a  thought  on  the  pe- 
culiar mercy  that  makes  them  ours ;  or  an 
attempt  at  computing  the  amount  of  pain- 
ful loss  that  their  withdrawal  would  entail 
upon  us.  Among  these  every-day  advan- 
tages is  the  protection  afforded  by  those 
equal  laws  that  recognize  the  right  of 
Englishmen  of  every  class,  every  age,  to 
the  fullest  protection  both  of  person  and 
property.  Those  enactments  which  make 
the  rich  man's  house  his  castle  embrace 
with  equed  efficiency  the  poor  man's  hovel 
The  former  is  guarded  from  depredationr 
which  the  latter  might,  by  dint  of  physical 
force,  commit ;  and  he  in  his  turn  is  alike 
shielded  from  any  despotic  use  that  his 
more  lordly  neighbour  might  be  disposed 
to  make  of  superior  wealth  and  influence. 
Even  the  domestic  sanctuary  is  overshad 
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owed  by  this  all-pervading  genius  of  our 
beautiful  constitution ;  and  if  the  prescribed 
prerogative  of  parent  or  husband  overpass 
its  legitimate  bounds,  and  offer  violence 
to  that  immaculate  principle,  the  liberty 
of  the  subject,  magisterial  authority  steps 
in  to  arrest  the  uplifted  hand  by  the  cer- 
tainty of  retributive  infliction  should  the 
blow  fall ;  or  with  that  infliction  if  it  has 
actually  lallen. 

Is  there  any  exemption  from  this  privi- 
lege of  protection  among  our  country  peo- 
ple in  the  bosom  of  their  own  free  Eng- 
land ?  Does  slavery,  such  as  our  law  re- 
pudiates, and  to  which  the  very  act  of  in- 
haling British  air  is  supposed  to  be  fatal, 
dwell  and  reign  over  thousands  in  our 
most  public,  most  populous  cities  ?  This 
question  must  be  answered  by  an  appeal 
to  facts :  and  should  the  charge  that  so  it 
is  be  substantiated  by  the  evidence  ad- 
duced, the  next  inquiry  is,  Shall  this  state 
of  things  be  allowed  to  continue  1 


CHAPTER  IX. 

INCREASING  TROUBLES. 

A  SHORT  period  sufficed  to  show  the 
widow  Green  the  nature  of  the  difficulties 
in  which  she  had  been  plunged,  in  com- 
mon with  thousands  more ;  and  which  ut- 
terly defied  her  skill  when  she  cast  about 
for  some  means  of  extrication.  The  gra- 
dual decline  of  many  comforts,  the  increase 
of  privation,  and  pressure  of  anxiety  as  re- 
garded worldly  things,  were  felt  as  flesh 
will  feel  them.  The  consciousness  of  hav- 
ing been  deceived,  entrapped,  and  fraud- 
fully  expatriated  from  the  scene  of  long 
respectability  and  the  bosom  of  a  friendly 
neighbourhood,  wounded  her  natural  feel- 
ings, and  mortified  the  pride  that  con- 
stantly larks  in  every  human  heart  But 
these  were  light  afflictions  indeed  com- 
pared with  the  poignancy  of  her  self-re- 
proach when  contemplatmg,  as  she  was 
compelled  to  do,  the  change  tliat  came 
over  the  children  of  her  love.  Helen  was 
evidently  unhappy,  and  as  evidently  strove 
lo  conceal  from  her  the  cause  of  her  de- 
jection, while  positively  denying  that  it 
from  bodily  fatigue  or  illness;  a  line 


of  conduct  so  inconsistent  with  the  ingen- 
uous character  of  the  girl,  as  to  create  in- 
voluntary misgivings,  wrongful  to  their 
object,  but  of  which  she  was  happily  igno- 
rant. Mary  was  becoming  proud  and 
passionate  to  a  degree  that  called  for  fre- 
quent rebukes,  and  these  again  seemed  to 
add  fuel  to  the  fire  of  her  unholy  feelings, 
or  were  met  with  a  levity  even  more  dis- 
tressing still  in  the  eyes  of  her  pious 
grandmother.  Willy  appeared  to  lose  the 
childish  simplicity  of  his  character;  he, 
the  petted  Iamb  of  her  little  flock,  now 
seemed  to  shrink  fVom  her  eye;  and  the 
laugh  excited  by  his  whispered  communi- 
cations to  Mary  or  James,  was  cautiously 
checked  as  soon  as  it  attracted  her  obser- 
vation. This  rankled  in  her  bosom  more 
painfully  than  any  thing  else,  for  she 
could  not  bear  to  lose  his  loving  confi- 
dence, to  see  him  stealing  away  from  her 
side,  and  desirous  of  evading  the  queries 
of  anxious  affection ;  nor  did  she  like  to 
confess  to  herself  that  the  sly  leer  of  bold 
cunning  was  supplanting  the  bright  open 
look  of  innocent  animation  which  had  al- 
ways marked  his  clear  blue  eye.  To  res- 
cue him,  at  least,  was  the  desire  of  her 
heart ;  but  then  how  could  she  effect  it  ? 
There  was  no  alternative  but  removal  to 
another  mill,  or  utter  idleness.  The  last, 
she  knew,  would  prove  as  ruinous  to  his 
morals  in  such  a  neighbourhood,  as  the 
place  he  was  employed  in  could  do ;  besides 
losing  the  care  which  Parkins  had  prom- 
ised to  bestow  on  him  in  his  present  situa- 
tion. Then  her  circumstances  forbade 
the  subtraction  of  a  penny  from  their  poor 
income,  already  falling  far  short  of  their 
expenditure,  and  warning  her  that  she 
must  look  out  for  a  yet  more  humble 
abode,  ere  the  remnant  of  her  scanty 
purse,  so  sadly  lightened  since  she  lefl  her 
village  home,  was  wholly  gone. 

James  alone  retained  the  characteristics 
that  had  but  a  while  ago  distinguished 
them  all;  but  his  bodily  health  declined 
with  a  rapidity  that  startled  her.  His  ap- 
petite remained,  and  many  a  morsel  did 
she  contrive  to  spare  from  the  cravings  of 
her  own  stomach  to  replenish  his  plate ; 
but  the  food  seemed  to  impart  no  nourish- 
ment; he  became  more  pallid,  more  lan- 
guid and  enfeebled,  as  she  looked  for  the 
reverse.  He  was  uncomplaining,  never- 
theless; mild,  dutiful,  and   afiectionate. 
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Hit  Bible  became  more  precious,  and 
though  be  never  reproved  the  wayward- 
ness of  Mary,  or  noticed  the  change  in 
Willy,  he  evidently  strove  to  supply  their 
lack  of  attention  to  their  aged  friend.  To 
Helen  his  attachment  seemed  always  on 
the  increase ;  and  of  the  few  smiles  that 
lighted  up  her  thoughtful  countenance,  the 
greater  number  were  drawn  forth  by  the 
poor  boy's  endeavours  to  fix  her  attention 
on  cheering  subjects.  Insensibly  he  be- 
came the  chief  bond  of  union  among  them; 
for  though  Mary  frequently  wreaked  her 
peevishness  on  him,  and  Willy  resented 
his  discouraging  looks  when  he  indulged 
in  bad  language  among  themselves,  his 
meek  endurance  disarmed  all  unfriendly 
feeling,  and  the  invalid  was  dearly  loved 
byaU. 

Matters  proceeded  thus,  without  any 
material  change,  for  some  weeks.     Occa- 
sionally they  visited  Sarah,  whose  mhid 
had  evidently  been  awakened  to  the  im- 
portance of  spiritual  things,  though  her 
knowledge  was  yet  very  scanty,  and  her 
fears  strong.    About  two  months  after  the 
entrance  of  the  children  on  their  employ- 
ment in  the  mills,  Sarah's  birthday  occur- 
red ;  and,  as  it  fell  on  a  Saturday,  when 
they  led  work  earlier  than  on  other  days, 
the  widow  could  not  refuse  the  poor  girPs 
earnest  request  that  they  would  all  join  in 
celebrating  iL    It  was  the  first  time  the 
two  families  had    assembled    since    the 
Greens  had  quitted  that  abode,  and  great 
appeared  the  change  produced  on  some 
of  the  party,  in  the  eyes  of  their  common 
parent.     $arah  had  been  dressed  with 
some  care,  and  of  course  looked  better; 
but  the  chief  alteration  appeared  in  her 
countenance,  which,  from  being  distres- 
singly vacant,  had  become  animated,  even 
to  restlessness.    She  seemed  to  watch  for 
every  word  that  fell,  as  if  it  might  convey 
some  new  information  to  her  mind ;  and 
the  dread  of  her  mother,  which  formerly 
kept  her  silent,  was  so  far  diminished  as 
to    render    her   frowns    and    ill-natured 
speeches  ineffectual  to  check  the  girl's  oc- 
casional remarks.    Charles  of  course  en- 
coaraged  her  in  the  unwonted  freedom  of 
talking,  to  annoy  his  mother.    Willy  soon 
got  into  a  corner  with  his  youngest  cousin, 
and  they  remained  apart  from  the  rest,  in 
noisy  mirth,  which  on  Willy's  part  seemed 
to  increase  whenever  his  grandmother 


called  him  to  order.  Mary  had  an  air  of 
importemce  about  her,  that  evidently 
amused  Charles,  who  said  many  ridicu- 
lous things,  in  a  complimentary  strain,  to 
increase  it;  and  the  sickliness  of  James' 
looks  was  rendered  more  conspicuous  by 
the  compassionate  remarks  they  drew 
forth  from  his  aunt 

But  nothing  struck  the  widow  so  much 
as  the  extraordinary  change  in  Helen's 
aspect  On  their  entrance,  she  had  no- 
ticed an  encounter  of  glances  between  her 
and  Phoebe,  marked  on  the  part  of  the  lat- 
ter by  a  degree  of  scornful,  malicious  de- 
rision that  could  not  escape  the  notice  of 
the  most  heedless  looker-on ;  while  Helen's 
usual  expression  of  retiring  modesty  gave 
place  to  one  strangely  foreign  from  her 
natural  aspect  On  meeting  Phcebe's  half- 
opened  eyes,  her  own  expanded,  and  fixed 
in  a  gaze  almost  a  stare  of  proud  and 
high  defiance,  under  which  the  other 
presently  quailed,  though  the  contemptu- 
ous curl  of  her  Up,  as  she  dropped  the 
long  lashes,  gave  her  the  aspect  of  dis- 
gust, rather  than  of  conscious  guilt  Still 
Helen  flinched  not :  her  eyes  were  rivet- 
ted  on  the  downcast  face,  and  she  stood 
erect,  the  very  personification  of  indig- 
nant, haughty  disdain.  Could  it  be  Helen 
Fleetwood, — the  gentle,  retiring  maiden, 
the  subdued  young  Christian,  to  whom 
even  the  aged  pilgrim  secretly  looked  up 
as  a  pattern  of  that  "meekness  of  wis- 
dom" which  she  had  prayerfully  incul- 
cated, and  praisefully  marvelled  at,  as  its 
growth  exceeded  her  most  sanguine  hopes  ? 
the  enigma  was  no  less  painful  than 
strange;  nor  did  her  perplexity  decrease 
when  Helen,  who  was  generally  the  last  to 
speak,  and  whose  sofl  tones  fell  almost 
whisperingly  on  the  ear,  abruptly  turned, 
witliout  advancing  from  her  position  right 
over  against  Phoebe,  and  addressing  the 
poor  sick  girl,  said,  in  a  full  firm  voice, 
"  My  dearest  Sarah,  has  the  Lord  given 
you  better  health  since  I  saw  you  last  ?" 

"  Yes,  Helen  dear,  I  am  really  better, 
thank  you," 

Helen  had  again  turned  to  Phoebe,  and 
watched  her  for  a  moment  after  this  reply 
was  given ;  then  with  a  half  smile,  and  a 
slight  toss  of  the  head,  she  crossed  over  to 
the  invalid,  saluted  her  affectionately,  and 
in  a  tone  more  like  her  wonted  one,  but 
still  much  loader  than  usual,  said  "It  is 
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God,  not  me,  you  should  thank,  dear 
Sarah,  who  hae  brought  you  to  see  this 
day:  and  that  he  may  grant  you  many 
more  happy  returns  of  it  I  heartily  be- 
seech him."  She  then  took  off  her  bon- 
net, adjusted  her  hair,  and  sat  down  with 
the  same  air  of  independent  self-possession. 

"Dear !"  said  Mrs.  Wright,  w^ith  affected 
admiration,  "how  soon  some  people  rub 
off  their  rust  in  the  mills  ?" 

A  suppressed  titter  from  Charles  was 
the  only  notice  taken  of  this  3  and  his  mo- 
ther resumed,  "  Mary  looks  as  uppish  too 
as  any  body :  quite  a  change,  I  declare." 

"  To  be  sure,"  replied  Charles,  "  who 
would  not  feel  their  own  respectability, 
and  be  proud  of  it,  among  such  a  raga- 
muffin set  as  we  factory  people  are  ?" 

"Pride,"  said  the  widow,  "was  not 
made  for  man,  in  any  station ;  and  least  of 
all  for  humble  day-labourers  like  us." 

No  answer  was  given;  and  matters 
went  on  much  as  hsis  been  described,  until 
Wright's  entrance,  with  some  cakes,  gave 
signal  for  the  tea-table  to  be  surrounded. 
A  restraint  was  evident  on  all  the  party 
except  Helen  and  Sarah,  who  took  and 
kept  the  lead  in  conversation.  There 
eeemed  to  be  an  imderstanding  between 
them  that  puzzled  the  widow,  and  exces- 
sively annoyed  Mrs.  Wright 

"  It's  a  long  while  since  I  had  so  many 
friends  about  me  on  a  birth- day,"  said  Sa- 
rah. 

"That's  fadse,"  retorted  her  mother; 
"  but  I  dare-say  you  reckon  one  new 
friend  as  good  as  two  old  ones." 

"The  oldest  friend  I  have,  mother,  is 
the  newest  to  me ;  and  worth  a  hundred 
others." 

The  party  looked  at  her  with  astonish- 
ment ;  only  three  of  them  understood  the 
paradox,  and  to  them  it  was  a  source  of 
deep  joy.  A  glance  passed  between 
Phoebe  and  her  mother,  the  purport  of 
which  was  caught  by  Charles,  whose  face 
almost  blackened  with  anger  as  he 
scowled  at  them  both. 

«  That  Friend,"  observed  Helen,  "  will 
never  leave  you  nor  forsake  you." 

Mrs.  Wright's  rage  here  broke  forth : 
"  Upon  my  word,  young  woman,  this  isn't 
to  be  borne.  You,  a  beggarly  stranger, 
come  here  by  my  mother's  means;  and 
•et  yourself  up  to  be  a  better  friend  to  that 


poor  foolish  girl  than  her  own  flesh  and 
blood !    Such  impudence" 

"  It  was  not  of  myself  I  spoke,  ma'am," 
replied  Helen  quietly. 

"  And  pray,  ma'am,  if  a  body  may  be  so 
bold  as  to  ask,  who  was  it  ?" 

"  Jesus  Christ,"  answered  Sarah, 

"Hold  your  crazy  tongue,  you  idiot," 
vociferated  Mrs.  Wright ;  "  must  you  turn 
canting  hypocrite  too  ?" 

The  widow  interposed,  for  she  saw  a 
storm  gathering  in  the  countenance  of 
Charles.  "Daughter,  that  blessed  name 
speaks  only  of  love,  peace,  and  joy:  let  it 
not  be  made  an  occasion  of  strife." 

"My  maxim,"  said  Wright,  "is  that 
there  can  be  no  quarrelling  except  two 
people  agree  to  it:  and  I  hardly  think 
there  are  two  in  this  little  family  party  to 
agree  to  make  poor  Sarah's  birth-day  an 
uncomfortable  day  to  her.  So  now  lefs 
have  an  end  of  all  squabbles." 

Calm  was  restored;  but  no  change 
came  over  Helen.  She  retained  the  same 
air  of  conscious  superiority,  fixing,  from 
time  to  time,  the  same  full,  undaunted 
gaze  upon  Phcebe,  and  frequently  address- 
ing Sarah  in  terms  of  fondness.  Charles 
never  once  looked  at  her,  neither  did 
Phoebe,  but  every  sound  of  her  voice  ap- 
peared to  bring  a  sly  sneer  on  the  girl's 
face;  which  was  indeed  formed  to  wear 
such  an  expression. 

All  this  distressed  the  widow  Green. 
She  looked  round  upon  her  children,  and 
in  none  could  she  trace  any  thing  wherein 
to  rejoice,  save  in  James  and  Sarah ;  both 
of  whom  were  evidently  fading  like  sum- 
mer blossoms.  She  thought  of  past 
scenes :  of  her  little  cottage  with  its  plain 
white  walls,  the  honeysuckle  that  clus- 
tered around  the  casement;  the  song  of 
birds  from  a  neighbouring  thicket;  and 
the  bright  faces,  the  clear  merry  voices 
witliin,  that  harmonized  so  sweetly  with 
them.  Again  her  thoughts  reverted  to 
the  old  churchyard,  where  her  dear  Richard 
was  perhaps  even  then  slowly  tracing  the 
pathway  near  his  parents'  grave,  on  the 
return  from  a  day's  healthful  labour  in  hfs 
native  fields.  She  dwelt  on  the  promise 
of  his  character,  the  hope  that  in  after, 
years  he  would  prove  a  valuable  servant 
of  that  Master  in  whose  fear  and  love  she 
had  carefully  trained  him :  and  as  this 
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bright  picture  of  her  mind  darkened  with 
the  contrast  of  the  reality  then  before  her, 
tears  swelled  in  her  eyes,  and  her  spirit 
almost  breathed  the  murmuring  inquiry, 
"  Hath  God  forgotten  to  be  gracious  ?" 

Helen  marked  her  emotion ;  and  it  was 
happy  for  herself  that  she  did.  Even  the 
pang  which  at  that  moment  rang  the  wid- 
ow's bosom  was  among  the  "all  things'' 
that  worked  for  good  to  those  afflicted 
children  of  God.  Oh,  if  it  was  given  to 
such  to  know  the  end  from  the  beginning, 
how  lovely  in  their  eyes  would  be  the 
most  afirighting  of  dispensations,  seeing 
that  each  is  shaped  to  promote  that  end 
of  their  faith — the  salvation  of  their  souls, 
the  meetness  (hat  must  be  wrought  in 
them  for  the  incorruptible  inheritance 
already  prepared!  But  the  tree  of  for- 
bidden knowledge  was  a  tree  of  spiritual 
darkness,  ignorance,  and  sorrow :  it  opens 
man's  eyes  to  present  afflictions,  but  closes 
them  against  the  peaceable  fruits  of  righ- 
teousness that  spring  therefrom,  when 
once  he  has  been  made  a  partaker  in  the 
faith  and  hope  of  the  gospel. 

When  the  time  for  speaking  of  going 
home  had  arrived,  Helen  inquired  of  Sa- 
rah whether  she  did  not  wish  them  to 
mng  before  they  parted;  an  assent  was 
given,  but  with  a  flush  on  the  cheek  and 
a  look  of  evident  anxiety.  Helen  waited 
not  any  farther  encouragement ;  she  called 
the  children  to  her,  and  at  once  took  the 
lead  in  that  exquisite  hymn, 

Jesoi,  and  shall  it  ever  be 
*  A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thae ! 

Oflen  had  the  solemn  strain  resounded 
from  the  walls  of  their  distant  cottage; 
oflen  had  it  been  carolled  on  the  cliff  that 
overhung  their  romantic  sea- view;  and 
within  their  antique  church  it  was  a  fa- 
vourite selection  with  Mr.  Barlow;  but 
never  had  the  widow  Green  heard  it 
breathed  in  tones  so  thrilling  as  those 
which  now  issued  from  the  lips  of  her  fos- 
ter-child. The  voice  of  the  girl  lost  none 
of  its  sweetness ;  but  there  wels  a  fulness, 
a  depth,  a  fervency,  and  a  solemn  pathos 
added,  that  struck  every  hearer  as  some- 
thing extraordinary.  They  sang  it'  through- 
out; and  in  the  last  verse  but  one,  the 
feeble  voice  of  Sarah  tremblingly  joined 
them,  gathering  strength  until  the  con- 
cluding lines— 


And  Oh,  may  this  my  pcmion 
That  Saviour  not  ashamed  of  me ! 

were  given  with  unrestrained  energy  by 
six  voices,  including  the  widow. 

A  deep  silence  followed,  which  was 
strangely  broken  by  a  forced  hysterical 
laugh  from  Phoebe,  while  at  the  same  mo- 
ment Charles  quitted  the  room,  slamming 
the  door  violently  afler  him.  No  notice 
was  taken,  and  the  party  soon  separated, 
Helen's  last  look,  ere  she  passed  out,  being 
fixed  on  Phoebe,  who  had,  however,  turned 
her  back  immediately  afler  bidding  Mrs. 
Green  good  night 

James  was  greatly  fatigued;  Willy 
scarcely  able  to  keep  awake  through  their 
evening  devotions;  and  the  widow  soon 
found  herself  alone  with  Helen,  to  whom 
she  resolved  at  once  to  speak  on  the  sub- 
ject of  her  inexplicable  conduct :  but  be- 
fore she  could  open  it,  the  girl  suddenly 
sank  on  her  knees,  threw  her  arms  around 
her,  and  burst  into  a  violent  fit  of  weeping. 
Although  trembling  with  the  anticipations 
of  something  very  distressing,  the  old  wo- 
man forbore  to  check  this  burst  of  natural 
feeling.  She  pressed  poor  Helen's  head 
to  her  shoulder,  and  allowed  her  to  sob 
without  restraint,  until,  looking  up,  she 
exclaimed,  "  My  granny,  my  own  best  and 
only  friend,  I  have  added  to  your  troubles 
by  trying  to  avoid  it :  forgive  me — I  would 
not  have  concealed  any  thing  from  you 
only  that  I  knew  it  would  grieve  you :  but 
I  saw  by  your  looks  this  evening  how  sad 
you  felt,  and  that  my  behaviour  distressed 
you.    I  will  now  tell  you  all." 

"  Compose  yourself  first  my  love :  you 
have  been  sadly  excited  this  evening,  and 
that  is  a  thing  you  are  not  used  to." 

"  Not  till  I  came  to  the  mills,  granny : 
but  now  1  am  indeed  used  to  it  Oh,  you 
don't  know,"  she  added  with  a  fresh  burst 
of  tears,  "  what  it  has  cost  me  to  keep  it 
all  to  myself;  and  already  I  feel  happier 
since  1  told  you  even  thus  much." 

"But  did  you  not  tell  it  to  a  better 
Friend,  Helen?" 

"I  did  indeed :  how  else  could  I  have 
held  out  1  But,  granny,  it  is  hard  to  walk 
by  faith,  always  resting  upon  what  one 
cannot  see,  with  none  upon  earth  to  pity 
and  console  us." 

The  widow  felt  that  it  was ;  yet  won- 
dered that  Helen  should  have  deprived 
herself  of  the  sympathy  and  counsel  so 
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readily  at  hand  in  her  own  home.  She 
waited  however,  and  the  girl,  who  seemed 
to  have  now  lost  all  power  of  hesitating, 
proceeded  to  repeat  her  tale.  To  give  it  in 
fall,  as  she  related  it  to  her  maternal  friend 
would  be  neither  useful  nor  judicious :  but 
the  outline  was  as  follows. 

Ailer  a  course  of  persecution  such  as 
has  been  already  described,  a  new  and 
most  harassing  attack  upon  her  feelings 
commenced,  owing  to  a  discovery  made 
by  Phcsbe,  that  Sarah  was  in  the  habit  of 
sending  her  messages,  and  receiving  an- 
swers on  religious  subjects.    Charles  was 
the  bearer  of  Utile  bits  of  paper,  open,  on 
which  he  had  scrawled  at  the  poor  maimed 
girl's  desire,  short  questions ;  in  reply  to 
which  Helen  sometimes  had  to  note  down 
references  to  passages  of  scripture :  and 
this  she  did  the  more  readily,  because  he 
would  have  to  read  them  to  Sarah.    It 
was  done  in  an  open  manner,  in  presence 
of  whoever  might  be  at  hand,  and  never 
without   some    witnesses:    yet  ,from   it 
Phoebe  had  pretended  to  draw  an  infer- 
ence injurious  to  Helenas  good  name ;  and 
on  this  base  assumption  of  her  own  con- 
triving she  openly  pointed  her  out  as  an 
unprincipled,  profligate  character.      The 
insults  to  which  she  was  now  exposed 
were  more  trying  than  any  that  she  had 
before  encountered,  and  the  more  so  be- 
cause she  could  not  at  first  discover  their 
origin.     On  the  preceding  day,  she  had 
become    acquainted    with    it,   and    also 
learned  that  Sarah  was  partly  aware  of 
the  cruel  persecution  to  which  her  chris- 
tian efforts  for  that  poor  girPs  instruction 
had  exposed  her.      Astonished  and  indig- 
nant at  the  wanton  wickedness  of  her 
slanderers,  Helen  had  openly  demanded 
from  Charles  the  contradiction  which  he 
was  bound  to  give ;  but  he  evaded  the  sub- 
ject, and  Phoebe  loudly  declared  that  if  she 
dared  to  enter  their  house  that  evening,  or 
if,  being  obliged  to  go,  she  opened  her  lips 
on  any  topic  connected  with  religion,  or 
tried  to  lead  Sarah  to  it,  she  would  directly 
expose  her  to   the  family,  and  get  her 
driven  out  in  disgrace,  from  the  home  she 
had  intruded  into.      The  young  people 
about  them  had  applauded  tliis ;  and  told 
Phoebe  if  she  had  spirit  to  do  what  she 
threatened,  it  must  be  a  benefit  some  way : 
for  that  either  Helen's  hypocrisy  would 
then  be  exposed,  or  else  she  must  leave  I 
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off  pretending  to  be  better  than  she  was. 
Phoebe  pledged  herself  to  carry  it  out;  and 
promised  to  bring  them  a  full  account  of 
the  matter  on  the  following  Monday. 

"  So,  granny,  when  we  went  in  this 
evening,"  continued  Helen,  "I  had  this 
before  me,  that  whichever  way  it  went,  I 
must  suffer.  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but 
feeling  myself  to  be  innocent  of  such  bad 
conduct  as  they  charge  me  witli,  and  know- 
ing too  that  Phoebe  herself  is  as  wicked  as 
any  body,  and  that  all  their  spite  against 
me  is  only  because  1  care  for  the  soul  of 
that  poor  dear  dying  girl,  I  felt  something 
come  over  me  that  I  am  afraid  was  pride. 
I  did  not  fear  Phoebe,  nor  any  one  else ;  I 
wished  her  to  see  that  I  did  not,  and  I  al- 
most desired  her  to  do  the  worst  she  could 
against  me,  because  I  was  sure  Grod  would 
not  suffer  such  wickedness  to  triumph.  I 
also  wanted  to  show  poor  Sarah  that  they 
had  neither  frightened  nor  shamed  me ;  but 
I  saw  you  observed  me ;  and  when  you 
looked  so  sad  at  tea,  and  the  tears  came 
into  your  eyes,  it  struck  me  that  you  might 
suspect  something  wrong,  and  be  fretting 
about  me.  So  I  resolved  to  tell  you  alL  And 
now  don't  fear ;  for  though  God  knows  my 
siinpleness  and  my  faults  are  not  hid  from 
him,  he  also  knows  that  I  have  not  given 
occasion  for  this :  he  will  make  my  righ- 
teousness as  clear  as  light,  and  my  just 
dealing  as  the  noonday.  And  oh,  what  a 
blessed  thought  it  is  that  while  they  revile 
me  and  persecute  me,  and  say  all  ii^anner 
of  evil  against  me,  falsely,  it  is  for  the 
Lord's  sake,  because  I  am  trying  to  do  his 
work,  in  bringing  a  poor  wounded,  stray- 
ing lamb  to  the  bosom  of  the  good  Shep- 
herd !" 

The  widow  answered  tenderly  and 
soothingly,  confirming  this  trust  in  the 
Lord,  and  wisely  deferring  to  a  calmer 
moment  the  cautions  that  she  saw  were 
needed.  She  was  confounded  at  the  ex- 
posure of  such  heartless  depravity  on  the 
part  of  her  own  grand-children,  and  fully 
aware  of  the  peril  in  which  Helen  was 
placed ;  she  was  also  startled  at  discover-^ 
ing  in  the  girl's  character  strong  traits  of 
high  spirit  and  enthusiastic  feeling,  where 
all  had  appeared  so  quiet,  so  humble,  al- 
most too  timid  and  shrinking  for  the  neces- 
sary conflicts  of  life ;  and  she  felt  the  need 
of  a  double  portion  of  the  wisdom  which 
cometh  from  above,  to  direct  her  in  tho  dJf- 
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ficuU  task  of  counselling  one  so  circum- 
stanced. Her  mind  was  in  one  sense 
greatly  relieved  by  the  confidence  of  her 
adopted  child,  thus  restored  to  her ;  but 
many  and  sharp  were  the  thorns  of  per- 
plexity this  night  added  to  those  which  had 
long  strowTi  her  pillow. 

The  following  day  brought  her  farther 
acquainted  with  the  extent  of  the  factory 
evils ;  for  on  her  telling  Helen  that  if  the 
persecution  continued  she  would  make  an 
appeal  to  tlie  justice  and  humanity  of  the 
managers,  the  latter  replied  that  it  was 
useless  so  to  do :  since  in  anything  which 
did  not  concern  the  interests  of  the  mill 
they  would  never  interfere.  "But,"  re- 
turned the  widow,  "  the  interests  of  the 
mill  arc  nearly  concerned  in  this ;  for  how 
can  they  expect  such  a  set  of  immoral  un- 
principled young  people  to  do  their  duty 
by  their  employers  ?  They  must  surely 
be  idle ;  and  not  to  be  trusted  for  a  mo- 
ment when  the  master's  eye  is  off  them." 

Helen  shook  her  head :  "  If  it  was  to  de- 
pend on  ourselves  and  each  other,  granny, 
we  might  be  idle :  but  you  forget  we  have 
to  work  along  with  the  machinery.  Tltat 
is  never  idle ;  it  goes  on,  on,  on,  and  we 
must  keep  pace  with  it  Our  fingers  are 
employed  and  our  feet  too;  but  our 
tongues  are  free,  and  all  the  mischief  that 
bad  tongues,  prompted  by  evil  hearts,  can 
do,  is  carried  on,  to  the  ruin  of  the  work 
people,  but  not  to  the  hindrance  of  the 
work.  All  that  the  overlookers  care  for  is 
to  see  every  body  feeding  the  engines,  or 
drawing  out  tlie  cotton,  winding,  piecening 
and  all  the  rest  of  the  business.  And  be- 
tides"  she  hesitated,  looked  more  dis- 
tressed, and  then  added,  "You  are  great- 
ly mistaken  if  you  think  the  men  who  over- 
look our  work  care  for  our  morals — they 
themselves  are  oflen  among  tlie  worst  of 
the  bad." 

"Is  it  possible?"  asked  the  widow, 
while  a  chill  of  horror  crept  over  her. 

"In  our  mill  it  is  so,  as  I  know  right 
well." 

"  Then,  Helen,  I  will  remove  you  from 

it" 

"I  am  afraid,  granny,  that  would  be 
useless.  I  thought  about  it  of\en  myself; 
but  there  is  so  much  acquaintance  among 
the  work-people  through  the  town  that  a 
bad  report  of  me  raised  in  one  mill  would 
ibUow  me  to  another,  and  I  should  only 


have  the  same  battle  to  fight  over  again, 
with  the  disadvantage  of  having  been 
driven  out  of  my  first  place.  No,  let  me 
stand  my  ground,  and  strive  by  well  do- 
ing to  put  to  silence  the  ignorance  of  fool- 
ish people;  for  indeed  ignorance  is  the 
root  of  it  all.  Poor  things !  they  have  not 
been  taught  their  duty,  and  how  should 
they  know  it?  What  do  Phoebe  and 
Charles  ever  hear  at  home,  to  strengthen 
them  against  tlie  bad  examples  that  they 
have  been  exposed  to  ever  since  they 
were  mere  babes  ?  and  yet  theirs  is  a  re- 
spectable home,  and  they  donH  go  back, 
like  many  others,  to  find  their  parents 
drunk  and  fighting;  and  though  Mr. 
Wright  does  not  look  after  them  as  he 
might  do,  still  I  cannot  think  he  would  al- 
low them  to  go  to  the  gin  shop  if  he  knew 
of  it" 
"  The  gin  shop !" 

"Yes:  they  all  drink,  particularly 
Johnny,  and  that  is  what  makes  him  so 
stupid,  for  his  work  is  not  very  hard." 

"  Oh,  what  have  I  done,"  groaned  the 
widow,  "  in  bringing  you  here !" 

"  Perhaps  it  is  for  good,  dearest  granny; 
indeed  I  am  sure  of  that  with  respect  to 
poor  Sarah ;  and  who  can  tell  what  otheni 
may  be  the  better  for  it  ?" 

"Blessings  on  you,  my  Helen,  for  the 
comfort  you  give  me — you,  who  might 
well  reproach  and  upbraid  me.  But  how, 
my  poor  child,  will  you  meet  these  cruel 
people  to-morrow  ?" 

"  In  the  strength  of  a  good  conscience, 
and  trusting  that  as  I  am  not  ashamed  to 
confess  the  Lord  before  men,  he  will  not 
be  ashamed  of  me." 

"  But  be  very  watchful,  love,  over  your 
own  heart:  spiritual  pride  sometimes 
springs  up  very  unexpectedly,  where 
worldly  pride  has  been  cut  down ;  and  the 
deceitfulness  of  our  nature  helps  to  keep 
us  ignorant  that  it  is  as  bad  a  weed  as  the 
other." 

"  I  never  had  much  worldly  pride,  had 
I,  granny  ?  except  indeed  the  pride  of  a 
good  nsime,  which  I  did  not  know  the  value 
of  in  my  own  sight  till — till,"  she  sobbed, 
"  till  they  took  it  from  me." 

"  No,  Helen,  they  have  not  taken  it  from 
you,  nor  ever  shall,"  replied  the  widow 
with  rising  indignation.  "We  live  in 
happy  England,  where  the  laws  are  made 
for  poor  as  well  as  for  rich ;  and  one  of 
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those  laws  protects  an  honest  person's 
good  name  against  slander.  But  we  will 
not  talk  of  that  now :  let  us  rather  seek 
for  direction  in  the  word  of  God  ;  and  de- 
pend upon  it  matters  are  not  so  bad  even 
Id  the  factories,  that  I  should  not  see  you 
righted  if  this  goes  on." 

Helen  sighed:  she  somehow  felt  that 
for  her  there  was  no  help  in  man ;  but  she 
said  nothing  to  discourage  her  more  san- 
guine friend. 

Meanwhile,  the  widow  Green  secretly 
resolved  to  act  at  once  upon  what  she  had 
discovered ;  and  to  obtain  for  the  innocent 
girl  that  protection  which  she  was  very 
sure  no  man  with  an  English  heart  in  his 
bosom  could  withhold,  when  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  circumstances. 

Did  she  calculate  rightly?  We  shall 
see. 


CHAPTER  X. 

A  SEARCH  AFTER  JUSTICE. 

On  the  following  evening  the  widow 
watched  with  much  more  than  her  wonted 
solicitude  the  countenance  of  poor  Helen 
on  her  return  from  the  scene  of  trial.  It 
was  pallid,  downcast,  and  sad,  expressive 
of  calm  resignation,  such  as  had  ever  been 
its  aspect  under  the  few  clouds  of  sorrow 
that  had  crossed  her  peaceful  path.  When 
alone,  the  old  woman  eagerly  questioned 
her  as  to  the  reception  she  met  in  the 
work-room. 

"  Something  different  from  what  I  ex- 
pected, granny ;  for  it  did  not  occur  to  me 
that  Phoebe  would  tell  a  downright  false- 
hood, because  there  was  nobody  but  me 
to  contradict  her.  She  made  them  be- 
lieve that  I  had  been  put  to  shame  before 
the  whole  family,  adding  that  of  course  1 
would  deny  it  I  saw  it  would  be  useless 
to  do  so,  and  therefore  only  told  her  pri- 
vately there  was  One  to  judge  between 
us,  who  had  declared  he  would  put  the 
lying  lips  to  silence.  A(\er  that,  I  bore 
without  speaking  all  their  mocks  and  re- 
proaches. I  felt  that  I  was  too  helpless  to 
vindicate  the  holy  cause  of  religion  which 
they  were  attacking  through  me  3  so  I  se- 


cretly committed  it  to  God,  and  myself 
too ;  beseeching  him  to  clear  my  charac- 
ter so  fsu*  as  the  evil  they  spoke  of  me  af- 
fected his  name  and  glory." 

"And  did  no  one  take  your  part,  my 
poor  child  ?" 

'^  There  is  not  much  feeUng  in  a  mill, 
dear  grsinny.  You  have  often  ti^Id  us  that 
sin  hardens  the  heart,  and  it  is  too  true. 
All  the  labourers  there  do  not  perhaps 
join  in  open  wickedness,  but  they  see  and 
hear  so  much  of  it,  that  without  they  have 
the  fear  and  love  of  God  in  them,  they  are 
like  the  giddy  children  down  in  our  own 
dear  place  at  home,  playing  among  the 
newly-tarred  fishing  boats,  as  I  have  often 
seen,  reminding  me  when  I  looked  at 
their  smeared  skins,  of  the  text,  'Who 
can  touch  pitch  and  not  be  defiled  V  So 
it  is  with  the  factory  children." 

*'  But,  surely  some  of  them  must  know 
right  from  wrong  ?" 

"If  they  have  been  taught  to  do  so, 
they  either  forget  it  or  cease  to  regard  the 
difference.  The  truth  is,  if  I  was  as  bad 
as  they  would  make  me  out,  and  ten  times 
worse,  it  would  not  bring  on  me  any  ill- 
will.  It  is  my  trying  to  keep  myself  un- 
spotted from  that  wicked  httle  world, 
gremny,  and  refusing  to  partake  in  their 
sins,  that  makes  them  spiteful.  It  is  not 
me  they  hate,  but  the  holiness  which  I 
strive  to  follow,  because  without  it  I  shall 
not  see  the  Lord." 

"  Follow  it  still,  my  Helen,  for  he  who 
has  called  you  to  do  so  will  most  certainly 
give  you  the  needful  power.  Is  not  his 
word  full  of  precious  promises  to  that  ef- 
fect?" 

"  Indeed,  dear  granny,  indeed  it  is  1  I 
doubt  whether  in  all  your  long  life  you 
found  them  so  precious  as  I  did  to  day, 
when  trying  to  'keep  my  mouth  as  it 
were  with  a  bridle ;'  and  the  more  I  felt 
the  comfort  and  support  of  God's  presence, 
the  more  my  heart  bled  for  the  poor  igno- 
rant desperate  creatucs  about  me,  whom 
Satan  was  leading  captive  at  his  will.  I 
could  not  be  angry  with  them  if  I  had 
tried.  Oh,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  see  so 
many  poor  children  given  up  to  learn  all 
manner  of  wickedness,  with  nobody  to 
care  for  their  souls !  I  would  not  be  a  mill- 
owner,  granny ;  no,  not  for  the  worth  of 
all  the  manufactures  in  England.  I  could 
have  fallen  on  my  knees  in  the  midst  of 
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that  crowded  room  to  bless  God  that  I 
was  a  poor  despised  factory-girl,  and  not 
an  employer.  Aye,  and  I  would  almost 
sooner  be  the  worst  among  those  wretched 
characters,  with  none  to  teach  or  guide 
me,  than  the  person  who,  with  knowledge 
and  opportunities,  and  a  Bible  in  the 
HOUSE,  has  to  answer  to  God  for  letting 
tliose  soVils  perish,  while  their  poor  bodies 
are  worn  out  by  hard  and  cruel  labour  to 
Bwell  his  unholy  gains !" 

The  girl's  cheek  beamed  with  the  hectic 
flush  of  indignation  as  she  vehemently 
uttered  these  words.  Her  own  wrongs 
moved  her  not  as  the  deeper  injuries  in- 
flicted on  her  persecutors  moved  her.  She 
paused  but  for  a  moment,  and  then  re- 
sumed. 

''Mr.  Z.  I  know,  has  daughters  grow- 
ing up:  would  he  send  them  among  us 
for  an  hour  every  day?  Not  he.  He 
knows  too  well  that  their  health  would  be 
destroyed  by  staying  even  so  long  in  the 
heat,  the  steam,  the  stencli  and  the  dust 
of  rooms  where  we  are  pent  up  from  early 
morning  to  late  night ;  and  he  knows  that 
they  would  never  again  be  let  into  re- 
spectable society  if  they  were  supposed  to 
hear  the  vile,  filtliy  talk  that  his  poor 
labourers  use,  and  the  men  he  sets  over 
them  encourage;  and  which  he  never 
dreams  of  checking,  eitlier  by  his  own 
presence,  or  by  setting  any  moral,  not  to 
eay  religious  person,  to  watch  them.  I 
wonder  if  Mr.  Z.  thinks  tliere  are  two 
heavens,  one  for  masters,  another  for 
slaves ;  or  how  he  expects  to  escape  the 
reproaches  of  his  victims,  if  botli  should 
meet  in  tlie  place  where  God  has  declared 
that  the  covetous  as  well  as  the  abomina- 
ble shall  go  I'' 

"  Helen,  my  love,"  said  the  widow,  who 
trembled  at.tlie  picture  placed  before  her, 
''let  us  drop  this  fearful  subject  for  to- 
night We,  who  have  for  ourselves  strong 
consolation,  having  fled  for  refuge  to  lay 
hold  on  the  hope  set  before  us  in  the  gos- 
pel, will  now  intercede  for  the  unhappy 
beings  of  whom  you  speak.  All  mill- 
owners  are  not  a]ike :  some  pious  and  hu- 
mane men  may  be  found  among  them,  and 
God  can  increase  tlie  number.  Let  us 
pray  him  so  to  do." 

Helen  was  soon  wrapped  in  the  heavy 
■Lumber  induced  by  over-exertion ;  while 
the  aged  woman  gazed  on  her  flushed 


cheeks,  and  watched  the  catching  of  her 
unequal  breath,  with  sorrow  embittered 
by  self-reproach.    She  then  stole  to  the 
couch  where  Willy  and  James  reposed, 
the  former  apparently  disturbed  by  some 
irritating  dream,  his  knitted  brow,  curled 
lip,  and  the  soiled  flst  that  lay  clenched 
on  the  pillow  presenting  a  strange  con- 
trast to  the  corpse-like  beauty  of  his  bro- 
ther's tranquil  countenance,  pale  as  the 
snow-drop,  unruffled  and  serene  ;  and  the 
delicate  hand  tiiat  rested  on  a  little  hymn- 
book,  Richard's  parting  gift,  which  jEimes 
treasured  above  all  earthly  things  except 
his  Bible.    Beside  this  bed  the  widow 
knelt  and  prayed  and  wept;  and  then  re- 
paired to  Mary's  little  mattress,  with  a 
caution  that  proved  needless,  for  Mary 
was  awake.    In  answer  to  the  inquiry 
whether  any  thing  ailed  her,  she  said, 
"  No ;  but  1  heard  a  fine  speech  from 
Helen,  and  could  not  sleep  for  thinking 
about  it    She  spoke  so  loud,  I  heard 
every  word ;  and  I  only  wish  Mr.  Z.  had 
heard  it  too.    But,  granny,  what  have  they 
been  doing  to  Helen  ;  I  don't  wonder  at 
their  teasing  me,  who  oflen  provoke  them  ^ 
but  she  is  so  quiet,  and  good,  and  wise, 
what  fault  do  they  find  witli  her  ?    Oh,  I 
can  tell,  myself.    It  is  because  being  quiet 
and  good  and  wise  are  faults  in  a  mill. 
Miss  Phoebe  Wright  is  just  a  pattern  there ; 
and  our  sweet  Helen  a  disgrace." 

"  Remember,  Mary,  that  poor  Phoebe  is 
as  nearly  related  to  me  as  you  are." 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  her ;  she  is  the 
more  bound  to  take  example  by  you,  and 
to  follow  your  good  advice,  granny ;  but 
instead  of  that  she  tries  to  set  us  against 
you,  and  to  make  us  ashamed  of  being 
obedient  She  flattered  me,  and  would 
have  soon  made  me  unkind  to  Helen,  only 
I  found  her  out  in  time,  and  ail  by  means 
of  my  poor  child." 

"Your  child!" 

"  Yes,  my  little  scavenger  Katy,"  said 
Mary,  rising  in  the  bed,  and  settling  her 
night-cap  with  a  consequential  air.  "  Sit 
down  here,  granny,  and  I  will  tell  you 
something  that  will  put  you  in  a  rage." 

"  Fie,  Mary,  how  oflen  have  I  blamed 
you  for  that  expression." 

"Well  then,  something  to  shock  you 
Lean  down,  granny,  to  rest  your  dear 
back,  or  I  can't  talk  comfortably,"  added 
the  afiectionate  child,  "  for  I  am  sure  you 
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have  enough  to  tire  you,  inside  and  out.** 
Then  throwing  her  arms  round  the  neck  of 
the  old  woman,  she  added,  "  No ;  nobody 
shall  ever  make  me  undutiful,  or  ungrate- 
fbl,  or  unkind  to  you,  my  dear,  fond, 
granny !" 

Nobody  could  long  look  cold  on  little 
Mary;  she  was  so  ardent,  so  open,  so 
straightforward ;  and  withal  so  loving  to 
those  who  possessed  her  regard,  that  it 
was  difficult  to  throw  a  rein  on  her  impet- 
uosity, whatever  direction  it  might  take. 
The  poor  widow  felt  that  some  attempt 
had  been  made  to  alienate  this  warm 
heart  from  her,  and  that  its  failure  had 
produced  a  corresponding  reaction  in  her 
favour.  Inwardly  rejoicing  at  this,  she 
returned  the  embrace,  and  expressed  her 
readiness  to  hear  whatever  Mary  had  to 
communicate. 

"You  know  all  about  Kate  Malony, 
dear  granny ;  that  is,  all  that  I  knew :  but 
now  it  comes  out  her  father  is  in  a  con- 
sumption, and  can't  work  a  hand's  turn ; 
and  little  Katy's  small  earnings  is  all  they 
have  in  the  world  to  keep  them  alive.  A 
half-penny  to  buy  a  sup  of  milk,  as  she 
calls  it  for  her  father,  is  a  great  matter  to 
Katy ;  and  Phoebe,  who  has  more  money 
than  she  comes  by  honestly — oh,  don't 
look  so  displeased,  granny^  I  only  say 
what  every  body  else  says — Phoebe  has 
given  Katy  a  half-penny  now  and  then  of 
late,  till  the  poor  child,  and  I  too,  thought 
her  a  great  friend  to  her.  Well,  at  last 
Phoebe  tried  to  put  it  into  my  head  to  be 
envious  of  Helen,  saying  how  rich  my 
little  Katy  and  her  father  would  think 
themselves  if  they  had  half  or  a  quarter  of 
what  you  bestow,  as  she  says,  on  a  proud 
stranger ;  and  often  she  pointed  out  poor 
starving  objects,  all  in  tatters,  and  said, 
what  false  charity  it  is  to  keep  one  beggar 
like  a  lady,  and  let  so  many  wunt  a  morsel 
to  eat  or  a  rag  to  cover  them." 

"  And  did  she  really  say  all  this  to  you?" 

"  Not  all  at  once :  she  dropped  the  re- 
marks somehow,  in  a  way  that  prevented 
my  taking  fright  at  them,  and  I  think  she 
would  have  brought  me  round,  only  she 
let  it  out  to  Katy,  by  giving  her  money, 
and  telling  her  if  she  would  help  to  set  me 
against  Helen,  and  get  me  to  plague  you, 
she  would  give  her  more.  So  Katy,  not 
knowing  what  to  think,  asked  me  to-day 
what  sort  of  a  granny  I  had ;  and  then  I 


told  her  how  you  had  been  both  mother 
and  father,  and  every  thing  to  us,  and  to 
poor  Helen,  whose  father  was  drowned, 
and  her  mother  and  the  little  baby  died 
of  grief,  and  left  her  to  depend  on  stran- 
gers. Then  Katy  began  to  cry,  and  said, 
^Musha!  Miss  Mary  dear,  is  it  me  that 
shall  speak  the  bad  word  to  set  you  against 
the  blessed  woman?'  And  so  she  told 
me  all ;  and,  granny,  I  could  not  sleep  for 
thinking  how  wicked  Phoebe  is;  and  I 
heard  Helen  speaking  loud  and  laying 
the  blame  on  the  people  who  wont  teach 
the  poor  factory  children  any  better.  I 
think  she  is  right ;  for  if  they  pay  us  to 
stop  away  from  our  own  homes  and  work 
for  them,  they  ought  to  take  care  we  are 
not  taught  wickedness  at  the  mills.  In- 
stead of  that,  granny,  the  very  worst  mark 
you  can  have  on  you  there,  is  to  seem  not 
quite  so  bad  as  the  rest" 

The  widow  stifled  the  anguish  of  her 
spirit  at  this  new  evidence  of  tlie  horrors 
to  which  she  had  unwittingly  exposed  her 
sacred  charge.  She  talked  earnestly  to 
Mary,  directing  her  anew  to  the  source  of 
all  wisdom  and  the  only  anchor  of  safety. 
She  represented  to  her  the  great  responsi- 
bility resulting  from  a  scriptural  educa- 
tion ;  the  blessing  that  she  might  become, 
as  a  little  leaven  in  a  lump  where  leaven 
was  rarely  found.  She  ended  with  a 
short  prayer,  and  left  the  warm-hearted 
child  composed  to  sleep. 

But  what  a  tumult  of  distressing 
thoughts  crowded  on  her  own  mind !  No 
way  of  escape  appeared,  but  escape,  she 
thought,  they  must,  from  such  a  scene  of 
depravity.  Again  she  summed  up  her 
expenditure,  balancing  it  against  her  slen- 
der means,  and  ended  by  resolving  to 
take  on  the  morrow  a  decided  step  to- 
wards that  reduction  which  must  precede 
any  attempts  at  removing  even  one  of  the 
children.  Accordingly  she  commvmicated 
to  the  landlord  her  purpose  of  seeking  a 
more  humble  abode,  and  he,  commending 
her  prudence,  told  her  of  one  where  she 
would  be  at  very  little  cost;  in  a  large, 
house,  partly  dilapidated  and  marked  for 
pulling  down,  the  rooms  in  which  were,  in 
tlie  interim,  let  out  to  families  such  as 
hers ;  and  she  might  procure  a  good  one 
for  half  the  price  she  paid  him.  Objec- 
tions presented  themselves,  but  necessity 
overruled  them,  and  as  her  landlord  had 
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just  had  the  offer  of  a  good  permanent 
tenant  to  succeed  her,  he  readily  forgave 
a  week's  notice  and  expedited  the  removal. 
The  evening  of  the  second  day  after  this, 
found  the  family  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives   restrained  to  a  single  apartment, 
large,  sombre,  dreary-looking,  with  a  little 
rusty  stove  standing  alone  in  the  midst  of 
a  spacious  fire-place,  whence  the  proper 
fittings  had  been  removed,  leaving  a  b)ack, 
broken  chasm,  down  which  the  wind  threat- 
ened to  rush  unimpeded.    But  the  bleak 
season  was  still  far  off;  and  the  poor 
widow  resolved  to  let  the  morrow  take 
thought  for  the  things  of  itself.    As  yet 
she  was  not  in  debt ;  she  had  taken  a  step 
towards  avoiding  it ;  and,  as  the  two  crazy 
bedsteads  were  a  real  bargain,  and  the 
four  ricketty  chairs  lent  by  the  new  land- 
lord, and  the  small  table  picked  up  with 
the  bedsteads  at  a  broker's  sale  for  next 
to  nothing^  she  had  really  cause  to  con- 
gratulate herself,  while  unpacking  and 
arranging  her  own  bedding,  and  other 
remnants  of  the  cottage  furniture. 

James  praised  every  thing,  as  though 
they  had  taken  up  a  superior  abode ;  and 
when  the  others  rushed  in  from  the  mills, 
even  tlie  dark  old  walls  seemed  to  smile 
with  the  reflection  of  tlieir  happy  faces ; 
for  particularly  happy  they  must  needs 
look  to  satisfy  dear  granny  they  felt  no 
privation  in  the  change. 

A  few  questions  privately  put  to  Helen 
and  Mary  convinced  the  widow  that  mat- 
ters were  proceeding  from  bad  to  worse 
in  the  mill.  The  former  admitted  that 
she  was  unceasingly  harassed ;  the  latter 
betrayed  the  fact  of  having,  in  spite  of  all 
admonitory  cautions,  embroiled  herself  to 
a  great  extent  in  defending  Katy  from  the 
ill-nature  stirred  up  by  Phoebe,  to  whom 
the  little  girl  had  returned  the  princely 
bribe  of  three  half-pence,  with  a  simple 
speech,  the  purport  of  which  was  sug- 
gested by  Mary,  setting  forth  that  she 
would  not  sell  her  conscience  or  her  friend. 
This  procured  for  the  little  orator  a  slap 
on  the  face ;  and  when  Mary  flew  to  inter- 
fere, she  was  saluted  by  the  title  of  "  gran- 
ny," and  complimented  on  so  soon  follow- 
ing the  old  lady's  example,  by  taking  a 
beggar  under  her  protection,  and  teaching 
her  to  talk  cant  The  laugh  was  against 
her ;  and  this  galled  her  more  than  severe 
persecution  could  have  done.    The  spin- 


ner too  had  joined  in  it;  and  however 
trifling  in  itself,  the  widow  plainly  saw  the 
beginnings  of  great  harm  to  Mary. 

"What  can  possibly  make  Phoebe  so 
spiteful  against  us  ?"  asked  the  httle  girl. 
^'  It  must  be  the  same  feeling  tliat  made 
Cain  slay  Abel,  '  because  his  own  works 
were  evU,  and  his  brother's  righteous.'" 
The  widow  was  silent ;  she  felt  that  so 
it  must  be ;  he  that  is  bom  after  tlie  flesh 
is  ever  disposed  to  persecute  him  that  is 
born  afler  the  Spirit ;  and  where  the  re- 
straints of  education  and  refinement  are 
wanting,  this  inclination  will  show  itself) 
particularly  where  godliness  with  the 
powerful  though  silent  eloquence  of  a  holy 
walk  rebukes  vice  and  profanity.  Phoebe 
was  evidently  a  depraved  charater ;  such 
alas !  are  to  be  found  in  every  place ;  but 
Phoebe  was  placed  in  a  sphere  where 
multitudes  united  to  discountenance  virtue, 
while  none  interposed  the  powerful  check 
of  authority  or  influence,  to  uphold  even 
an  outward  decorum  of  manners.  The 
voice  of  reproof  is  an  abomination  to  liie 
Bcorner ;  it  will  not  be  brooked  in  a  com- 
munity of  scomers,  unless  backed  by 
something  tending  to  overawe  their  unruly 
spirits.  The  system,  the  factory  system, 
under  which  Phoebe  Wright  had  imbibed 
the  peculiar  wickedness  that  now  pervaded 
her  character,  also  fed  the  evil,  guarded  it, 
and  armed  it  with  power  to  wound  what- 
ever excited  its  enmity.  The  factory  sys- 
tem surrounded  her  with  associates,  by 
whom  she  had  been  encouraged  in  the 
ways  of  daring  sin,  and  who  were  in  turn 
encouraged  by  her  to  unite  against  any 
one  whose  uprightness  of  principle  should 
tacidy  condemn  them.  A  few  there  were, 
whose  souls  loathed  the  scenes  that  hourly 
vexed  them;  but  what  could  they  do  ?  Si- 
lent endurance  was  their  only  refuge ;  and 
even  this  was  enough  to  subject  them  to 
ill-will,  unless  they  either  feigned  excess 
of  stupidity,  or  baffled  suspicion  by  pre- 
tending to  be  like  the  rest. 

Excluded  from  the  free  air,  and  almost 
fl'om  the  pure  light  of  day ;  shut  up  in  an 
atmosphere  polluted  by  clouds  of  fetid 
breath,  and  all  the  sickening  cxhalationE 
of  a  crowded  human  mass,  whose  un- 
washed, overworked  bodies  were  also  ii? 
many  cases  diseased,  and  by  the  suffoca- 
ting dust  that  rose  on  every  side ;  rcraxed 
by  an  intensity  of  artificial  heat  whict 
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their  constitutions  were  never  framed  to 
encounter  in  the  temperate  clime  where 
God  had  placed  them;  doubly  fevered, 
doubly  debilitated,  by  excessive  toil,  not 
measured  by  human  capacity  to  sustain  it, 
but  by  the  power  of  machinery  obeying 
an  inexhaustible  impetus ;  badly  clothed, 
wretchedly  fed,  and  exposed  moreover  to 
fasts  of  unnatural  length  even  from  that 
miserable  fare ;  who  can  marvel  if,  under 
such  a  system,  the  robust  adult  speedily 
acquires  a  sickly  habit  of  body,  and  a  mor- 
bid state  of  feeUng,  leading  at  once  to 
most  awful  perversion  of  mind  and  cor- 
ruption of  morals  ?  But  it  is  not  of  adults 
we  are  called  to  speak,  it  is  of  children, 
young,  tender,  growing  children,  who  re- 
quire a  double  portion  of  rest,  refresh- 
ment, liberty  for  the  body,  and  of  watchful 
diligence  to  direct  and  guide  the  mind.  If, 
^^  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should 
go,"  be  a  precept  that  God  himself  has 
vouchsafed  to  give,  as  the  preliminary  to 
an  upright  walk  through  life,  oh  who 
could  marvel  though  the  little  ones  so 
fearfully  forced  into  every  way  in  which 
they  should  not  go,  became  in  riper  years 
incarnate  fiends!  The  child's  stomach, 
unfitted  for  long  abstinence,  and  delicately 
susceptible  of  injury,  becomes  doubly  dis- 
ordered by  the  privation  of  food  and  the 
impurities  that  find  their  way  into  the  sys- 
tem from  that  noxious  atmosphere:  it 
loses  all  desire  of  wholesome  diet,  and 
craves  the  exciting  draught  that  shall 
lend  a  transient  stimulus  to  the  frame  un- 
strung by  toil,  and  chilled  by  sudden  tran- 
sition from  the  heated  pandemonium  of 
the  mill  to  the  raw  keen  air  of  night ;  the 
poor  little  victim  who  reels  from  exhaus- 
tion as  it  enters  the  gin-shop,  reels  thence 
a  drunkard. 

Such,  with  its  accompaniments  of  name- 
less evils,  had  been  the  school  into  which 
in  early  childhood  the  Wrights  were  en- 
tered :  the  ill-usage  of  a  savage  overlooker 
had  shortened  Sarah's  term  of  sufiering, 
and  unintentionally  interposed  between 
her  and  the  career  of  vice  that  Phoebe  re- 
mained to  engage  in.  On  the  system,  the 
vile,  the  cruel,  the  body  and  soul-murder- 
ing system  of  factory  labour,  we  cannot 
charge  the  innate  depravity  of  the  human 
heart ;  but  we  do  denounce  it  as  being  in 
itself  a  foul  fruit  of  that  depravity  under 
its  hateful  form  of  covetousness,  and  of 


being  in  turn  the  prolific  root  of  every  ill 
that  can  unhumanize  man,  and  render  an 
enlightened  Christian  country  the  mark 
of  God's  most  just  and  holy  indignation, 
provoking  him  even  to  blot  its  place  and 
name  from  among  the  nations  of  the  earth. 

Impressed  witli  forebodings  resulting 
from  the  comparatively  few  discoveries 
that  she  had  made,  and  accustomed  to  ob- 
tain a  kind  if  not  a  respectful  hearing 
whenever  she  sought  counsel  or  aid  of 
those  in  a  superior  rank  of  life,  the  widow 
Green  resolved  on  medcing  known  her 
grievance  to  the  person  with  whom  she 
had  concluded  the  bargain  that  had  sorely 
disappointed  her.  "  It  may  be,"  thought 
she,  "that  want  of  faithfulness  in  repre- 
senting to  these  people  the  extent  of  evils 
which  perhaps  they  do  not  suspect,  is  a 
part  of  the  cause  of  their  continuance.  At 
least,  I  will  try ;  and  if  jusiice  is  not  to  be 
had  from  the  agent,  the  employers  must 
be  appealed  to." 

She  chose  what  appeared  the  best  hour, 
to  avoid  interrupting  business,  and  with  a 
throbbing  heart  but  a  calm  countenance, 
and  quiet  respectful  deportment,  presented 
herself  before  the  desk  of  Mr.  M. 

"  Well,  good  woman,  what's  your  busi 
ness !   Have  you  any  younger  hands  than 
your  own  seeking  employ  ?" 

*'  No,  sir ;  I  am  tlie  widow  Green,  who 
came  to  you  on  that  errand  some  weeks 
back." 

"Widow  Green,  Brown,  Black,  or 
White,  do  you  think  I  have  a  memory  for 
all  the  colours  that  pass  before  me  every 
day  ?  Once  more,  what's  your  business  ?" 

The  widow  was  persuaded  that  he  did 
remember  her;  and  that  the  discoura- 
gingly  rude  tone  was  meant  to  check  her 
communication.  She,  however,  proceeded. 

"  I  came,  sir,  from  the  village  of  L.  with 
a  letter  to  Mr.  Z.  from  a  particular  friend 
of  his :  and  in  that  book  is  the  entry  made 
by  you  of  Helen  Fleetwood  and  Mary 
Green,  as  labourers  in  your  mill." 

"  Ay,  I  remember  something  of  it  now: 
so  you  want  to  put  in  the  boy,  you  so  ab- 
surdly kept  back.  Come ;  the  particulars 
as  quick  as  you  can."  He  opened  the 
ledger,  and  dipped  the  pep,  with  an  ex- 
pectant, impatient  look. 

"  I  am  not  come  to  enter  the  boy,  sir, 
but  to  acquaint  you  with  some  particulars 
as  to  the  treatment  of  the  girls,  which  yoa 
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ought   to   know" the  violence   with 

which  the  open  pages  were  slapped  toge- 
ther again,  made  her  start  and  stammer ; 
and  before  she  could  recover  her  breath 
the  agent  broke  into  a  vehement  strain  of 
reprimand, — 

"  What  the  deuce,  woman,  do  you  think 
I  sit  here  to  be  pestered  with  long  saws 
from  an  old  fool  like  you,  because  a  couple 
of  mawkish  parish  girls  are  not  treated 
h'ke  countesses  in  the  mill !  I  guessed  as 
much  from  the  airs  you  all  sported  when 
here  before.  I  thought  we  should  soon 
have  a  whine  ;  but  make  yourself  easy  as 
to  any  thing  you  will  get  by  it ;  and  take 
my  advice  not  to  provoke,  by  impertinent 
intrusions  of  this  sort,  something  more 
disagreeable  than  you  or  they  have  calcu- 
lated on." 

Shocked  and  stunned  at  the  commence- 
ment of  this  ebullition,  the  old  woman  re- 
covered her  resolution  by  the  time  Mr.  M. 
came  to  a  close,  and  with  more  firmness 
and  spirit  than  she  had  yet  exhibited,  she 
retorted,  "  If  these  were  the  plantations, 
and  my  children  slaves,  such  language 
might,  or  rather  must  be  borne ;  but,  sir, 
we  are  in  England,  and  thanks  to  the  laws 
of  this  free  country,  the  man  who  would 
not  be  withheld  by  the  fear  of  God  from 
oppressing  his  hireling,  must  render  jus- 
tice, or  pay  the  penalty  of  breaking  these 
laws," 

"Well  argued,  I  protest,"  said  the 
agent  in  a  jeering  way.  «  But,  my  dear 
ma'am,  there  are  other  contracts,  even  in 
this  free  country,  besides  that  of  holy  mat- 
rimony, where  certain  parties  having 
taken  each  other  for  better  for  worse, 
must  abide  by  the  bargain,  nolens  volens; 
and  learned  as  you  are  in  the  law,  you 
are  doubtless  acquainted  tliat  such  is  the 
case  in  the  matter  before  us,  ma'am.** 

Doubly  indignant  at  the  scoffing  manner 
of  the  unfeeling  man,  she  quickly  rejoined, 
"  Do  you  never  discard  your  work-people 
if  they  break  their  part  of  the  contract, 
and  prove  idle,  disorderly,  useless  incum- 
brances ?" 

"  We  have  means  to  prevent  their  be- 
ing 80,"  returned  Mr.  M.  drily,  and  with 
a  knowing  nod. 

"Yes,  you  have  means  to  (brce  from 
your  poor  little  labourers  the  full  measure 
of  toil,  and  to  terrify  them  into  submission, 
but  I  have  yet  to  learn  that  there  is  no  re- 


dress for  them  when  writhing  under  cru- 
elly and  wrong." 

"You  are  in  a  good  school  for  learning 
many  things  you  don't  yet  know,  my  old 
lass ;  but  be  pleased  to  walk  off;  for  I 
have  thrown  away  too  much  time  already." 

"  Yet,  sir,  hear  what  I  have  to  say,  I 
beseech  you.  My  intention  is  not  to 
offend,  but  to  tell  you  of  things  that  I  am 
sure  you  cannot  be  aware  of,  or  they 
would  not  be  suffered  to  exist" 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense !  Things  can't 
go  on  to  please  every  body ;  and  least  of 
all,  f  trow,  to  please  all  the  grandmothers 
of  some  thousands  of  children.  Once 
more,  you  must  be  off." 

"  Then,  sir,  I  will  certainly  go  to  Mr.  Z." 

"Do  so." 

"  And  I  will  use  the  advantage  that  his 
friend's  introduction  affords  me." 

"  By  all  means." 

"  And  I  must  report  to  him  the  uncivil 
reception  you  have  given  me." 

"  Ah,  dont  be  cruel !  Think  what  will 
become  of  me,  if  I  am  turned  out  of  my 
respectable  situation,  and  sent  to  the  mill 
— perhaps  to  the  tread -mill" 

A  suppressed  laugh  from  behind  a 
slight  partition  extending  along  the  side 
of  the  desk,  apprized  the  widow  mat  others 
were  enjoying  the  ridicule  ^o  which  she 
was  subjected.  Her  heart  sank;  and  as 
she  passed  the  door-way,  tears  gushed 
from  her  eyes.  "  I  have  been  to  hasty," 
she  mentally  said ;  "  I  have  not  preserved 
the  meekness  that  becomes  a  Christian. 
I  will  go  at  once  to  Mr.  Z.  and  plead  with 
him  in  a  better  spirit,  the  Lord  helping 
me.  I  know  he  is  a  father,  and  he  must 
feel ;  I  know  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  he 
will  not  mock  a  poor  old  woman  for  ap- 
pealing to  his  heart  and  conscience,  on  be- 
half of  two  helpless  orphans.  Yes,  I  will 
forget  the  man's  affronts,  and  give  the  mas- 
ter no  room  to  upbraid  me." 

A  few  minutes'  walk  brought  her  to  the 
door;  and  on  inquiring  for  Mr.  Z.  she 
was  ushered  into  his  presence. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

FARTHER   DISAPPOINTMENTS. 

On  their  first  interview,  the  widow  had 
seen  Mr.  Z.  in  his  counting-house,  and 
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under  the  character  of  the  man  of  busi- 
ness :  she  was  now  at  his  private  dwell- 
ing, and  after  treading  with  some  wonder 
the  chequered  marble  that  graced  the 
spacious  hall,  and  passing  between  two 
rising  platforms  of  rare  and  fragrant  ex- 
otics that  breathed  perfume  through  the 
house,  and  crossing  a  circular  space  where 
the  light  from  a  lofly  dome  of  glass 
streamed  down  on  some  fine  antique  stat- 
uary, she  found  herself  in  an  apartment 
teeming  with  what  to  her  rustic  apprehen- 
sion appeared  the  gorgeous  magnificence 
of  royalty.  It  was,  indeed,  a  large  and 
very  handsome  room,  fitted  up  with  no 
lack  either  of  taste  or  cost ;  the  crimson 
drapery  bordered  and  fringed  and  tassel - 
led  with  imitative  gold ;  the  couches,  otto- 
mans, aind  luxurious  chairs ;  the  inlaid 
cabinets,  and  fashionably  profusion  of 
bijouterie  that  losuiled  the  carved  tables, 
and  even  the  splendid  carpet  to  which  her 
dazzled  eyes  were  soon  turned  in  abashed 
bewilderment — all  produced  on  the  hum- 
ble dame  an  effect  that  for  a  moment 
almost  obliterated  the  subject  of  her  visit 

From  a  folding  door,  the  partial  open- 
ing of  which  showed  a  table  glittering 
with  cut  glass  and  silver  plate,  the  accom- 
paniments of  the  family  luncheon,  Mr.  Z. 
advanced,  and  took  his  station  before  the 
fire-place,  where  a  time-piece  of  exquisite 
workmanship  had  just  struck  some  musical 
chimes  from  beneath  the  immense  bell- 
glass  that  covered  its  burnished  gold. 
Mr.  Z.  drew  forth  a  watch  of  the  same 
precious  metal,  attached  to  a  guard,  and 
while  he  regulated  the  hands  according  to 
•the  time-piece,  said : 

"You  wished  to  speak  to  me,  I  be- 
lieve ?" 

"  I  did,  sir ;  I  feel  it  is  a  liberty  to  take 
with  you ;  but  the  letter  I  brought  from 
Mr.  Stratton  some  weeks  ago,  emboldens 
me  to  hope  you  will  overlook  it" 

"  Oh,  then,  you  are  the  person  from  L. 
Haven't  they  given  you  work  yet  ?" 

"  Two  of  my  family,  sir,  have  been  em- 
ployed in  your  mill  from  the  time  I  first 
saw  you." 

"  Well,  and  what  then  ?" 

There  was  something  so  freezing  in 
the  gentleman's  manner,  as  he  threw  him- 
self into  an  easy  chair,  laid  one  leg  over 
the  other,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  the 
gflt  cornice,  awaited  with  imperturbable 
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nonchalance  the  reply  to  this  natural  que»- 
tion,  that  poor  Mrs.  Green  lacked  heart  to 
make  known  her  business.  A  minute 
passed  in  silence,  which  was  broke  by  his 
repeating  in  the  same  frigid  tone, 

«  Well,  Mrs.  Thingimy,  what  then  1" 

*'  I  came  to  you,  sir,  because  I  was  una- 
ble to  obtain  a  hearing  from  your  agent 
AH  that  I  want  is  protection  for  my  poor 
girls  against  those  who  are  too  strong  for 
them."  Mr.  Z.  remained  silent  and  im- 
moveable, and  she  resumed  with  more 
earnestness.  "I  need  not  tell  you,  sir, 
how  important  it  is  to  your  interests,  not 
to  mention  a  higher  motive,  that  honest 
and  diligent  labourers  should  be  encour- 
aged, and  not  exposed  to  bad  example 
and  ill-usage  from  others  of  a  contrary 
character.  My  children,  by  God's  bless- 
ing, are  both  honest  and  industrious,  and 
have  been  carefully  kept  from  evil ;  bat 
in  the  place  where  they  are,  it  is  looked 
on  as  a  sin  to  be  religious,  or  even  mod- 
est I  come  to  beg  your  interference  to 
save  a  dear  innocent  orphan  from  cruel 
slander,  and  unjust  persecution. 

Mr.  Z.  turned  his  face  to  her,  elevated 
his  eye-brows,  and  looking  at  a  painting 
that  hung  above  her  head,  drily  remarked, 
"  I  fancy  here's  a  mistake,  good  woman. 
I  am  not  the  manager  of  the  mill." 

"But  you  are  the  manager's  master^ 
sir,  and  therefore  to  be  appealed  to  when 
he  refuses  redress.  Only  order  an  inquiry 
to  be  made  into  the  business,  and  justice 
to  be  done,  and  I  will  trouble  you  no  far- 
ther." 

Another  silence  ensued.  A  footman 
then  brought  in  some  letters  on  a  silver 
salver,  which  Mr.  Z.  took,  and  commenced 
a  leisurely  examination  of  the  seals  and 
directions.  He  opened  one  and  read  it 
with  deliberation:  then,  as  he  folded  it, 
without  looking  up,  said,  "  Mr.  M.  is  my 
agent" 

"  But,  sir,  Mr.  M.  refuses  to  attend  to 
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me. 

The  gentleman  was  again  buried  in 
contemplation  over  another  letter ;  and  the 
poor  widow,  as  she  gazed  on  him,  then 
glanced  at  the  splendours  that  surrounded 
her,  began  to  feel  the  workings  of  that 
spirit  which  even  in  the  sanctified  bosom 
too  often  "  lusteth  to  envy."  There  sat  a 
fellow  mortal,  as  frail  a  child  of  earth  anc 
of  sin  as  herself;  one  who  hod  worked  hia 
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way,  not  by  the  labour  of  his  own  hands, 
but  by  the  toil  of  others,  to  the  pos^ssion 
of  such  wealth,  and  the  enjoyment  of  such 
luxury,  as  invested  liim  with  a  seeming 
superiority  over  his  bretlu-en  of  the  dust 
This,  however,  she  felt  was  the  fruit  of  en- 
terprise and  perseverance ;  the  returns  of 
a  great  outlay,  and  as  such  not  to'  be 
grudged ;  but  these  riches  had  hardened 
his  heart,  had  stifled  the  pleadings  of  hu- 
manity, and  made  him  not  only  cold  and 
proud,  but  cruel.  "  Surely,"  tliought  she, 
'^  he  might  tell  me  at  once,  and  plainly, 
that  he  rejects  my  petition,  and  bid  me  go. 
He  ought  not  to  keep  me  standing  here, 
aged  and  fatigued  as  I  am,  hoping  Sot  a 
more  favourable  answer,  and  afraid  to  lose 
it  by  hastily  retiring.  He  wants  me  to 
look  round,  to  admire  his  glittering  toys, 
and  to  draw  a  painful  contrast  between 
this  palace  and  my  own  miserable  home ; 
he  kxiows  that  almost  any  one  piece  of  fur- 
niture, which  would  not  be  missed  out  of 
this  room,  would  be  a  fortune  to  me  and 
fit  up  my  poor  place  with  every  comfort 
Does  he  want  me  to  covet?  would  he 
tempt  me  to  steal?"  Such  cogitations 
were  passing  through  the  mind  of  the  wi- 
dow, and  she  felt  them  to  be  the  sugges- 
tions of  a  wrong  spirit,  yet  could  not  stifle 
them,  until  the  scripture  recurred  to  her 
mind,  "  Behold,  his  soul  which  is  lifted  up 
18  not  upright  in  him :  but  the  just  shall 
live  by  his  faith."  All  was  now  changed : 
the  contrast  that  struck  her  was  no  longer 
that  of  a  haughty  rich  man,  glorying  in  his 
possessions  over  a  despised,  impoverished 
lellow-creature,  who  groaned  beneath  the 
pressure  of  present  difficulty  and  antici- 
pated want :  but  that  of  a  wretched  being, 
who  had  his  portion  here,  the  god  of  this 
world  having  blinded  his  mind,  lest  the 
light  of  the  glorious  gospel  should  shine 
into  it — one  to  whom  the  summons  might 
eome,  "  This  night  shall  thy  soul  be  re- 
quired of  thee ;  then  whose  shall  those 
&ings  be  which  thou  has  provided  ?" — one 
of  ^ose  rich  men  to  whom  the  Apostle's 
awful  apostrophe  was  addressed,  "  Gro  to, 
now ;  weep  and  howl " — yes,  the  contrast 
was  between  such  a  one  and  herself,  poor 
in  worldly  goods,  but  rich  in  faith,  and  an 
heir  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven ;  brought 
through  much  tribulation  to  seek,  to  know, 
to  love  the  Lord ;  having  her  treasure  Isdd 
up  where  jieither  moth,  nor  rust,  nor  thief 


could  touch  it ;  and  knowing  that,  what- 
ever might  be  her  losses  on  earth,  she  had 
in  tieaven  a  better  and  more  enduring  sub- 
stance. 

Little  did  Mr.  Z.  suspect  what  thoughts 
of  pity,  gradually  forming  themselves  into 
prayer  on  his  behalf,  were  occif)ying  the 
mind  of  tlie  humble  creature  who  stood 
patiently  awaiting  his  leisure  to  speak 
again.  When  at  last  he  lifled  his  eyes 
and  glanced  towards  her,  he  met  a  look  so 
full  of  benevolence,  of  unaccountable  kind- 
ness and  concern,  tliat  it  surprised  him  out 
of  his  affected  abstraction,  and  in  a  tone 
of  angry  expostulation  he  exclaimed, 
"  Good  woman,  what,  in  the  name  of  won- 
der, keeps  you  standing  there?" 

"I  was  waiting  your  leave  to  go  on, 
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su*. 

"To  go  on !  You  have  my  leave  to  go 
out,  which  is  more  to  the  purpose.  Very 
extraordinary!  that  I  am  to  be  pestered 
with  matters  that  only  concern  my  agent 
Pray  did  he  send  you  to  me  ?" 

"  No,  sir ;  but  Mr.  Stratton  led  me  to 
hope  I  should  find  a  friend  in  you." 

"  Mr.  Stratton  made  a  fool  of  you,  for 
his  own  purposes.  Learn,  Mrs.  What's- 
your-name,  to  know  your  place;  and  re- 
member too,  that  my  private  residence  is 
not  an  office."  So  saying  he  twitched  the 
bell,  and  disappeared  tlirough  the  fo  ding 
doors,  as  a  footman  entered,  to  re-conduct 
the  baffled  petitioner  by  the  way  she  came. 

The  widow  returned  to  her  poor  dwel- 
ling in  a  calmer  frame  of  mind  tlian  she 
had  quitted  it  This  resulted  from  having 
been  driven  closer  to  her  Almighty  refuge 
by  rebuffs  painful  to  flesh,  and  such  as  she 
had  never  before  experienced,  but  which 
rendered  doubly  sweet  to  her  soul  the 
word  of  promise,  "/will  never  leave  thee 
nor  forsake  thee."  She  took  her  Bible, 
and  read  aloud  to  James,  whose  thin  fin- 
gers were  busily  employed  at  his  work, 
and  the  boy  thought  she  had  been  enjoy- 
ing some  great  spiritual  privilege,  so  full 
did  her  heart  appear  of  heavenly  consola- 
tion. 

"Ah,  my  dear  child,"  she  observed, 
when  closing  the  blessed  volume,  "  What 
a  hard  case  is  theirs,  who  among  all  the 
adversities  of  life  know  not  where  to  look 
for  such  comforts  as  this  book  affords  to 
us!" 

"Fm  rare  I  don't  know,  granny,  how 
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they  manage  ;  but  they  seem  to  think  re- 
ligion would  make  their  troubles  worse,  in- 
stead of  lightening  them." 

"If  they  were  allowed  to  put  asunder 
what  God  has  joined,  James; — if  they 
might  take  the  promises  and  leave  the  com- 
mands, secure  happiness  without  seeking 
holiness,  and  serve  God  and  mammon  to- 
gether, we  should  find  a  great  many  who 
now  shun  and  even  revile  religion,  very 
willing  to  take  it  up.  But  the  cross  is 
what  they  hate  ;  pride  will  not  own  a  cru- 
cified Saviour  as  the  only  hope,  and  cor- 
ruption will  not  follow  Him  through  trials, 
in  the  path  of  obedience,  nor  desire  the 
sanctification  that  would  spoil  their  relish 
for  vain  and  sinful  pleasures." 

"  Well,  granny,  I  do  think,  that  is  I  am 
afraid,  it  is  not  so  much  the  Spirit  of  God 
as  the  sickness  I  feel,  that  makes  me  care 
60  Uttle  about  idle  play,  and  love  the  Bible 
as  I  do." 

"  My  deu'ling  boy,  sickness  alone  would 
not  wean  your  heart  from  earth,  much  less 
would  it  endear  the  blessed  book  to  your 
soul;  but  this  sickness  is  the  cross  that 
your  loving  Lord  sees  good  to  lay  upon 
you ;  and  because  you  are  his  own  dear 
child,  he  leads  you  to  seek  refreshment  at 
that  fountain  of  hfe,  and  to  delight  in  the 
woid,  which  tells  you  that  poor  as  you  are 
and  helpless,  sick,  feeble,  and  sinful,  all 
things  are  yours,  for  you  are  Christ's." 

The  boy  dropped  the  long  silken  lashes 
in  which  tears  had  already  gathered,  and 
meekly  replied,  "I  am  not  afraid  Jesus 
will  cast  me  out,  granny,  for  I  came  to  Him 
because  he  has  invited  me,  and  I  am  sure 
he  never  said  what  he  did  not  mean." 

The  widow's  heart  sang  for  joy  over 
this  simple  declaration  of  a  hope  that  she 
knew  would  never,  never  make  the  young 
believer  ashamed.  How  light  seemed  the 
afiliction  which  had  weighed  down  her 
spirit  all  day,  when  thus,  placed  as  it  were 
in  the  balance  against  it,  the  exceeding 
and  eternal  weight  of  glory  appeared  to 
the  eye  of  faith !  James  had  never  before 
spoken  out,  either  as  to  his  bodily  illness, 
or  the  strong  hold  that  his  spirit  had  taken 
on  the  promises  of  the  gospel,  and  she  felt 
^ow  timely  was  the  communication,  at 
once  to  solemnize  and  soothe  her  mind. 

But  evening  came,  and  brought  a  re- 
newal of  trouble.  Helen's  face,  for  the 
int  time,  appeared  ■wollen  with  weeping, 


and  Mary  was  in  a  state  of  excitement 
rendered  the  more  evident  by  her  strug- 
gles to  conceal  it  Neither  entered  into 
any  explanation,  but  Helen,  on  being 
urged  to  speak,  said,  "  I  will  no  more  dis- 
suade you  from  going  to  the  manager ;  for 
indeed  I  cannot  much  longer  bear  it :  the 
work  is  getting  beyond  my  strength,  and 
they  make  it  heavier  than  it  need  be — all 
because  I  will  not  go  along  with  them  in 
wickedness." 

Little  did  the  widow  suspect  that  the 
fair  young  girl  so  tenderly  reared  by  her, 
to  whom  even  the  language  of  unkindness 
WEis  never  addressed,  had  that  day  been 
cruelly  beaten  by  a  rufiian  overlooker! 
Mary  alone  knew  it 

However,  it  was  evident  that  some  sort 
of  protection  must  be  obtained ;  and  with- 
out divulging  to  any  of  the  family  her 
past  proceedings  or  farther  intentions.  Mrs. 
Green  made  up  her  mind  to  try  an  appeal 
to  the  elder  brother  of  the  house  of  Z. 
who  bore  the  character  of  a  very  domestic 
man,  remarkably  fond  of  his  daughters. 
She  had  never  seen  him,  as  they  had  been 
absent,  and  Mr.  Stratton's  letter  was  to 
the  other  Z.  The  house  was  a  little  way 
out  of  town,  the  grounds  through  which 
she  had  to  pass  were  beautifully  planted ; 
and  the  contrast  of  fresh  air,  green  leaves, 
bright  sunshine  and  the  singing  of  birds, 
to  the  scene  she  had  just  quitted,  was 
most  reviving.  She  trod  the  velvet  grass 
with  the  elasticity  of  a  younger  step ;  and 
her  hope  brightened  as  she  approached 
the  elegant,  but  still  rural  mansion. 

She  was  admitted  into  the  library,  a 
l£u*ge  and  cheerful  room,  of  which  the 
long  windows  opened  upon  a  lawn,  diver- 
sified with  flower-plots.  Mr.  Z.  was  at- 
tired in  a  plain  loose  morning-coat,  seated 
at  a  table  where  books  and  writing  ma- 
terials lay  before  him ;  at  a  smaller  table, 
near  him,  was  a  lovely  young  lady,  seem- 
ingly about  the  age  of  Helen,  employed 
in  painting  a  group  of  flowers.  The 
widow's  humble  curtsey  was  acknow- 
ledged by  a  slight  nod  from  Mr.  Z.,  and 
after  glancing  at  her  dress,  always  neat 
and  highly  respectable,  he  told  her  to  sit 
down. 

"At  length,  then,"  thought  the  poor  pe- 
titioner, &B  she  gratefully  obeyed,  "at 
length  I  have  found  the  nght  person  3  and 
my  suit  will  be  heard." 
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Encouraged  by  this  belief,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  state  the  occasion  of  her  visJt ; 
and  meeting  with  no  interruption^  she  en- 
tered upon  the  topic  as  especially  affecting 
the  morals  and  health  of  her  young  char- 
ges. She  spoke  of  Helen  as  a  pious, 
modest,  retiring  girl,  who  required  nothing 
more  than  liberty  to  remain  so,  and  to  pur- 
sue her  work  with  the  diligence  that 
formed  part  of  her  character;  but  who, 
because  she  maintained  her  integrity 
among  many  evil  examples,  was  not  only 
persecuted  by  her  fellow-labourers,  but 
also  oppressed,  at  their  instigation,  by  the 
people  placed  in  authority  over  them.  All 
that  she  sought  was  an  intimation  from 
the  superiors  of  the  concern  to  the  men 
who  overlooked  the  common  hands,  that 
they  required  to  have  virtue  protected, 
and  industry  encouraged,  instead  of  the 
reverse. 

During  her  appeal  for  Helen,  whose 
origan  state  she  briefly,  but  touchingly 
described,  the  young  lady  frequently  sus- 
pended the  operations  of  her  pencil,  and 
listened  with  looks  of  kind  commiseration: 
Mr.  Z.  was  silent,  and  a  gloomy  expres- 
sion gathered  on  his  features,  which  might, 
however,  result  from  dissatisfaction  at 
hearing  of  his  people's  mal-practices.  At 
length,  he  glanced  towards  his  daughter, 
and  catching  one  of  her  compassionate 
looks  directed  to  the  speaker,  he  abruptly 
exclaimed,  "  Amelia,  go  to  your  sisters." 

She  immediately  lefl  the  room  ;  and  no 
sooner  was  the  door  closed  than  Mr.  Z. 
commenced  sm  angry  speech,  reprimand- 
ing the  widow  for  introducing  such  im- 
proper subjects  in  the  presence  of  a  young 
lady,  whose  ears  ought  not  to  have  been 
assailed  by  discourse  so  unfit  for  a  delicate 
mind. 

"What  have  I  said,  sir?"  asked  the 
poor  woman  in  amaze :  "  surely  I  avoided 
every  word  tliat  could  be  thought  im- 
proper ;  and  I  never  spoke  of,  or  alluded 
to  anything  indelicate." 

"You  talked  of  ^drunkards,  swearers, 
and  shameless  people,'  and  drew  a  picture 
of  misery,  dirt  and  confusion  unfit  to  be 
heard  of  in  a  place  like  this.  It  is,  let  me 
tell  you,  no  small  liberty  to  come  to  my 
house  on  such  an  errand  at  all;  but  to 
talk  before  my  daughter  is  unpardonable." 

"  Oh,  sir,  though  of  very  humble  rank, 
my  poor  Helen  is  modest  and  delicate  as 


you  yourself  can  desire  a  female  to  be ; 
and  she  is  obliged  to  hear  and  to  see  in 
their  worst  forms,  all  the  evil  things  that  I 
spoke  of,  and  others  that  I  could  not  even 
mention  before  the  young  lady.  Let  this 
move  your  compassion  for  her."  But  Mr. 
Z.  had  worked  himself  into  a  passion,  for 
propriety's  sake. 

'*  Really,  woman,  your  assurance  is 
matchless !  Not  content  with  insulting 
my  daughter  by  your  low  conversation, 
you  must  now  place  some  dirty  factory  girl 
on  the  same  level  with  her,  and  thence 
argue  thai  I  am  to  go,  in  person  of  course, 
and  rescue  your  distressed  damsel  from 
the  mill !"  and  he  laughed  in  bitter  scorn, 
as  he  spoke. 

What  could  the  dismayed  applicant  do 
to  appease  him?  Every  attempt  at  ex- 
planation seemed  to  aggravate  her  offence, 
and  at  length  she  rose  from  her  seat ;  a 
movement  that  seemed  to  impart  no  small 
satisfaction  to  Mr.  Z.  who  quickly  pulled 
the  bell,  and  himself  striding  across  the 
room,  opened  the  door  for  her,  saying,  "  I 
believe  you  have  erred  more  through  igno- 
rance and  presumption  than  any  positive 
wish  to  ofiend  me :  so  I  shall  say  no  more : 
— there,  go  along,"  he  added,  slightly 
touching  her  arm  to  expedite  her,  qs,  at 
the  encouragement  of  this  more  moderate 
speech  she  once  more  strove  to  address 
him,  "  go  along,  good  woman,  and  learn 
better  manners  for  the  future." 

As  she  followed  a  servant  through  the 
hall.  Miss  Z.,  the  innocent  cause  of,  or 
rather  pretext  for  this  rude  rebuff,  came 
towards  her  with  money  in  her  hand  ;  "  I 
am  so  sorry  for  your  distress,"  she  gently 
said,  "  and  perhaps  you  will  accept  this 
trifle  to  buy  a  few  things  for  your  orphan 
girl." 

"  Dear  young  lady !"  replied  the  widow, 
"  it  is  not  money  that  I  want :  but  if  I 
could  win  your  father's  protection  for  my 
poor  girls,  how  thankful  1  should  be  !" 

"  Oh,"  exclaimed  Amelia,  looking  fright- 
ened, "Papa  never  allows  any  of  us  to  in- 
terfere in  the  least  about  the  mills — I  must 
not  say  one  word  to  him  on  that,  because" 

here  a  side  door  opened,  and  an  elder 

domestic  appeared,  who,  darting  a  look  of 
anger  at  the  poor  woman,  said  in  a  testy 
voice,  "  Miss  Amelia,  your  Mamma  wants 
you  directly.  Directly,  Miss,"  he  repeated 
impatiently,  as  the  girl  was  about  to  finidi 


HELEN  FLEETWOOD. 


101 


her  sentence  ;  and,  seemingly  with  reluc- 
tance, she  walked  away.  The  man  growl- 
ing in  an  angry  under  tone  to  his  fellow 
servant,  "  Turn  her  out  at  once,"  followed 
his  young  mistress ;  and  the  other,  a  mere 
youth,  proceeding  to  the  door  with  Mrs. 
Green,  took  occasion  to  whisper,  '^You 
can't  succeed  here  :  you'll  only  make  your- 
self enemies  in  the  mill,  by  trying  to  get 
justice  out  of  iL  If  the  agent  isn't  your 
friend,  never  reckon  on  any  good  by 
coming  to  the  owners ;  and  our  agent  is 
nobody's  friend  but  his  own." 

What  a  change  comes  over  the  face  of 
creation  when  sadness  weighs  down  the 
heart  that  ere  while  "  rejoiced  in  nature's 
joy?"  The  sun  shone  as  brightly,  the 
green  turf  spread  as  broadly,  the  flowers 
bloomed  in  an  atmosphere  as  fragrant,  and 
the  little  birds  renewed  their  carols  with 
glee  as  unrestrained;  but  no  response 
w*XB  found  in  the  poor  widow's  aching 
bosom  to  their  claims  on  her  glad  atten- 
tion. Sorrow  had  overwhelmed  her  spirit, 
always  too  sanguine  because  prone  to 
make  her  own  warm-heartedness  the 
standard  of  anticipations  respecting  others. 
Her  last  hope  had  failed ;  of  the  agent, 
what  she  hsid  just  heard  was  evidently 
true,  and  too  plainly  the  young  footman 
had  represented  the  uselessness  of  other 
appeal.  Neither  of  the  Messrs.  Z.  had 
chosen  to  enter  at  all  on  the  subject  of  her 
complaint,  and  it  was  clear  that  an  excuse 
had  been  seized  by  this  gentleman  roughly 
to  baffle  her  suit,  as  his  brother  had  con- 
temptuously frozen  her  into  silence.  Yet 
there  lingered  in  her  mind  a  sort  of  incre- 
dulity as  to  the  possibility  of  such  a  state 
of  things  existing  in  England,  simply  be- 
cause it  was  England.  She  remembered 
that  Mr.  Barlow  had  once  held  a  meeting 
of  his  parishioners,  in  order  to  give  them 
an  opportunity  of  petitioning  Parliament 
for  the  total  abolition  of  slavery  in  our 
western  colonies;  a  gentleman  attended, 
who  detailed  the  wrongs  and  described 
the  sufferings  of  the  poor  negroes,  pre- 
vious to  receiving  their  signatures.  On 
that  occasion,  a  stout  old  farmer,  of  the 
humbler  class,  was  seated  near  her ;  and 
she  could  not  forget  the  feverish  anxiety 
with  which  he  awaited  permission  to  write 
bis  name.  Half  rising  from  the  bench, 
leaning  his  hands  on  the  knob  of  a  stout 
oaken  stafi^  every  finger  trembling  with 


agitation,  while  his  forehead  was  streaked 
with  crimson,  and  his  light  grey  eyes,  blood- 
shot and  glistening,  seemed  ready  to  start 
from  his  head,  he  stared  by  turns  at  the 
pleader  and  at  the  roll  of  parchment 
which  he  held,  until  the  speech  was  con- 
cluded, the  petition  was  spread  out,  and 
the  ink-stand  placed  beside  it:  then  he 
sprang  forward  witli  a  step  that  shook  the 
room,  and  after  cutting  rather  than  writing 
his  name  on  the  skin,  he  returned  to  his 
place,  drawing  the  sleeve  of  his  smock- 
frock  across  his  eyes,  and  with  a  sound 
between  a  sob  and  a  growl,  ejaculating, 
**  Wow !  neighbour  Green,  the  man, 
woman,  or  child  that  wont  go  on  bended 
knees  morning,  noon  and  night,  to  thank 
God  for  being  bom  in  Old  England,  ought 
to  be  made  a  negur  slave  of."  Then  turn- 
ing to  Richard,  he  added,  ^'  Lad,  ye  wor 
born  a  freeman:  ye  be  a  poor  boy;  but 
not  a  lord  in  the  land  can  stamp  his  fine 
boot  on  the  toe  of  your  old  shoe  but  ye 
may  take  the  law  on  him.  Think  o'  that, 
Dick  !  Liberty  Emd  old  England  for  ever !" 

The  scene  had  been  talked  over  at  night 
in  their  own  dear  cottage ;  and  Mrs.  Bar- 
ker, with  that  legal  knowledge  which  it 
beseemed  a  beadle's  wife  to  possess,  had 
expounded  to  them  the  law  of  their  native 
land  exemplifying  it  by  a  recital  of  cases 
occurring  within  her  own  recollection, 
where  for  instances  of  supposed  aggres- 
sion even  ludicrously  trivial,  certain  liti- 
gious cottagers  had  summoned  their  richer 
neighbours  before  a  magistrate ;  ay,  and 
obtained  redress  too. 

All  tliese  things  had  tended  to  deepen 
in  the  mind  of  our  widow  the  feeling  of 
independence  natural  to  it:  she  regarded 
the  legal  enactments  of  her  country  as 
being  to  every  poor  man  "his  own  vine 
and  his  own  fig-tree,"  under  whose  shadow 
he  might  securely  sit;  and  now,  despite 
of  all  present  experience,  she  was  confi- 
dent that  redress  was  to  be  had,  though 
where  she  could  not  tell.  There  was  no 
outrage  yet  committed — so  far  as  she 
knew — to  warrant  an  appeal  to  magisterial 
authority ;  but  surely  there  must  be  some 
species  of  protection  short  of  that  The 
remarks  ofSouth  flashed  upon  her  memory, 
and  she  dreaded  to  find  his  description 
just,  to  the  letter :  but  still,  she  thought, 
"  we  are  in  England  ;  and  it  is  not  possi- 
ble that  in  this  English  town  there  shouli 
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be  some  thousands  of  slaves — white  slaves 
— free-bom  slaves — and  my  own  children 
among  them.  No :  it  it  not  possible," — and 
she  quickened  her  pace,  as  if  to  esca|>e 
from  the  tormenting  suggestion  that  it 
was  not  only  possible  but  absolutely  true. 

When  in  the  evening,  the  party  once 
more  assembled,  her  attention  was  par- 
tially diverted  by  seeing  Mary  pull  in  with 
her  a  singular -looking  child,  from  whose 
thick,  tangled  ringlets  of  dark  auburn 
peeped  out  a  little  face,  full  of  expression, 
and  of  a  complexion  the  clear  beauty  of 
which  was  not  wholly  obscured  by  all  the 
Boil  that  had  accumulated  upon  it  Her 
bright  hazel  eyes  danced  with  evident 
pleasure,  and  the  pretty  mouth  was  dim- 
pled with  smiles  as  it  uttered  half^oax- 
ingly,  half-reproachfully,  "  Ah,  then.  Miss 
Mary,  ma'am,  that  I  wouldn't  be  let  clean 
myself  for  the  gentry  to  see  me  I" 

"  It  will  make  vou  more  careful  to  clean 
yourself,  Katy,  if  I  let  tliem  see  how  dirty 
you  are:  come  along,  granny  wont  be 
criw  to  you." 

The  little  girl  advanced,  and  stood 
smiling  and  blushing  before  the  widow, 
who,  kindly  patting  her  check,  said,  "  So, 
you  are  Mary's  little  friend,  Katy  Malony." 

"  I'm  Miss  Mary's  scavenger,  ma'am." 

"  And  Mary  is  your  piecencr,"  added 
Helen,  who  saw  the  old  lady  look  grave 
at  this  distinction  of  ranks. 

"  Yea,  I'm  Miss  Katy's  piecener, 
ma'am,"  said  Mary  in  high  good  humour, 
immitating  Katy's  accent  as  she  stood  be- 
tide her.  The  little  girl  looked  round,  and 
laughed.  After  a  few  more  remarks, 
Mary  drew  her  grandmother  aside,  and 
with  a  face  full  of  earnest  anxiety  said, 
"  Oh,  granny,  that  poor  child's  father  is  so 
weak,  and  so  friendless,  and  treated  so 
unkindly  by  the  people  where  they  lodge ! 
I  want  you  to  get  him  in  here,  and  talk  to 
him ;  for  oh,  you  can't  think  how  shock- 
ingly ignorant  he  is !  You  won't  believe 
it,  but  I  found  out  that  he  BVLya  his  prayers 
to  the  Virgin  Mary — only  think!  to  the 
Virgin  Mary,  who  died  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  odd  years  ago:  and  he 
•plashes  a  little  pump-water  about  every 
night ;  for  what,  ciin  you  ever  guess  ?  No, 
that  you  never  could — he  does  it  to  frighten 
the  devil  granny!  Did  you  ever  in  all  your 
whole  life  hear  of  any  thing  like  that 
granny  7" 


The  widow  had  heard  of  it  before ;  but 
she  only  replied,  "  Well,  my  darling, 
blessed  be  God  for  the  Bible,  which 
teaches  us  to  avoid  all  such  foolish  and 
wicked  ways." 

"  That  is  just  the  thing,  granny :  I'm 
quite  sure  Katy's  father  knows  no  more 
about  the  gospel  than  any  heathen  at  the 
world's  farthest  end.  I  want  you  to  teach 
him." 

"  If  you  bring  him  here,  we  will  do  what 
the  Lord  enables  us." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  my  own  granny ! 
I  brought  Katy  that  she  may  see  how  kind 
you  are,  and  that  we  are  not  the  grand 
gentry  she  takes  us  for.  She  will  soon  bring 
her  father,  if  you  encourage  her  a  little." 

So  Katy  was  encouraged  to  her  heart's 
content ;  and  having  had  her  "  tay,"  as 
she  called  it,  took  leave  with  a  joyous 
promise  that  she  would  ask  her  father  to 
come  next  evening.  This  little  incident 
gave  a  pleasant  turn  to  their  feelings. 
Mary  was  eloquent  on  the  subject  of  Ma- 
lony's  unaccountable  religion ;  and  the 
widow  gave  them  some  insight  into  its  soul- 
destroying  character,  from  the  pages  of 
inspired  truth.  All  the  missionary  zeal 
with  which  Mr.  Barlow  had  loved  to  in- 
spire his  little  flock,  on  behalf  of  the  hea- 
then, was  now  kindled  afresh,  its  object 
being  a  poor  Irish  papist,  who  was  listen- 
ing the  while  to  his  child's  enraptured 
description  of  her  new  friends,  and  giving 
her  the  promises  he  sought  of  accompany- 
ing her  to  their  dwelling.  But  when  the 
hour  of  rest  arrived,  the  widow  could  not 
help  noticing  the  evident  difficulty  and 
pain  attending  the  movement  of  Helen's 
arm.  She  questioned  her,  and  was  told 
that  the  fatigue  was  certainly  great  and 
that  any  amelioration  of  her  mental  and 
bodily  sufferings  would  be  welcome.  Be- 
yond this,  she  owned  notliing;  but  her 
frequent  starts  and  restlessness  during  the 
night  increased  her  friend's  uneasiness  to 
such  a  pitch  that  she  resolved  on  making 
another  attempt  to  discover  where  redress 
for  factory-wrongs  was  to  be  sought :  and 
to  this  end  she  made  up  her  mind  that  a 
visit  to  the  clergyman  whose  ministry  she 
attended  would  be  the  safest  step.  He 
was  certainly  a  good  man :  he  preached 
the  truth,  and  bore  a  high  character  for 
humanity  and  every  other  right  quality. 
He  must  needs  know  the  mill-systero,  for 
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he  had  been  several  years  rector  of  that 
parish ;  and  he  would  surely  point  out  to 
her  the  best  path  to  take.  Once  decided 
upon,  this  plan  left  her  nothing  to  regret 
but  that  she  had  not  adopted  it  in  the  first 
instance.  So,  next  morning,  with  as  little 
delay  as  possible,  after  setting  her  simple 
household  in  order,  she  tied  on  her  black 
silk  bonnet  and  Sunday  cloak,  and  an- 
nounced herself  at  the  Rector's  door  as 
one  of  his  parishioners,  seeking  counsel 
from  him.  The  servant  soon  returned, 
bidding  her  sit  down  in  a  small  parlour  for 
a  few  minutes:  and  there  the  widow 
cheerfully  awaited  the  coming  of  one  who 
would  as  she  fondly  believed  put  her  in 
possession  of  that  rare  philosopher's  stone 
— justice  in  the  factories. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


FAILING   HOPES. 


The  Rector  was  a  man  of  grave,  quiet 
aspect,  more  stately  and  reserved  than  Mr. 
Barlow,  but  perfectly  kind  both  in  lan- 
guage and  manner.  He  listened  not  only 
with  attention  but  with  evident  interest  to 
the  tale ;  and  the  significant  shake  of  the 
head  that  marked  his  emphatic  dissent 
from  her  conduct  in  yielding  to  Mr.  Strat- 
ton's  persuasion  boded  little  good.  This 
gesture  was  frequently  repeated  as  she 
went  on ;  but  her  heart  never  quaked  so 
much  as  when  it  w2m  used  as  a  comment 
on  her  declaration,  that  certainly  there 
must  be  a  remedy  somewhere,  though  she 
had  not  yet  been  able  to  discover  where. 

"I  now  feel,  sir,  that  I  have  done 
wrong,  very  wrong,  in  catching  at  a  seem- 
ing advantage  without  sufficient  thought 
and  prayer ;  but  I  erred  through  anxiety 
for  tlie  welfare  of  those  dearer  to  me  than 
myself." 

'^  I  make  no  doubt  of  it,  Mrs.  Green ; 
but  when  unhappily  we  neglect  the  com- 
mand to  be  wise  as  serpents,  the  harm- 
lessness  of  the  dove  will  not  save  us  from 
the  consequences  of  that  omission." 

"In  all  my  ways,  sir,  I  strove  to  ac- 
knowledge God;  and  I  trusted  that  he 
would  direct  my  path." 

''True;  but  there  is  a  little  word  of 


mighty  meaning,  which  is  much  insisted 
on  in  scripture :  *  Wait.'  You  seem  to 
me  to  have  overlooked  that  word." 

''I  acknowledge  my  fault,  sir;  I  own 
my  hastiness ;  I  take  all  shame  to  myself; 
and  believe  me,  my  sufferings  have  not 
been  small.  But  now  I  come  to  ask 
counsel,  while  humbly  receiving  your  just 
rebuke.  Submit  I  must  to  very  many 
privations :  my  future  days  must  be  passed 
in  sorrow  and  anxiety ;  and  I  never  can 
expect  again  to  know  the  comfort  I  once  en- 
joyed. But  though  we  must  all  toil  pain- 
fully and  all  suffer  in  various  ways,  I  want 
my  children  protected  from  vice  on  the 
one  hand,  and  from  oppression  on  the 
•other.  This  is  what  every  body  in  a 
Christian,  free  country  has  a  right  to  ex- 
pect ;  and  it  is  all  I  may  now  presume  to 
crave."  • 

The  rector  again  shook  his  head;  ^I 
can  only  direct  you  to  seek  help  of  God." 

"But  he  works  by  means,  sir;  suid  I 
am  bound  to  use  the  means." 

"  Your  case,  I  lament  to  say,  is  that  of 
many  others,  who  on  first  coming  to  the 
mills  are  shocked  at  the  demoralization 
prevailing ;  and  not  being  aware  that  the 
evil  has  outgrown  all  ordinary  means  of 
checking  it,  persuade  themselves  that  re- 
dress may  be  obtained,  until  experience 
shows  them  that  nothing  remains  but  to 
submit  to  their  painful  lot" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  widow,  with  some 
warmth,  for  she  thought  the  rector  treated 
the  matter  much  too  phlegmatically,  "  yea, 
sir,  another  thing  remains ;  and  that  is  to 
quit  these  wicked  mills  altogether." 

"  Of  course  if  you  have  any  other  means 
of  subsistence  for  your  family ;  but  from 
what  you  have  told  me,  I  should  fear  you 
had  not :  and  let  me,  as  a  friend,  dissuade 
you  from  another  precipitate  movement" 

Mrs.  Green  was  greatly  distressed ;  she 
began  to  feel  the  pressure  of  the  bonds 
that  surrounded  her  on  all  sides,  and  with 
tears  in  her  eyes  exclaimed,  "And  will 
not  you,  sir,  for  the  love  of  Him  whose 
minister  you  are,  assist  me  ?" 

"Believe  me,"  answered  the  itjctor 
kindly,  "  had  I,  instead  of  a  limited  paro- 
chial income,  twice  the  revenues  of  this 
diocese  at  my  disposal,  they  would  not 
suffice  to  answer  even  a  small  part  of  the 
heart-rending  appeals  daily  made  to  my 
charity." 
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^I  believe  it,  sir,  from  what  I  have 
■een :  but  it  is  not  money  I  want" 

"  What  then  do  you  require  of  me  ?" 

"  To  help  me  to  remove  my  poor  chil- 
dren into  some  situation  where  they  may 
earn  their  bread,  honestly  and  safely." 

"It  is  impossible,  unless  you  have 
fhends  in  the  place  to  give  you  a  very 
special  recommendation  among  the  upper 
classes;  and  even  then  I  fear  the  compe- 
tition is  too  great  to  afford  you  a  reasona- 
ble hope  of  succeeding.  As  a  country 
girl,  well  brought  up,  and  of  unquestiona- 
ble character,  Helen  migJU  have  procured 
a  proper  service  in  some  family  here ;  but 
even  so  short  a  time  in  a  mill  (to  say  no- 
diing  of  the  aspersions  so  cruelly  cast  on 
her)  would  be  an  insuperable  objection. 
For  myself,  I  would  readily  offer  to  assist 
^u  in  this  way,  but  the  little  interest  of 
that  sort  which  I  may  possess,  is  like  my 
purse,  taxed  to  the  uttermost :  and  at  this 
moment  I  have  the  parents  of  several  ex- 
cellent girls,  educated  in  my  own  schools, 
anxiously  looking  to  me  to  avert  the  ne- 
cessity of  sending  them  to  the  mills,  by 
finding  domestic  situations  among  my 
(Kends." 

The  widow  sighed  deeply ;  then,  after 
a  pause,  resumed,  "  Are  you  not  able,  sir, 
at  all  to  influence  the  owners  and  mana- 
gers of  these  factories  7" 

"  Not  unless  they  have  been  so  brought 
nnder  a  higher  influence  as  to  esteem  the 
minister  for  his  Master's  sake  ;  and  this,  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  is  not  the  case  witliin  the 
sphere  of  my  labours.  In  fact,  your  em- 
ployers with  their  families  are  church- 
going  people,  and  pay  all  outward  respect 
to  the  ordinances  of  religion ;  but  would 
DO  more  think  of  allowing  any  interference 
on  the  clergyman's  pcurt  with  their  worldly 
concerns,  than  they  would  of  intermed- 
dling with  him  in  the  composition  of  a  scr- 
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mon. 

"Ami  then  to  look  on  the  case  as  hope- 
less?" 

"  I  wish  I  could  point  out  any  cheering 
prospect  to  you ;  but  I  fear  you  must  now 
abide  the  consequences  of  a  hasty  step ; 
and  patiently  await  the  answer  to  prayer 
from  Him  who,  though  for  the  present  he 
afflicts,  will  yet  show  mercy.  All  these 
things,  howsoever  painful  they  may  be, 
are  working  together  for  good  to  you,  if 
you  love  God." 


The  widow  humbly  assented ;  and  feel- 
ing that  there  was  no  pretence  for  a  pro- 
longed visit,  took  her  leave. 

This  interview  was,  in  its  effects,  by  far 
the  most  depressing  of  all  she  had  recently 
tried.  It  seemed  as  though  every  door  of 
escape  was  rapidly  closing  round  her ;  and 
at  the  same  time  her  spirit  was  chilled  to 
an  unwonted  degree.  She  could  not  deny 
that  the  rector  had  been  perfectly  kind; 
that  he  had  listened  willingly,  answered 
to  the  point,  and  advised  her  judiciously, 
besides  bringing  some  scriptural  encour-  ^ 
agements  to  her  mind;  but  she  missed 
the  earnest  zeal  in  her  interests,  tlie  cordial 
sympathy  in  her  griefs,  the  oil  and  wine 
of  divine  consolation  poured  into  every 
wound  by  her  Village  Pastor.  She  missed 
the  closing  prayer,  the  fervent  parting 
benediction,  all  of  which  her  fancy  had  in 
prospect  mixed  up  with  this  visit.  Rea- 
son told  her  that  it  was  impossible  for  a 
stranger  to  enter  so  fully  into  the  case  as 
one  whom  she  had  known  for  years ;  and 
that  the  rector  was  so  beset  by  applicants, 
so  accustomed  to  the  tale  of  wrong  and 
sorrow,  as  to  render  it  surprising  that  he 
should  have  bestowed  so  much  attention 
on  her:  yet  she  felt  it,  and  perhaps  not 
the  less  keenly  because  he  had  so  honestly 
shown  her  the  root  of  present  suffering  m 
her  injudicious  conduct  We  are  far  more 
willing  to  condemn  ourselves  than  to  hear 
from  others  tlie  same  truthful  sentence. 

Meanwhile,  the  object  of  all  her  efforts 
seemed  to  recede  more  remotely  from 
view  as  she  strove  to  approach  it.  The 
very  simplicity  of  the  case  added  to  her 
perplexity.  She  had  hired  out  her  chil- 
dren to  devote  a  stipulated  portion  of  their 
time  to  daily  labour,  in  an  establishment 
owned,  and,  as  she  supposed,  conducted 
by  English  gentlemen.  She  had  witnessed 
many  of  the  various  kinds  of  service  in 
which  the  poorer  classes  of  the  land  en- 
gage ;  and  she  knew  that  in  any  case  of 
dissatisfaction  on  either  side,  the  aggrieved 
party  could  at  least  state  his  grievance  in 
a  competent  quarter ;  but  here  she  found 
herself  completely  baflHed,  repelled  on  all 
sides,  she  scarcely  knew  how ;  but  made 
conscious  that  no  one  admitted  his  own 
responsibility,  or  seemed  aware  of  being 
under  any  obligation  to  judge  the  cause 
of  tlie  poor  who  laboured  for  him.  It  then 
occurred  to  her  that  a  system  of  inspection 
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had  been  established,  and  that  the  gentle- 
man appointed  to  execute  this  duty  must 
be  the  individual  to  redress  what  was 
wrong.  It  appeared  strange  that  the  rec- 
tor should  have  failed  to  point  out  so  obvi- 
ous a  resource ;  and  she  determined  to 
ascertain  some  particulars.  South,  whom 
ihe  knew  to  be  just  then  out  of  work, 
seemed  a  likely  person  to  give  her  infor- 
mation on  tliis  point;  and  making  due 
allowance  for  the  dark  colouring  that  his 
grumbling  propensities  would  thrpw  over 
every  subject,  she  thought  a  statement  of 
bare  facts  from  him  might  be  valuable. 
To  his  house  therefore  she  repaired — a 
dark,  dreary  miserable-looking  abode — 
where  she  found  him  engaged  in  reading 
a  dirty  newspaper.  After  a  few  mutual 
enquiries,  and  civil  speeches,  she  put  the 
query  to  him,  without  mentioning  the  cir- 
cumstances that  led  to  it 

"  Inspectors !"  exclaimed  South,  with  a 
smile  of  derision,  "  yes,  I  can  tell  you 
enough  about  the  inspectors;  and  that 
without  going  beyond  what  concerns  our 
own  families.  When  the  new  plan  first 
came  out,  we  poor  people  thought  we  had 
got  a  great  boon,  and  should  have  every 
thing  put  to  rights ;  but  of  all  the  tricks 
ever  played  us,  I  think  that  is  the  most 
bare-faced.  Now,  Mrs.  Green,  please  to 
listen." 

"  I  shall  be  sure  to  do  that,  neighbour." 

"  Ay,  I  dare  say  you've  begun  to  find 
out  the  want  of  something  in  the  shape  of 
justice;  but  you  may  look  long  enough 
before  you  find  it  This  district  where  we 
live  is  under  the  inspection  of  a  gentleman 
appointed  by  government,  and  it  is  his 
duty  to  look  after  every  mill  within  it 
Now,  how  big  do  you  think  tliis  district  is?" 

"  Indeed,  I  can^t  say ;  perhaps  this  town 
and  another  as  large." 

"  You  know  the  map  of  England  ?" 

"  Yes,  pretty  well :  the  children  learnt 
.t  at  home." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  our  inspector's  district 
includes  the  county  of  Lancaster,  the 
county  of  Northumberland,  the  county  of 
Cumberland,  of  Westmorlsmd,  of  Durham, 
and  two  ridings  of  the  pretty  little  county 
of  York." 

"  Impossible !" 

"It  it  true:  and  the  number  of  mills 
that  he  has  to  superintend  is  about  eigh- 
teen hundred.    Now  there  are  little  more 
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than  three  hundred  days  to  a  year,  leaving 
out  Sundays  and  holidays ;  the  inspector's 
district  lies  spread  over  many  hundred 
miles  of  country;  the  mills  are  greatly 
scattered,  many  being  in  villages,  and  on 
little  streams  in  remote  places;  and  so 
you  may  judge  what  time  the  gentleman 
has  to  look  after  every  one  of  them." 

''But  surely  he  has  a  great  many 
agents  ?" 

"  He  has  four." 

"  Four  l" 

"Four  sub-inspectors,  called  superin- 
tendents, who,  by  flying  about,  contrive  as 
they  say,  tnat  one  of  them  should  visit 
each  place  three  times  a  year,  to  see  how 
things  are  going  on,  to  report  to  the  inspec- 
tor-general, and  so  forth." 

"But  that  is  too  seldom  to  be  of  any 
real  use ;  if  the  person  only  comes  three 
times  in  a  year,  all  sort  of  wrong  can  go 
on  for  nearly  four  montlis  without  a  check, 
and  tlien  the  complaints  will  be  so  man^ 
and  of  such  long  standing,  that  he  must 
be  quite  overwhelmed,  and  puzzled  among 
them." 

South  laughed:  "The  superintendent 
has  not  even  power  to  enter  a  mill,  but 
with  the  full  consent  of  the  owners ;  if  he 
hears  of  any  bad  doings,  he  cannot  insist 
on  investigating  the  matter ;  he  can  only 
send  a  report  to  his  chief,  and  it  is  he  who 
must  enquire  and  punish." 

"  What,  the  gentleman  with  the  eigh- 
teen hundred  mills  !  It  would  take  him  a 
year's  time  to  judge  upon  half  the  cases 
brought  before  him,  tliat  had  accumulated 
since  his  last  visit  in  one  large  factory 
town,  I  should  think." 

"  Mrs.  Green,"  said  South,  "  the  inspec- 
tor has  no  power  to  interfere  in  any  case 
whatever,  it'  tlie  matter  complsdned  of  did 
not  occur  witliin  fourteen  days  of  the 
time  when  the  superintendent  discovers 
and  reports  it"* 

The  widow  stared  at  her  informant, 
doubting  whether  she  heard  aright 

"  So  much  for  the  law,  Mrs.  Green ;  and 
now  for  the  facts  to  show  you  how  it 
works.  I  had  a  girl  of  sixteen,  brought 
up  in  the  copntry,  a  stout,  fine  girl,  who 
looked  almost  eighteen  ;  well,  she  engaged 

♦  "  /T  every  section  of  the  law  had  been  violated  on  tk0 
11  tk  of  Januarp,  and  I  fo  to  the  mitt  on  the  Ut  ef  A^ 
ntary,  I  cannot  touch  Aim."— Vide  Evidence  of  liCoaBld 
Horner  Esq.,  Inspector,  fiven  on  oath  before  the  Com- 
mittee of  the  Iloase  of  Coaunoos,  March  11, 1840. 
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herself  in  a  mill  where  they  worked  all 
night;  and  you  know  people  over  eighteen 
may  work  as  much  as  they  please — there 
is  no  law  for  them.  My  poor  girl  got 
covetous  of  the  wages,  and  represented 
herself  to  be  more 'than  eighteen,  and  so 
obtained  regular  night-work.  Every  body 
saw  it  would  kill  the  child ;  but  she  had  a 
taste  for  dress,  and  nothing  could  hinder 
her,  because  whatever  she  got  besides  the 
regular  day- wages  was  her  own,  of  course. 
Well ;  somebody  mentioned  to  the  super- 
intendent that  she  was  under  age;  and 
when  the  chief  man  came,  he  asked  her. 
She  said  she  was  near  nineteen ;  and  be- 
ing, as  I  told  you,  a  fine  grown  girl,  much 
Btouter  than  most  of  the  factory  girls  are 
at  twenty,  he  did  not  doubt  her  word. 
She  was  left  to  please  herself,  and  so  she 
did;  and  in  a  year  from  that  time  we 
buried  her." 

"  But  you  could  surely  have  interposed 
your  authority  as  a  father,"  observed  the 
widow,  who  saw  more  to  blame  in  the 
narrator  than  in  any  other  person  con- 
cerned. 

"  Thai's  easier  said  than  done,"  replied 
South  with  a  shrug.  "Disobedience  to 
parents  is  one  of  the  first  lessons  learned 
in  the  mills ;  and  besides,  my  good  neigh- 
bour, when  you  have  seen  one  of  the  fly- 
ing visits  of  our  inspectors,  and  how  nice- 
ly the  owners  keep  them  tethered  where 
there  is  anything  wrong  to  be  found  out, 
you  will  understand  matters  better  than 
you  can  do  from  any  description  of  mine." 

The  widow  could  not  gainsay  this ;  but 
she  felt  deeply  for  the  poor  young  suicide. 
Here  was  first  a  lure  spread  before  her  by 
the  mill-owner  in  the  shape  of  additional 
wages,  for  which  to  barter  her  very  life ; 
then  most  culpable  encouragement  given 
by  the  act  of  the  parents  in  allowing  her  to 
appropriate  the  extra  earnings,  while  they 
pocketed  the  fruii  of  her  day-labour — ac- 
tual encouragement  that  rendered  void 
whatever  they  might  say  against  the  pro- 
ceeding.   Again,  there  was  an  evident  de- 
reliction of  duty  on  the  part  of  any  man 
who,  being  employed  to  correct  abuses  of 
this  sort,  could  content  himself  with  the 
denial  of  the  party  most  interested  in  prac- 
tising a  deception^  and  leave  the  poor 
young  girl  to  her  fate.   "  God  be  praised," 
■he  mentally  ejaculated,  "that  all  this 


world's  wefidth  would  not  tempt  my  Helen 
to  a  lie !" 

'  South,  meanwhile,  looked  vexed  and 
disconcerted ;  he  saw  that  his  own  unna- 
tural conduct  had  struck  his  auditor,  and 
he  began,  as  usual,  to  lament  the  harden- 
ing effect  that  the  system  produced  on  all 
connected  with  it ;  then  proceeded — "  Bad 
as  it  is  to  let  young  people  go  on  all  night, 
if  they  will  just  say  they  are  eighteen,  and 
don't  look  much  less,  the  other  two  things 
that  our  inspectors  ought  to  remedy  are 
worse: — working  young  children  over- 
hours,  and  ill-treating  the  poor  little  la- 
bourers. Two  of  your  own  grandchidren 
lie  beside  my  girl  in  the  churchyard  from 
the  first ;  and  Sarah  is  following  them  as 
fast  as  she  can,  through  the  last  of  these 
two  evils." 

This  was  bringing  the  matter  home  to 
the  widow's  present  anxieties :  she  asked 
what  difficulty  there  could  be  in  obtaining 
redress  under  circumstances  so  glaring, 
and  so  easily*proved. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  replied  South,  "  you 
must  remember  that  twelve  hours  a-day  is 
the  time  limited  for  those  under  eighteen 
years  of  age ;  with  the  hours  afforded  for 
meals  and  schooling,  your  children  going 
I  think,  at  half-past  ^ve  in  tlie  morning, 
finish  their  day  in  the  mill  at  seven  ?" 

"Yes;  they  come  home  very  punc- 
tually." 

"  And  you  think  if  they  were  worked  an 
hour  longer  than  the  law  allows,  you  could 
prove  it,  and  call  the  owners  to  account  ?" 
"There  could  be  no  want  of  proofs, 
when  so  many  must  know  of  the  circum- 
stance." 

"No:  besides  which,  the  owner  who 
worked  his  mill  beyond  the  proper  hours 
would  obtain  an  advantage  over  his  more 
honest  neighbours,  and  so  make  it  their  in- 
terest to  watch  and  report  him.  The  gen- 
tlemen in  Parliament  who  think  we  have 
already  got  all  we  ought  to  have,  lay  a 
great  stress  on  this ;  and  also  say  that  the 
lights  in  the  mill,  after  the  regular  time, 
would  alone  be  sufficient  to  draw  attention. 
For  all  that,  Wright's  children  died  of 
overwork,  being  in  a  mill  where  they 
managed  to  cheat  alike  the  laws,  the  in- 
spector, and  the  labourers.  *  First,  the 
time-books  were  kept  so  unfairly  that  they 
made  it  look  just  as  they  chose ;  and  you 
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may  be  Bure  neither  superintendent  nor 
inspector  had  leisure  enough  to  search  out 
the  roguery;  particularly  as  they  took 
good  care  to  go  on  correctly  for  a  couple 
of  weeks  before  the  visit ;  and  whatever 
had  happened  beyond  that  time  was  out 
of  the  reach  of  punishment  Next,  they 
cheated  the  children  out  of  their  proper 
hours  for  meals  and  schooling  by  altering 
the  clock,  and  other  contrivances ;  and  if 
they  wanted  to  keep  all  hands  at  work 
half-an-hour,  or  longer,  after  regulEur  clo- 
sing hour,  they  would  loosen  a  pin  or  a 
strap  in  the  morning,  stop  the  machinery 
for  a  few  minutes  to  set  it  right,  and  then, 
under  shelter  of  the  very  act  they  were 
breaking,  detain  them  at  night  to  work  up 
lost  time." 

^*  But  all  this  might  have  been  told  to 
the  superintendent,  or  inspector,  and  pun- 
ished." 

"  If  it  happened  within  fourteen  days ; 
and  if  any  of  the  labourers  thought  it  worth 
their  while  to  be  turned  out  of  work  for 
complaining,  or  ill  treated  in  the  mill  ever 
after:  but  this  did  not  happen;  and  the 
children  fell  off  into  galloping  consumptions 
as  fast  as  they  could  go.  The  Wrights 
are  a  sickly  family,  and  their  children 
could  not  stand  it  long." 

»'  Was  Sarah  in  that  mill  ?" 

"  No,  she  was  with  your  friends  the 
Messrs.  Z.  who  pride  themselves  on  being 
great  time-keepers,  and  never  fail  to  in- 
form against  offending  neighbours.  If  an 
unusu^  demand  comes,  they  have  other 
means  of  meeting  the  emergency  without 
working  over-hours." 

"But  this  watching  of  one  another  must 
certainly  be  a  great  hindrance  to  deceit 
about  time." 

"  If  children  alone  are  employed,  it  is ; 
but  when  the  mill  is  kept  going  for  those 
who  have  no  protection  from  the  laws,  be- 
cause they  are,  or  say  they  are,  eighteen, 
many  a  half  hour  is  stolen,  early  and  late, 
without  discovery,  from  the  poor  little  ones. 
Your  young  people  are  still  fresh  in  the 
work,  and  have  a  hearty  good-will  to  it ; 
but  wait  awhile,  and  you^ll  see  them  come 
home  so  fagged  and  worn  out,  that  half- 
an-hour  will  seem  more  to  them,  whether 
for  labour  or  for  rest,  than  half  a  day  used 
to  do.  However,  I  was  going  to  speak  of 
poor  Sarah :  she  was  always  simple  and 
weak-minded,  and  all  mamier  of  advan- 


tages were  taken  of  it,  not  so  much  by  the 
children  as  the  overlooker,  who  happened 
to  be  a  great  rascal;  and  having  some 
spite  against  the  innocent  creature,  was 
always  for  revenging  every  body's  faults 
on  her.  He  would  give  her  orders  that 
she  had  not  the  wit  to  understand  properly 
and  then  knock  her  about  for  the  mistakes 
that  could  not  but  follow.  You  know  some- 
times one  has  a  dislike  to  some  particular 
individual,  even  without  any  real  cause : 
that  is  the  case  often  in  the  mills,  among 
the  upper  work-people,  who  are  wearied 
and  plagued  enough,  and  glad  to  vent 
their  ill-humour  where  they  csui  do  it  safe- 
ly. Woe  to  the  factory  child  that  is  in  the 
bad  graces  of  a  cross-tempered  spinner 
or  overlooker !  Sarah,  then  quite  a  little 
one,  got  a  blow  from  this  fellow,  which 
hurt  her  so  much  that  he  was  summoned 
for  it,  and  fined;  this  made  him  more 
bitter,  tliough  at  the  same  time  more 
cautious  how  he  showed  it.  I  donH  sup- 
pose it  is  true,  though  many  say  so,  that 
she  was  sent  or  pushed  into  a  dangerous 
part  of  the  machinery  on  purpose  to 
cripple  her;  but  I  do  believe  that  man  • 
has  to  answer  to  Grod  for  all  her  suf- 
ferings. You  see  she  was  worked  till 
her  ancles  bent  under  her ;  and  if  Mrs. 
Wright  was  not  your  daughter,  I  would 
say  it  was  an  infamous  shame  to  let  the 
child  continue  going  after  she  got  so  weak 
and  ill.  However,  the  machinery  settled 
the  matter  by  pulling  off  her  arm." 

The  widow  Green  felt  the  blood  curd- 
ling in  her  veins  as  he  proceeded.  South 
saw  how  deadly  pale  she  was  becoming, 
and  resumed,  "  You  need  not  fear  for  your 
own  ;  that  brute  is  no  longer  in  the  milL 
He  was  a  great  favourite  with  the  Messrs. 
Z.,  and  they  promoted  him  to  be  a  sort  of 
agent ;  and  now  I  understand  he  is  made 
a  gentleman  of,  and  goes  about  the  coun- 
try with  fine  stories,  to  lure  poor  people 
from  remote  villages  into  their  mills.  He 
is  a  plausible,  smooth-spoken  fellow,  and 
•tioes  a  deal  in  that  way,  though  his  face 
alone  would  hang  him,  without  taking  into 
account  the  cut  over  his  eye,  that  he  got 
from  an  adult  workman  who  caught  him 
cruelly  beating  his  little  girl.  The  child 
soon  died,  and  the  man  was  kept  in  prison, 
punished,  and  turned  adrift  to  starve ;  but 
though  Master  Ferris  came  off  with  flying 
colours,  he  must  cany  thi^sir  for  a 
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membrance  to  the  grave.  But  come,  Mrs. 
Green,  we'll  say  no  more  about  it,  for  you 
are  really  getting  quite  ill." 

This  was  true ;  and  no  wonder.  The 
description  of  the  man  had  startled  her ; 
but  the  name  placed  it  beyond  a  doubt 
Mr.  Stratton  had  addressed'his  friend  as 
"  Ferris,"  and  that  name  was  also  written 
in  pencil  in  the  fly-leaf  of  the  fatal  pam- 
phlet She  had  then  been  beguiled  from 
her  home,  and  induced  to  bring  her  Wil- 
liam's children,  and  poor  Helen,  into  the 
very  same  mill,  by  the  identical  ruffian 
who  had,  in  effect,  murdered  the  gentle, 
harmless  Sarah,  and  whose  name  was 
associated  with  so  many  dreadful  cruelties. 
Li  itself,  this  was  nothing  wonderful :  tlie 
poor-law  and  the  factory  system  had 
merely  played  into  each  other's  hands,  as 
they  usually  do;  and  her  district  being 
fruitful  in  labourers,  and  not  very  lately 
canvassed,  it  is  quite  natural  tliat  the 
travelling  agent  should  have  taken  it  on 
his  route.  Still  the  coincidence  was  a 
shock  to  her  feelings  not  easily  overcome ; 
and  she  longed  to  seek  in  her  poor  home 
the  solace  that  she  always  found  in  her 
bible  and  prayer. 

South  was  half  grieved  to  iiave  occa- 
sioned so  much  distress,  which  he  attribu- 
ted to  fear  alone ;  and  by  way  of  repara- 
tion said,  ^'  Come,  take  heart,  neighbour, 
it  cannot  be  more  tlian  a  montli  or  so  be- 
fore tlie  superintendent  comes  round  again, 
and  I  will  promise  you  notice,  in  spite  of  all 
the  care  taken  to  prevent  it,  and  tell  you 
best  how  to  get  at  him  with  any  complaint 
you  may  liave.  Meanwhile  remember 
there  is  nobody  in  the  mill  so  bad  as  Ferris 
now;  and  I  dare  say  your  children  will 
do  well  enough. 

The  widow  thanked  him,  Euid  departed. 

Returning  home,  with  the  load  of  anx- 
ious distress  and  self-condemnation  griev- 
iously  increased,  she  found  her  place 
seat  and  orderly  even  beyond  what  it 
always  was,  and  James  in  his  best  clothes, 
looking  well-pleased  at  his  performance 
in  the  clearing  and  cleaning  way.  ^'I 
thought  granny,"  said  he,  "  that  as  we  are 
going  to  have  company  you  would  wish 
things  to  look  nice." 

"  What  company,  my  decur  ?" 

"Mr.  Malony,  and  Katy." 

"I  had  forgotten:  but  James,  Malony 
]»  Buch  a  very  poor  man  that  we  will  not 


make  the  most  of  ourselves  before  him :  it 
would  perhaps  discourage  ratlier  than 
please  him.  I  will  go,  before  I  take  off 
my  bonnet,  and  get  a  bit  of  some  tiling  sub- 
stantial to  nourish  them ;  for  Mary  says, 
you  know,  they  have  little  to  eat" 

'With  this  kind  purpose  she  went  out 
again,  and  on  her  return  found  James  in 
his  working  dress,  still  neat  and  clean; 
and  some  little  matters  that  he  thought 
more  ornamental  than  necessary  put  out 
of  sight:  she  also  noticed  two  bibles 
placed  within  reaclt  ^'  Oh  my  smitten 
one,"  tliought  the  widow,  as  she  fondly 
kissed  his  pale  check,  "how  merciful  is 
the  affliction  that  keeps  thee  alike  from  tlie 
snares  of  the  wicked  and  the  rod  of  the 
cruel !" 

"Granny,"  said  tlie  boy  smiling,  and 
pointing  to  the  books,  "  You  find  I  am  still 
determined  poor  Malony  should  see  the 
best  we  hav^ ;  and  we  must  make  the 
most  of  ourselves  too,  by  trying  to  show 
him  how  much  happier  wc  arc  than  he 
can  be  with  such  a  silly,  wicked  tiling,  by 
way  of  a  religion,  as  he  has  got" 

The  party  from  the  mill  had  not  long 
been  seated  when  a  tap  at  the  door  was 
followed  by  its  opening  before  any  one 
could  answer ;  and  the  salutation,  "  God 
save  all  here,"  announced  the  guests. 
The  figure  that  entered  first  was  that  of  a 
tall  bony  man,  whose  dress  it  would  be 
difficult  to  describe,  its  principal  distinction 
being  tlie  absence  of  patches,  and  an 
abundant  call  for  tJiem.  Indeed  his  ragged 
appearance  cast  a  slur  even  on  poor  Katy 
in  the  estimation  of  James,  who  was  sure 
that  Mary  would  have  sat  up  all  night  at 
the  needle,  afler  a  day  in  tlie  mills,  rather 
than  see  any  of  them  in  so  dilapidated  a 
condition.  Uncombed  hair,  and  beard  of 
some  days'  growth  on  a  face  not  over 
clean,  were  also  a  great  disadvantage  to 
their  proprietor ;  but  in  spite  of  all,  there 
was  a  look  of  intelligence,  good  humour, 
Euid  unrestraint,  with  a  native  courtesy 
and  frankness,  that  produced  an  involun- 
tary liking  for  the  poor  Irishman. 

"  You  are  kindly  welcome,  Mr.  Malony," 
said  the  widow,  as  she  pointed  to  a  chair. 

"  Thank  ye,  my  lady :  the  never  a  one 
of  me  would  have  intruded  upon  y  ees,  but 
for  the  child." 

Katy,  clean  as  soap  and  water  could 
make  her  and  glowing  with  delight,  looked 
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archly  up  in  his  face,  as  she  leaned  on  his 
knee,  saying,  "  Didn't  I  tell  you  it  was 
kindly  welcome  we'd  be ;  and  did'nt  the 
lady  say  that  same  herself,  now  ?" 

"  My  dear  child,"  observed  the  widow, 
"there  are  no  ladies  or  gentlemen  here. 
We  are  poor  people  all,  and  so  we  must 
regard  each  other.  Happy  are  we,  if  we 
be  among  the  poor  of  this  world,  rich  in 
faith,  whom  God  has  chosen  to  be  heirs 
of  his  kingdom !" 

"  By  my  life,"  ejaculated  Malony,  "  but 
that's  a  fine  saying — Glory  be  to  God !" 

"  What  an  odd  way  of  talking,"  whis- 
pered James  to  Mary. 

"  Oh,  let  him  alone :  granny  will  soon 
bring  him  to  leave  off  swearing." 

But  the  new  discoveries,  consequent 
upon  this  meeting,  must  be  reserved  for 
another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  IIII. 

▲  NEW  ACaUAINTANCE. 

Ample  justice  was  done  to  the  widow's 
provisions  by  Malony,  whose  craving  ap- 
petite— one  of  the  concomitants  of  his  dis- 
tressing malady — rarely  found  such  abun- 
dance, accompanied  with  such  kind  per- 
suasions to  make  himself  at  home.  Wlien 
the  meal  was  over,  he  drew  from  his 
waistcoat-pocket  what  he  ccdled  his  "  bit 
of  a  dudeen,"  a  very  short  pipe,  and  ad- 
ding another  pinch  to  the  contents  of  its 
bowl,  he  helped  himself  to  a  cinder  from 
the  little  grate,  and  presently  enveloped 
the  party  in  the  smoke  of  his  favourite 
weed.  The  young  people  looked  on  in 
some  consternation;  their  grandmother 
not  only  disapproved  the  habit,  but  also 
greatly  disliked  the  smell  and  other  effects 
resulting  fVom  it  3  and  Mary  was  about  to 
remonstrate,  when  the  widow  by  a  sign 
prevented  her.  The  exquisite  happiness 
that  beamed  from  the  really  beautiful  face 
of  poor  little  Katy,  as  she  watched  her 
father's  returning  smiles  induced  her  to 
extend  even  this  unusual  indulgence ;  and 
Malony's  felicity  was  complete. 

"By  my  soul  now,"  said  he,  as  gradu- 
ally raising  his  drooping  form  he  leaned 
back  on  his  chair,  ^^  but  thifl  is  the  hospi- 


tality of  ould  Ireland  itself,  come  across  over 
the  salt  say.  Sorra  such  a  welcome  have 
I  met  here,  to  put  the  warmth  in  me  cold 
bones,  barrin  among  my  own  poor  people 
in  it,  that  has  the  will  but  "not  the  power. 
Long  life  to  you,  ma'am!"  and  he  held 
out  his  hand  and  gave  the  widow's  a 
hearty  shake. 

"  To  the  Giver  of  all  good  we  must  ren- 
der our  thanks,"  she  replied,  "for  any 
comforts  that  he  enables  us  to  refresh  one 
another  with  in  the  way  of  our  pilgrim- 
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age 

"  True  for  you,  ma'am  dear ;  but  it'a 
many  years  since  I  went  on  pilgrimage, 
and  little  comfort  1  found  by  the  way." 

"Father's  been  to  Lough  Derg,  and 
brought  home  a  blessed  crucifix,"  whis- 
pered Katy  to  Mary,  who  replied  aloud, 
"And  what  is  Lough  Derg?" 

"  'Tis  the  holiest  place  in  all  Ireland, 
my  dear,"  said  Malony.  "I  went  and 
performed  my  stations  there — didn't  nam 
one." 

"  And  what  did  you  get?" 
"  The  pardon  of  all  my  sins,  jewel." 
"And  how  did  you  know  they  were 
pardoned  ?" 

"How  did  I  know,  is  it?  Sure  had 
not  I  it  under  his  reverence's  own  hand? 
and  I  came  away  with  my  sowl  as  clean 
as  the  smooth  of  your  cheek-»-by  my  life  I 
did." 

"My  good  friend,"  said  the  widow 
mildly,  "  don't  be  offended  if  I  remind  you 
that  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  com- 
manded us  not  to  swear  at  all." 

Malony  bent  his  head  very  low  when 
the  Saviour  was  named,  but  looked  sur- 
prised ;  and  James  quickly  followed  it  up 
by  reading  from  the  fifth  chapter  of  St 
Matthew  the  words  of  our  Lord,  and  then 
from  the  epistle  of  St  James,  that  apostle's 
warning  on  the  same  subject  This  led 
to  an  animated  conversation,  in  the  course 
of  which  they  discovered  that  so  far  from 
Malony  taking  the  bible  for  his  guide,  the 
poor  fellow  had  never  heard  of  such  a 
book:  that  he  was  wholly  ignorant  of 
every  thing  relating  to  the  Lord  Jesus, 
excepting  the  fact  of  his  crucifixion,  in  re- 
ference to  which  he  drew  from  his  bosom 
jBL  very  rude  carving  in  wood,  more  like  a 
South  Sea  idol  than  any  thing  else,  in 
honouring  "which  he  evidently  considered 
that  he  worshipped  God ;  and  in  bearing 
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it  about  his  person,  that  he  enjoyed  the 
divine  presence  and  protection.    It  is  im- 
possible to  describe  the  astonishment  of 
the  children,  the  emotion  of  Helen,  or  the 
anxious  distress  of  the  widow,  as  thi^  false 
hope  of  the  dying  man  gradually  became 
apparent  to  them.    Katy-s  sparkling  eyes 
were  turned  eagerly  from  one  countenance 
to  anotlier,  as,  clinging  closer  to  her  poor 
fatlier,  she  seemed  almost  to  resent  the 
evident  discredit  put  upon  tlie  objects  of 
his  faitli;  while  the  gentle,  affectionate, 
and  even  respectful  language  in  which 
they  all  addressed  him,  won  her  heart  in 
spite  of  its  evident  purport   It  was  plainly 
Jameses  Bible  against  Malony's  crucifix; 
and  nothing  could  be  more  touching  than 
to  see  the  bright  gaze  of  these  two — the 
man  and  the  boy — both  fur  advanced  in 
consumption,  fixed,  now  on  each  other, 
now  on  tlie  respective  objects  of  their  ear- 
nest but  friendly  debate.  James  had  truth 
on  his    side;    he    argued    plainly,    and 
brought  a  passage  from  scripture  to  con- 
firm every  sentiment  he  uttered :  Malony 
abounded  in  clever  remarks,  ready  eva- 
sions, and  a  confidence  in  the  power  of  his 
church  and  of  his  wooden  talisman,  as  un- 
limited as  was  tliat  of  James  in  the  infalli- 
bility of  the  oracles  of  God.    Every  word 
spoken  by  the  boy  was  precious  to  tlie 
soul  of  his  grandmother  and  Helen,  for  it 
showed  how  very  deeply  he  had  drank  at 
the  fountain  of  saving  knowledge ;  and 
this  was  rendered  more  conspicuous  by 
the    cliildish    simplicity  of  language  in 
wliich  he  clothed  the  most  weighty  argu- 
ments, and  uttered  the  strongest  assertions 
that  triumphant  faith  could  dictate.    On 
the  otiier  hand  they  were  surprised  at  the 
natural  ability  and  shrewd   good  sense 
which  lay  obscured  beneath  the  rags,  the 
poverty,  the  ignorance  and  uncouth  phrase 
of  the  poor  Irishman,  who  finished  the  con- 
troversy by  saying,  "It's  a  credit  you  are 
u>  them  that  reared  you,  ma  bouclml ;  and 
you've  more  good   words  on  your  side 
than  poor  Pat  Malony,  and  he  speaking  a 
foreign  tongue.   Fait,  and  if  'twas  Irish  ye 
spake  we'd  be  more  even." 
"  What !  do  you  speak  Irish  ?" 
"  Musha,  what  else  would  I  spake,  and 
I  an  Irishman  all  out?"    He  uttered  this 
in  a  sharper  tone  than  he  had  before  used, 
and  stroking  Katy's  head,  addressed  her 


fondly  in  a  tongue  wholly  new  and  unin- 
telligible to  his  English  friends.  Katy  re- 
sponded in  the  same  language,  with  some 
earnestness,  and  her  father  turning  to  the 
widow,  said, '-  Sure,  ma'am,  my  child  loves 
your  httle  girl  with  all  tlie  veins  of  her 
heart;  and  why  should'nt  she,  being  that 
she's  the  first  friend  my  Katy  ever  had  in 
them  mills." 

This  mention  of  the  mills  brought  back 
to  Mrs.  Green's  recollection  the  painful 
circumstances  tliat  she  had  well  nigh  for- 
gotten in  the  deep  interest  of  the  sacred 
subject  they  had  been  discussing.  She 
asked  Malony  whether  he  had  himself 
been  employed  in  the  factories;  and 
learned  that  he  had  filled  a  most  laborious 
office  in  the  engine  department,  until  his 
health  wholly  gave  way.  It  had  been  de- 
clining for  some  time,  even  before  he  left 
Ireland,  and  of  course  the  change  was  not 
likely  to  prove  beneficial  to  it;  but  the 
truth,  he  said,  was,  that  his  wife's  death 
had  broken  his  heart,  and  the  restlessness 
that  come  over  him  made  every  place  dis- 
agreeable. He  wandered  about  with  his 
motherless  child,  till  at  M.he  found  an  open- 
ing for  giving  her  some  employment,  and 
getting  the  same  himself.  "  But  now,"  he 
concluded,  "  I'd  be  going  back  to  my  own 
poor  country,  to  lay  my  bones  under  the 
green  grass,  and  to  leave  my  Katy  among 
Uicm  that  would  give  her  the  biggest  half 
of  their  last  pratee  for  ihe  love  of  God  and 
the  holy  Virgin — let  alone  the  regard  they 
had  for  her  mother  and  me.  It  can't  be, 
though :  they've  got  us  in  a  net,  and  in  it 
we  must  abide,  God  help  us !" 

*|  What  net?"  asked  Mary. 

"Fait,  dear,  it  isn't  for  simple  people 
like  us  to  deal  with  them  tliat  are  above 
us.  I  just  put  Katy  into  the  mill,  tliinking 
tliat  I  might  take  her  out  again  on  a  de- 
cent notice ;  but  when  I  comes  to  the  chap 
— the  agent  they  call  him — what  does  he 
but  tell  me  I  put  her  in  by  tlie  year ;  and 
because  I  didn't  take  her  out  at  the  end  of 
it,  here's  eleven  months  of  a  new  one  to 
come,  before  1  can  remove  her.  Eleven 
months,"  he  deliberately  repeated,  open- 
ing the  collar  of  his  tattered  shirt,  and 
showing  the  skeleton  of  a  neck,  "  with  not 
as  much  flesh  on  these  bones  as  will  stand 
the  wear  of  tliree." 

"Be  asy,  father  dear,"  said  the   ittle 
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frirl  in  a  soothing  tone;  "your  cough  is 
much  better,  and  please  God  you'll  get 
well  and  carry  me  home  yet" 

"  No,  Katy,  agra :  'tis  among  the  stran- 
gers I'll  lie,  and  the  comfort  I'll  carry  to 
my  grave  is  that  I  won't  see  you  suffer, 
when  you're  without  a  friend  in  this  wide 
world." 

Katy  involuntarily  threw  a  tearful 
glance  around  her,  and  the  appeal  wasf 
quickly  answered,  for  each  had  something 
to  say  in  the  way  of  assurance  that  sh^ 
should  not  be  forsaken ;  and  though,  in  the 
warmth  of  their  feeling,  all  spoke  together, 
Malony  seemed  to  hear  every  word,  Euid 
to  feast  on  it  "  And  you  won't  let  her 
perish,"  he  said,  "and  she  a  poor  or- 
phan?" 

"  I  am  a  poor  orphan,"  remarked 
Helen ;  "  I  lost  my  parents  long  before  I 
was  as  old  as  Katy,  and  I  had  no  claim  on 
this  dear  family :  yet  you  see  how  God  has 
put  it  into  their  hearts  to  be  to  roe  all  that 
I  lost" 

Malony  looked  earnestly  at  her.  "  Bless- 
ings on  your  sweet  face,"  he  exclaimed, 
"and  bad  luck  to  the  brute  that  could 
strike  you !" 

This  might  have  passed  for  a  mere  de- 
precatory wish,  had  not  Helen's  colour 
mounted  to  crimson,  while  Mary's  angry 
glance,  and  Katy's  eager  "  Hush !  father," 
invested  it  with  a  different  character. 
Even  James  was  thrown  off  his  guard  by 
the  shock,  and  his  meek  countenance  kin- 
dled with  wrathful  fire  as  he  repeated, 
"  Strike  !  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  any 
body  has  dared  to  strike  our  Helen !" 

Malony  looked  sadly  confused ;  he  saw 
his  error,  but  how  to  retract  he  knew  not 
The  widow  seemed  perfectly  stunned,  ga- 
zing at  Helen,  who  at  length  rose,  and 
throwing  herself  into  her  arms,  said, 
"  Dearest  granny,  don't  be  distressed :  it 
was  a  trifle,  and  I  hardly  feel  it  now  at  all. 
Such  things  cannot  sometimes  be  helped 
in  a  place  like  the  mills.  Be  satisfied  that 
I  did  not  intentionally  deserve  a  blow ;  and 
that  by  the  grace  of  Grod  I  was  enabled  to 
take  it  patiently,  and  to  forgive.  So  now, 
granny,  let  us  forget  it  too ;  for  you  know 
the  command  is,  ^  Forgive  as  ye  would  be 
forgiven  ;'  and  the  way  we  wish  to  be  for- 
given is  that  our  iniquities  may  be  remem- 
bered no  more — cast  into  the  depths  of  the 
sea.    Into  the  depths  of  the  sea  then  let 


us  cast  this  little  wrong,  and  never  more 
speak  or  think  about  it" 

She  said  this  with  such  affectionate 
earnestness,  with  a  brow  so  unruffled,  and 
a  smile  so  meek,  that  Malony  gazed  on 
her  as  though  slie  had  been  a  vision.  "  By 
my  life!"  he  abruptly  and  fiercely  ex- 
claimed, "  The  villain  that  could  hurt  you 
ought  to  have  his  arm  chopped  off  at  the 
shoulder." 

The  widow's  struggle  was  over;  the 
immediate  importance  of  such  a  practical 
lesson  of  Christianity  as  Helen  was  giving 
forced  itself  on  her  mind ;  and  af\er  fondly 
embracing  the  poor  girl,  she  turned  to  her 
indignant  guest,  saying,  "  Dear  neighbour 
we  have  been  a  loving  and  a  peaceable 
family ;  £md  anything  like  severe  usage  is 
quite  new  to  my  children.  Helen,  besides, 
is  of  an  age.  when  such  violence  is  no  less 
an  insult  than  a  wrong ;  therefore  you  can- 
not wonder  that  it  startled  us  at  first  But 
we  call  ourselves  the  followers  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  He  has  said  tliat  tliose  who 
will  indeed  follow  him  must  take  up  the 
cross.  Not  that  oross,"  she  added,  as 
Malony  half  drew  the  little  crucifix  forth, 
"  but  the  cross  that  our  Lord  bore  when 
he  was  despised  and  afflicted,  persecuted 
and  forsaken  for  our  sakes,  long  before 
they  put  him  to  death.  Now  you  may 
carry  that  cross,  and  wear  it  about  your 
neck,  at  the  very  time  you  are  chopping 
off,  as  you  say,  a  man's  arm  at  tlie  shoul- 
der, in  revenge  for  a  blow :  but  we  carry 
the  cross  by  suffering  willingly  what  our 
dear  Master  suffered  before  us,  and  doing 
to  our  enemies  what  He  did  to  his,  when 
they  were  nailing  him  to  tlie  tree  on  which 
he  hung  for  hours  in  all  the  agony  of  a 
dreadlul  death." 

"What  did  he  do  to  them?"  asked 
Malony. 

"  You  shall  hear  both  what  they  did  to 

him  and  what  he  did  to  them,"   replied 

James,  who  had  been  soothed  by  a  long 

and  earnest  whisper  from  Helen :  he  took 

I  his  Bible,  and  read  in  a  tremulous  voice 

the  narrative  of  our  Redeemer's  sufferings, 

as  given  by  St  Luke.     When  he  came  to 

'  the  words,  "  Father  forgive  them,  for  they 

I  know  not  what  tliey  do,"  he  made  a  full 

stop,  and  looked  earnestly  at  Malony. 

"  And  was  that  all  ?"  said  the  Irish- 
man. 

"  That  was  all  the  revenge  he  took  on 
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those  who  tortured  and  murdered  him; 
but  you  shall  hear  what  he  did  to  a  wicked 
thief  who  was  put  to  death  at  the  same 
time" — he  proceeded  and  finished  the 
chapter. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  widow,  who  saw 
the  intense  interest  excited  in  the  mind  of 
her  poor  guest  by  this  sacred  history, 
"  now  let  us  speak  a  few  words  to  Him 
who  said  and  did  all  this  for  our  salva- 
tion." They  kneeled  down  immediately ; 
and  in  most  touching  language  she 
breathed  forth  a  prayer,  suited  to  the  cir- 
cumstances of  all  present,  especially  to 
those  of  Helen,  Malony  and  his  child.  All 
were  in  tears  save  Willy,  who  had  fallen 
asleep  with  his  head  on  the  chair,  and 
'  Katy,  who  was  repeating  with  all  her 
might,  and  in  an  audible  whisper,  paters, 
avce  and  creeds;  evidently  supposing  it 
was  the  same  things  Not  so  Malony;  he 
gave  his  whole  attention  to  what  was  ut- 
tered; and  the  frequent  transit  of  his 
coat-sleeve  across  his  eyes  proved  how 
nuuch  he  entered  into  the  meaning  of  the 
petitions.  When  they  rose,  Mary  ex- 
claimed,. "Now  let  us  sing;"  and  Willy 
being  roused  with  a  gentle  rebuke — for 
the  poor  child  was  worn  out  with  fatigue 
— they  all  struck  up  a  hymn  of  praise  and 
gladness  to  a  very  cheerful  tune,  which 
threw  Katy  into  an  ecslacy  of  delight, 
and  brightened  her  father's  face  with 
smiles. 

"God  be  with  ye!"  uttered  the  poor 
inan,  as  he  prepared  to  go.  "  It's  you  that 
have  lightened  Pat  Malony's  heart  of  the 
biggest  sorrow  witliin  it  this  blessed  night ; 
and  Pve  put  trouble  into  yours,  but  I 
didn't  mean  it,  any  how." 

"  No,  you  have  not,"  replied  the  widow. 
"  We  hope  to  be  able  all  of  us  to  say  with 
David,  ^  It  is  good  for  me  to  have  been 
afflicted.' " 

"  Who  is  David,  ma'am  ?" 

"  There's  a  deal  about  him  in  my  book, 
Mr,  Malony,"  answered  James.  "Come 
again  soon,  and  I'll  read  to  you  about 
lim." 

"  Long  life  to  you,  avoumeen !  'T isn't 
a  long  Hfe  may  be  you'll  have ;  but  'tis  a 
happy  one." 

"  My  book  makes  it  so,"  said  James :  "  at 
least  it  teaches  me  how  to  be  happy." 

A  cordial  good-night  -now  passed  ;  and 
the  family  were  left  alone. 


"  Don't  be  angry,  Helen,"  said  James , 
"but  I  do  want  to  know  why  you  were 
struck." 

Mary  undertook  to  answer  the  ques- 
tion, and  said  that  Helen  had  been  com- 
plaining to  her  of  headache  and  languor 
during  their  walk  to  the  mill,  owning  that 
she  felt  scarcely  equal  to  the  day's  work. 
When  there,  she  had  exerted  herself 
greatly;  but  on  being  assailed  by  some 
rude  taunts  and  ruder  insinuations  on  the 
part  of  Phcebe  and  her  abettors,  who  attri- 
buted her  evident  illness  to  having  drank 
too  much  on  the  preceding  night,  she  had, 
for  the  first  time,  burst  into  a  fit  of  hyster- 
ical crying.  This  moved  some  who  had 
never  been  touched  by  her  patient  endur- 
ance, and  led  to  a  violent  quarrel  between 
Phoebe  and  a  lad  occasionally  employed 
in  that  room.  The  foulest  language  was 
given  and  retorted;  and  an  overlooker 
passing  just  then  was  attracted  by  the 
noise  they  made.  He  demanded  the  cause 
of  the  riot:  Helen  was  pointed  out,  and 
he  commanded  her '  instantly  to  rise  from 
the  bench  where  she  had  sank,  and  to  re- 
sume her  emplovment  This  she  was  un- 
able to  do,  from  the  increased  agitation 
that  the  uproar  had  thrown  her  into ;  and 
without  waiting  any  farther  explanation, 
the  man  had  struck  her  severely  across 
the  arm  and  shoulder  with  one  of  the  rods 
of  the  machinery  which  be  had  in  his 
hand. 

"It  was  not  a  very  hard  blow,"  said 
Helen  in  a  deprecating  tone ;  "  and  when 
the  people  about  me  saw  me  struck,  some 
of  them  interposed,  and  told  the  overlooker 
I  was  not  to  blame.  A  girl  fetched  me 
some  water  to  drink,  and  I  was  soon  able 
to  go  back  to  my  emplojrment  I  was 
more  sorry  to  have  given  way  so,  than  for 
the  pain  of  the  blow ;  but  indeed  I  had 
been  feverish  all  night,  and  the  noise  and 
whirling  of  the  machinery  almost  took 
away  my  senses.  So  now,  James,  you 
have  heard  all ;  and  pray  do  let  it  drop." 

The  request  was  complied  with ;  but 
every  bosom  swelled  with  indignation 
hard  to  be  repressed  even  by  the  plead- 
ings of  Christian  .forgiveness:  all  felt  it 
would  have  been  far  easier  to  overlook 
such  an  outrage  against  their  own  persons 
than  against  their  gentle  Helen.  The 
widow  was  thankful  that  Malony  had 
blundered  out  what  was  to  have  been 
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kept  a  profound  secret  from  her,  though  it 
added  tenfold  poignancy  to  another  secret, 
confined  in  her  own  bosom — her  total  fail- 
ure in  seeking  redress  from  the  owners, 
and  the  consciousness  that  even  in  a  case 
of  violence  like  this  she  should  fare  no 
better.  She  had  built  too  much  on  the 
supposed  advantage  of  Mr.  Stratton's  in- 
troduction and  countenance ;  she  was  now 
painfully  undeceived,  and  obliged  to  admit 
the  conviction  that'he  was  a  stranger  to 
the  individuals  with  whose  unprincipled 
tool,  Ferris,  he  had  co-operated,  for  the 
good  of  the  parish,  in  sending  her  to  the 
factories.  Her  position,  therefore,  was  in 
no  respect  better  than  that  of  any  other 
friendless  poor  woman  in  M.,  excepting 
the  respectability  of  appearance  and  char- 
acter which  she  still  hoped  to  maintain, 
and  the  far  richer  distinction  of  having  a 
sure,  though  unseen  refuge  in  the  day  of 
calamity. 

Helen's  arm,  which  she  examined  when 
they  were  alone,  was  much  swollen  and 
discoloured;  and  the  girl  was  glad  to 
have  the  stiffened  shoulder-joint  relieved 
by  bathing  with  a  lotion :  had  it  been  the 
right  arm,  she  confessed,  it  would  have 
been  impossible  to  conceal  it  so  painful 
was  every  movement  Seeing  the  tears 
escaping  from  the  eyes  of  her  best  friend, 
as  she  tenderly  laved  the  place.  Helen  en- 
tered on  the  subject  of  poor  Malony's  un- 
accountable religion,  which  seemed  to  her 
to  set  conunon  sense  utterly  at  defiance, 
and  then  spoke  with  glowing  delight  of 
the  part  little  James  had  taken.  "Did 
you  observe,  granny,  how  he  put  down 
every  thing  the  other  said,  by  setting  forth 
the  Saviour  only?  I  thought  it  very 
beautiful.  Indeed  it  is  plain  to  me  that 
Popery  and  Jesus  Christ  are  two  things 
like  darkness  and  light — a  person  may* 
have  either,  but  he  cannot  have  both." 

"Very  true,  Helen;  and  the  way  to 
drive  darkness  out  is  to  let  the  light  in." 

"  Yes,  that  was  what  dear  James  was 
trying  to  do  all  the  while  ;  and  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  a  little  glimmer  did  now  and 
then  fall  upon  poor  Malony.  Oh,  granny ! 
what  ways  Satan  has  of  blinding  people !" 

Thus  did  the  girl  beguile  the  attention 
of  her  friend  from  her  own  sufierings; 
and  then  declaring  that  the  operation  had 
made  her  arm  "  delightfully  comfortable," 
■he  went  smilingly  to  rest 
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The  next  few  days  passed  on  as  usual, 
Malony  dropping  in  occasionally  for  half- 
an-hour  to  see  James,  who  never  failed  to 
interest  him  with  some  portion  of  scrip- 
ture :  till  the  widow,  struck  by  the  in- 
creasing attention  paid  by  the  poor  man, 
and  conscious  that  he  must  ere  long  be 
disabled  from  walking  so  far,  resolved 
that  he  should,  by  some  means,  have  at 
least  a  new  Testament  for  himself.  She 
enquired  whether  he  would  not  like  Katy 
to  read  such  a  book  to  him  in  the  evenings 
and  on  Sundays. 

"  Troth,  and  1  would  j  but  Katy  can't 
read." 

"  Not  read !  She  has  been  to  school 
every  day  ibr  two  hours  since  she  entered 
the  mill,  for  that  at  least  the  law  compels 
them  to  allow !  and  how  is  it  that  she  can- 
not yet  read  ?" 

"  Sure,  m  ask  hei;,that  same,"  replied 
Malony,  who  seemed  never  before  to  have 
thought  on  the  subject  The  widow 
mentioned  it  to  Mary,  who  said  Katy  cer- 
tainly went  to  school,  but  not  to  the  same 
that  she  attended.  Enquiry  being  made 
of  Katy,  she  stated  that  during  school- 
hours  she  went  to  a  place  where  as  many 
children  as  could  stand  in  it  were  crowded 
in  a  small  room ;  the  mistress  was  an  old 
woman  who  kept  some  of  the  better 
dressed  near  her,  and  they  seemed  to  be 
spelling  and  reading,  and  some  had 
slates:  but  she  with  many  other  little 
girls,'had  never  yet  been  called  up  to  the 
table,  except  to  receive  their  certificate; 
they  had  a  few  torn  Primers,  into  which 
they  looked  if  any  chanced  to  come  in ; 
otherwise,  they  rested,  talked  and  played 
among  themselves,  glad  of  the  relaxation. 
She  had  been  a  year  and  one  month  - 
going :  in  the  course  of  that  time  the  mis- 
tress had  been  changed ;  but  Katy  had 
not  yet  learned  her  alphabet 

This  appeared  too  monstrous  to  be  cred- 
ited :  the  widow  resolved  to  ascertain  the 
fact;  and  on  the  following  day  she  pro- 
ceeded to  the  spot,  at  the  hour  when  Katy 
usually  attended ;  but  had  some  difficulty 
in  finding  it  At  length  a  narrow  alley 
brought  her  to  the  door  of  a  low,  filthy- 
looking  house,  on  entering  which  she  was 
nearly  suffocated  by  the  efiluvla  exhaling 
from  such  a  mass  of  little  human  beings, 
most  squalid  in  appearance,  and  covered 
with  the  flue  and  stains  of  the  mill    At 
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the  upper  end  eat  a  woman,  whose  atten- 
tion seemed  riveted  on  a  bonnet  to  which 
she  was  attaching  a  ribbon,  while  half  a 
dozen  children  near  her  were  scrawling 
on  slates.  The  rest  answered  Katy's  de- 
scription ;  for  no  soqner  was  a  visiter  de- 
scried by  Uiem  tlian  a  few  fragments  of 
books  were  hastily  produced,  the  noise  of 
promiscuous  talking  ceeised,  and  a  monot- 
onous hum  commenced,  as  if  they  were 
learning  a  lesson,  tliough  it  was  easy  to 
see  no  two  books  were  opened  at  the  same 
places,  and  several  of  them  were  held 
upside  down.  The  sudden  sound  of  this 
simultaneous  hum  roused  the  dame's  at- 
tention, who,  seeing  a  respectably-dressed 
person  at  the  door,  commenced  the  exer- 
cise of  her  calling.  *^  Now,  Betty  Smith, 
has  you  done  your  copy  yet  ?  Show  up 
that  ere  sum,  Sukey.  Keep  to  your  spel- 
ling down  there,  till  Pm  ready  for  to  hear 
you.  Stand  on  one  side,  can't  ye,  and  let 
the  lady  come  in." 

The  lady,  however  had  no  wish  to  ad- 
vance farther  into  such  an  atmosphere; 
ehe  begged  they  might  not  disturb  them- 
selves, and  then,  singling  out  Katy,  re- 
quested to  know  what  progress  she  had 
made  in  her  learning. 

"Let's  see,  let's  see,"  responded  the 
school-mistress  in  a  bustling  way,  "  Kitty 
*  — Kitty  Malony,  Oh,  she's  been  here  a 
precious  while  afore  ever  I  comed  to  the 
school.  I  spose  she  can  write  and  cipher. 
Come  here,  Kitty." 

Several  of  the  children  grinned,  while 
poor  Katy,  with  crimson  cheeks,  shyly 
approached  the  seat  of  authority. 

"  Come,  come,  none  of  your  sulks !" 
jsaid  the  chief,  sharply,  "here,  take  this, 
mnd  read  a  bit" 

Katy  timidly  replied  that  she  could  not 
yet  read. 

"You  lazy  warmint!"  ejaculated  the 
•goremess,  shaking  her  by  the  shoulder, 
"  is  that  all,  after  the  perdigious  pains  I've 
bestowed  on  you?  Lauk,  ma'am,"  she 
-continued,  addressing  the  widow,  "them 
factory  girls  is  the  most  uncorrigible  idlers 
and  dunces  you  ever  see.  Here  is  a  few 
decent  children,  wot  comes  to  me  fVom 
private  families,  and  though  I  don't  take 
half  the  pains  with  them,  they've  ten 
times  more  learning  nor  all  the  factory  girls 
put  together.  Come  Sukey,  love,  read 
yoa." 


Miss  Sukey  sidled  up,  carefully  holding 
back  her  frock  from  coming  into  contact 
with  Katy's  soiled  garments,  and  began 
to  mouth  out  a  lesson ;  but  this  being  no 
part  of  the  widow's  business,  she  inter- 
rupted the  performance :  "  I  beg  pardon, 
but  my  visit  was  to  inquire  about  this  little 
girl :  her  friends  are  anxious  to  have  her 
taught  to  read." 

"  I  know  of  nothing  to  hinder  her,"  re- 
plied the  mistress,  suTlenly. 

Again  the  widow  looked  round  on  the 
crowded  group:  some  were  laughing, 
some  yawning,  others  dozing,  and  not  a 
few  engaged  in  playing  off  practical  jokes 
on  tlieir  neighbours,  but  nothing  resem- 
bling the  work  of  education  was  going  on, 
save  in  the  little  circle  immediately  sur- 
rounding tlie  teacher.  Suddenly,  an  old 
clock  in  the  comer  struck ;  and  such  a  rush 
to  the  door  ensued  as  well  nigh  overset 
her.  "The  factory  children  disappeared  in 
a  moment,  leaving  the  others  in  posses- 
sion of  the  apartment 

Having  been  obliged  to  step  out  to  msdce 
way  for  the  little  throng,  the  widow  felt 
no  inclination  to  re-enter  the  dwelling. 
She  retraced  her  steps  homeward,  and  on 
arriving  was  surprised  to  find  the  rector 
seated  in  her  arm-chair,  James's  Bible  in 
his  hand,  and  the  boy  standing  before 
him  answering  questions. 

"  I  called  in,  Mrs.  Green,"  he  said,  "  be- 
cause I  like  to  visit  such  of  my  parish- 
ioners as  I  know  are  glad  to  see  me :  and 
I  have  been  pleased,  much  pleased  and 
highly  gratifed,  to  find  your  grandson  so 
exceedingly  well  taught  in  the  most  im- 
portant branch  of  learning."  He  spoke 
with  a  warmth  that  touched  the  poor 
widow's  heart, — she  replied, 

"I  humbly  trust,  sir,  he  is  taught  of 
God." 

"  1  believe  it,  indeed :  you  have  a  gra- 
cious Master,  my  boy ;  go  on  in  the  good 
path,  and  may  He  strengthen,  stablish, 
settle  you  I" 

Tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  James,  as  he 
turned  them  on  his  grandmother,  well 
knowing  what  a  solace  she  would  find  in 
this  pastoral  visit  The  rector  resumed, 
"  Sit  down.  Mrs.  Green,  if  I  am  not  intru- 
ding on  your  time.    How  is  all  with  you  ?" 

The  widow  replied  gratefully;  and 
then,  full  of  the  scene  she  had  just  quitted, 
she  described  it  to  him,  iamentmg  the 
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case  of  the  poor  little  ceatu'es  who  were 
60  grossly  cheated  out  of  the  education  for 
which  the  woman  was  paid. 

"  It  certainly  is  one  of  our  great  evils," 
replied  the  clergyman ;  "  but  how  to 
remedy  it  we  know  not  The  vast  num- 
ber of  children  renders  many  schools  ne- 
cessary ;  tlie  act  enforces  the  attendance 
of  each,  to  be  attested  by  a  certificate,  or 
the  employer  is  liable  to  an  information. 
Some  of  the  mill-owners  have  established 
schools  on  their  own  ground,  which  are  in 
the  main  pretty  fairly  conducted;  but 
where  this  is  not  the  case,  the  poorer 
children  are  obliged  to  find  them  where 
they  can,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  the  one 
you  have  visited  is  a  specimen  of  a  numer- 
ous class,  where  the  chief,  nay,  the  only 
trouble  incurred  by  the  nominal  teacher  is 
to  give  bits  of  paper,  certifying  the  atten- 
dance of  the  child  for  two  hours  per  day. 
A  few  pupils  obtained  from  the  families  of 
small  tradesmen  around  pay  well,  and  get 
what  they  bargain  for :  but  with  respect 
to  our  poor  Kttle  factory  people,  standing 
room,  or  at  best  a  few  benches  to  sit  down 
on,  with  the  privilege  of  handling  some 
books  of  the  kind  you  saw,  is  all  they  ceui 
expect  However,  as  I  remarked,  this  is 
only  one  class,  frequented  by  the  most  neg- 
lected of  the  children ;  we  have  very  re- 
spectable schools  in  various  parts  of  the 
town." 

"  But,  sir,  it  is  to  the  most  neglected 
children,  to  those  whose  natural  friends 
take  no  thought  for  them,  and  who  are  ex- 
posed to  the  worst  examples  at  home,  that 
good  tesu^hing  is  of  the  greatest  impor- 
tance." The  Rector  made  no  reply,  and 
she  resumed ;  "  I  have  lately  heard  that 
the  mills  are  visited  by  Inspectors  and 
Superintendents,  employed  by  the  govern- 
ment, are  they  aware,  sir,  of  this  state  of 
things  ?" 

"  Yes ;  it  has  been  discovered,  reported, 
and  much  pressed  upon  the  notice  of  the 
Legislature,  by  some  benevolent  men  who 
are  labouring  hard  to  improve  matters 
among  us." 

"  And  can  any  Christian  man  possibly 
refuse  to  help  in  so  good  a  work,  sir  ?" 

"  Why,  you  see,  Mrs.  Green,  all  these 
things  were  still  wors^  a  few  years  ago ; 
and  the  alterations  made  in  the  laws  have 
been  rather  unpalateable  to  the  majority 
of  the  mill-owners.    They  consider  it  very 


hard  on  them  to  have  the  number  of  hours 
hmited,  and  more  so  to  be  compelled  to 
send  their  infant  labourers  to  school.  We 
cannot  expect  them  all  at  once  heartily  to 
co-operate  with  the  plans  of  those  whom 
they  consider  innovators ;  and  of  course  a 
great  weight  of  wealth  and  influence  is 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  Parliamentary 
question  as  to  a  yet  farther  amelioration 
of  the  condition  of  the  poor  in  their  employ- 
ment But^"  he  added,  suddenly  cheok- 
ing  himself,  ^^I  am  talking  politics — a 
thing  wholly  at  variance  with  my  sacred 
calling." 

The  widow  thought  otherwise;  she 
thought  that  any  subject  in  which  the  glory 
of  God  and  the  welfare  of  the  poor  in  the^ 
land  were  concerned,  was  perfectly  and  es- 
pecially suited  to  the  interest  oi*  a  minis- 
ter of  the  gospel :  but  it  was  clear  the 
rector  had  a  great  dread  of  committing 
himself  on  this  point,  and  that  he  reined*in 
many  a  kind  and  generous  impulse  rather 
than  appear  to  do  so.  Af\er  a  pause,  he 
enquired  for  the  other  members  of  the  fam- 
ily, particularizing  Helen.  James  moved 
up  to  his  grandmother,  and  in  an  anxious 
whisper  said,  *'  Do  tell  him."  The  widow 
hesitated,  but  afler  a  moment  acknow- 
ledged that  Helen  had  been  hurt  in  the 
mill. 

"  By  the  machinery  ? — not  dangerously, 
I  hope." 

"  No,  sir,  not  dangerously,  nor  by  the 
machinery." 

"It  was  by  the  overlooker,  sir,"  said 
James,  deeply  reddening ;  "  he  struck  Helen 
a  cruel  blow,  and  bruised  her  shoulder." 

"  That  is  sad,  very  sad  indeed,"  re- 
marked the  Rector,  knitting  his  brow.  "  I 
should  hope  she  did  not  provoke  such 
rough  usage  by  any  misconduct  ?" 

"Oh,  sir,"  replied  the  boy,  "Helen 
never  did  in  all  her  life  provoke  any  body 
to  say  a  cross  word  to  her ;  he  beat  her 
for  crying  when  they  taxed  her  with  bad 
conduct  Oh,  if  you  could  only  see  Helen" 
— tears  stopped  his  speech. 

"  Well,  my  boy,  compose  yourself  This 
is  a  matter  for  legal  redress ;  and  though 
I  am  the  last  person  to  recommend  ex- 
treme proceedings,  yet  I  must  remind  you, 
Mrs.  Green,  that  in  cases  of  wanton 
cruelty  the  delinquent  should  be  made  to 
know,  that  the  magistrate  beareth  not  the 
•word  in  vain."    He  spoke  this  with  the 
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air  of  a  man  whose  best  feelings  are 
roused;  but  presently  resuming  a  more 
cautious  manner,  added,  ^'  Nevertheless,  it 
is  far  better  to  avoid  the  recurrence  of 
such  an  act  than  to  come  into  collision  with 
superiors.  Some  who  have  hastily  ap- 
pealed to  the  law,  have  soon  wished  they 
had  rather  taken  a  wrong  patiently." 
Afler  a  few  more  kind  words,  he  took  his 
leave ;  and  the  widow  gently  remonstrated 
with  James  for  indulging  such  strong  feel- 
ings of  resentment,  where  Helen  had 
forcibly  represented  the  duty  of  perfect 
forgiveness. 

*'It  is  not  resentment,  granny,"  answered 
the  weeping  boy,  "at  least  not  entirely. 
The  gentleman  was  very  kind :  and  I 
thought  if  ever  it  happened  again  he 
would  be  ready  to  stand  up  for  us,  where 
we  have  no  friend  at  all — except  God." 

"  Well,  my  love,  I  am  glad  it  was  not 
from  an  angry  motive  you  did  it  Had 
the  clergyman  been  long  here  when  I 
came  home  ?" 

James  dried  his  eyes,  and  gave  her  an 
account  of  tlie  conversation  between  them, 
which  made  a  very  favourable  impression 
on  her  mind.  The  Rector  evidently  felt 
more  than  he  wished  to  express,  and  she 
was  soothed  by  that  conviction.  How 
prone  we  are  to  catch  at  any  visible  straw 
in  the  hour  of  distress,  and  feel  more  secure 
m  grasping  it  than  when  the  unseen  arm 
of  Omnipotence  alone  sustains  us ! 

Notwitlistanding  tlie  cautious  wording 
of  the  Rector's  remarks,  she  saw  a  deptli 
of  evil  till  then  undiscovered,  through  his 
admissions  respecting  the  schools.  Com- 
pelled by  a  legal  enactment  to  allow  their 
poor' little  labourers  a  scanty  portion  of  the 
day  for  the  purposes  of  education,  what  a 
noble  field  was  opened  to  the  mill-owners 
for  supplying  an  antidote  to  the  worst  evils 
of  their  system !  She  thought  of  Amelia 
Z.  and  imagined  her,  with  others  like  her, 
devoting  two  hours  of  their  vacant  morn- 
ing to  the  sweet  and  sacred  task  of  super- 
intending the  instruction  of  tlieir  young 
servants  in  religious  and  useful  knowledge; 
shaming  vice,  overawing  insolence,  en- 
couraging modesty,  industry  and  cleanli- 
ness, by  the  mere  force  of  their  frequent 
presence  and  occasional  a^imonitions.  A 
clean,  airy  room,  regular  arrangements,  a 
few  minutes  allowed  for  thoroughly  cleans- 
ing their  soiled  skin  and  brushing  their 


clothes,  with  easy,  but  distinct  tasks  as* 
signed,  and  suitable  rewards  for  such  ai 
excelled — all  under  the  personal  direction 
of  the  employer's  family :  oh,  what  a  re- 
freshment  to  body  and  mind  would  this 
have  secured  to  tlie  poor  little  toil-worn 
creatures !  by  wliat  a  tie  of  respectful  af- 
fection, and  consequent  diligence  and  in- 
tegrity in  his  service,  would  it  have  bound 
them  to  their  master !    But  all  seemed  per- 
verted by  the  demon  of  avarice,  to  aggra- 
vated evil.     Could  it  be   for  a  moment 
credited  that  those  who  accumulated  their 
wealth  by  this  species  of  labour  were  men 
professing  a  system  of  belief,  one  of  the 
first  and  most  vital  articles  of  which  was 
the  certainty  that  they  must  each  and  all 
appear  before  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ 
to  give  an  account  of  the  deeds  done  in  the 
body,  to  Him  whose  whole  volume  of  in 
spiration  is  one  continued  prohibition  of  in- 
justice and  wrong  ?    Did  they  really  num- 
ber themselves  among  His  followers  who 
emphatically  reproved  those  who  would 
have  hindered  the  approach  of  little  chil- 
dren to  him,  and  who  perpetually  enforced 
on  his  disciples  a  tender  concern  for  their 
welfare?     Was  it  not  enough  to   make 
their  poverty  a  reason  for  defrauding  them 
of  all  that  childhood  demands  for  its  ex- 
pansion into  active,  healthful  youth ;  to  im 
prison  tliem    during  the   sunshiny  hours 
within  cheerless  walls;   to  bid  them  ex- 
change the  refreshing  breeze  of  heaven  for 
exhalations  calculated  to  destroy,  not  to 
nourish,  their  delicate  frames,  to  cramp  the 
limbs  that  should  then  know  perfect  free- 
dom, to  overstrain  the  sinews  that  should 
be  nursed  into  bulk  and  substance,  to  parch 
up  the  juices  of  which  a  more  abundant 
supply  was  required ;  and  while  tlius  ef- 
fectually poisoning  the  springs  of  bodily 
health  and   vigour,   to   leave   the   mind 
wholly  exposed  to  the  very  worst  actings 
of  corrupt  nature  surrounded  by  every  ele- 
ment of  matured  depravity — was  not  this 
enough,  without  begrudging  them  a  poor 
two  hours   of  such  ordinary   culture    as 
might  tend  to  raise  them  somewhat  above 
the  level  of  the  beasts  that  perish — some- 
what   above    the    insensible    machinery 
against  which  their  feeble  limbs  must  toil 
in  an  agonizing  race  ?    Alas !  while  the 
beasts  that  perish,  do  indeed  perish  for 
ever — while  the  worn-out  machinery  falls 
to  pieces  and  exists  no  more — those  littla 
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despised  slaves  have  the  seal  of  immor- 
tality impressed  upon  them :  they  are  des- 
tined to  an  eternity  of  being ;  and  Satan 
joyfully  uses  the  instrumentality  of  man's 
heartless  lust  of  gold  to  rivet  the  links  of 
his  infernal  fetters  on  their  souls,  to  secure 
them  for  his  present  prey,  and  with  the 
help  of  a  community  of  Christian  Eng- 
lish Gentlemen,  to  plunge  tliem  finally 
into  the  gulf  ^'  where  the  worm  dieth  not 
and  the  fire  is  not  quenched." 


CHAPTER  XIY. 


RURAL  SCENES. 


The  broad  shadow  of  a  venerable  oak 
was  gradually  lengthening  as  it  lay  across 
a  field  of  pale  stubble,  beaten  dowif  to  the 
smoothness  of  a  grass-plat  by  the  pressure 
of  many  feet  on  its  rough  but  brittle  points. 
The  field  was  large,  and  its  outline  traced 
on  three  sides  by  lofly  hedge-rows,  the 
land-marks  of  untold  generations,  whence 
at  intervals  shot  up,  here  the  hollow 
stump  of  a  patriarchal  tree,  with  its  few 
green  shoots,  the  poor  remains  of  pristine 
vigour,  that  had  once  fiung  many  a  branch 
on  high,  and  overshadowed  its  native  soil ; 
thero-'  a  vegetable  monarch  of  later  date, 
towering  in  the  majesty  of  his  leafy  prime ; 
and  again,  mantled  in  more  tender  green, 
the  fairy  aspirant  to  future  greatness.  At 
their  base  the  hawthorn,  the  wild  brier, 
the  woodbine,  and  the  sloe,  spread  their 
berries  to  the  ripening  ray,  while  that  am- 
bitious rustic  vine,  the  bramble,  forced  its 
dark  masses  over  all  opposers,  and  gave 
promise  of  a  plentiful  crop  to  the  children, 
who  scanned  its  mellowing  treasures,  and 
then  peered  into  the  well-beaten  nut-trees 
that  formed  a  back  ground  to  the  pictu- 
resque hedge.  Beautiful  picture !  Otlier 
lands  may  outvie  us  in  many  things ;  but 
the  rich  variety  of  an  old  English  hedge- 
row, down  from  the  topmost  bough  of  its 
tall  trees  to  tlie  tiny  flowers  that  laugh  in 
the  long  grass  below,  and  the  cress  that 
sucks  the  moisture  from  a  coy  rivulet  in 
the  scarcely  perceptible  channel  across 
which  a  babe  may  stride — this  variety  of 
form  and  of  tint,  of  foliage  and  fruit,  defies 


competition,  and  marks  the  hedge-row  our 
own. 

I  have  said  that  three  sides  of  the  field 
were  thus  bounded  in.  The  fourth  de- 
scended with  an  abrupt  slope,  its  hedge 
lay  too  low  to  intercept  the  view,  and 
whether  by  design  or  not,  it  was  nearly 
destitute  of  trees,  leaving  a  prospect  open 
that  terminated  in  the  mighty  main,  which 
now  heaved  an  unbroken  surface  of  the 
purest,  deepest  blue  against  the  horizon. 
It  was  on  the  opposite  and  higher  portion 
of  the  field  that  the  oak  first  mentioned 
stood ;  and  the  hillock,  formed  by  an  ac- 
cumulation of  grass-grown  earth  upon  its 
enormous  roots,  afibrded  to  those  who  re- 
clined on  it  a  full  view  of  this  magnificent 
distance. 

But  no  pensive  recluse  had  on  that  eve- 
ning sought  the  spot  for  meditation:  a 
large,  and  to  say  truth,  a  noisy  party  had 
made  it  their  gathering-place.  There 
might  be  seen  tlie  sun-burnt  peasant,  bare- 
headed, or  with  handkerchief  knotted 
round  his  brow,  in  the  sw^t  of  which  he 
had  tilled  the^soil,  and  gathered  in  the 
harvest;  there  was  the  sober  matron,  with 
clean  white  cap  and  ample  border,  sur- 
rounded by  a  broad  ribbon,  her  handker- 
chief neatly  pinned  over  her  gown,  and 
confined  by  the  fastenings  of  a  check 
apron.  There  was  the  stout  boy,  exulting 
in  his  promotion  to  the  stronger  class  of 
labourers,  and  the  sprightly  girl,  compa- 
ring notes  with  her  fellow-gleaners  as  to 
the  handfuls  of  corn  collected ;  andvhild- 
hood  in  all  its  stages,  revelling  in  the  va- 
rious enjoyments  afforded  by  that  annual 
treat : — it  was  harvest-home. 

There  are  districts  in  the  land  still  re- 
taining much  of  the  primitive  character  of 
English  rusticity — places  where  the  blight 
has  not  come;  where  the  demoralizing 
swarm  of  railway  excavators  has  never 
alighted,  nor  the  firebrand  of  political  ran- 
cour scattered  its  darkening  smoke,  nor 
the  hell-born  reptile  of  socialism  trailed 
his  venomous  slime.  Sin  there  is,  and 
sorrow ;  folly  and  remorse ;  the  spirit  tliat 
is  within  us,  lusting  to  envy,  bears  many 
a  bitter  fruit,  and  man  is  rebellious,  and 
God  is  provoked  every  day.  Still,  as 
compared  with  the  rest  of  the  population, 
these  villagers  retain  much  of  what  may 
be  called  tlie  virtue  and  simplicity  of  their 
forefathers;  and  Nke  their  own  hedge-rowi^ 
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bear  much  that  is  beautiful  to  the  sight, 
and  good  for  use,  while  even  the  thorns 
and  the  poisons  that  lurk  there  appear  in 
a  less  repulsive  aspect  than  in  the  busier 
haunts  of  men.  Such  was  the  place  whose 
cottages  contributed  their  inhabitants  on 
the  present  festive  occasion;  when  the 
husbandman  who  with  long  patience  had 
waited  for  the  precious  fruits  of  the  earth, 
saw  them  safely  built  into  the  stack,  or  de- 
posited in  the  bam. 

The  owner  of  the  Celd  was  the  principal 
landed  proprietor  in  this  place ;  and  the 
spot  was  chosen  among  many,  just  because 
it  had,  from  time  immemorial,  been  the 
scene  of  the  smnual  celebration.  This 
year  was  one  of  unusual  abundance,  and 
not  a  day  of  adverse  weather  had  thwarted 
the  harvcstmen.  The  'Squire  was  pleased 
at  the  diligence  with  which  they  had 
availed  themselves  of  ^e  favourable  sea- 
son ;  the  men  were  gratified  by  his  praises, 
and  no  less  by  his  liberality;  while  the 
women  and  elder  children,  who  had  found 
plentiful  employment  too  upon  his  exten- 
sive lands,  had  similar  causes  for  gladness. 
As  for  tlie  little  ones,  they  were  delighted 
to  gambol  and  exhibit  their  activity  in  the 
presence  of  the  'Squire's  family,  whose 
daughters  took  no  small  pains  in  disciplin- 
ing the  urchins  at  their  infant  school,  and 
marshalling  tliem  for  an  orderly  march  to 
the  church  door.  Each,  boUi  old  and 
young,  enjoyed  that  peculiar  feeling,  the 
value  of  which  the  poor  are  seldom  aware 
of  until  they  experience  its  absence,  "  My 
employer  knows  me ;  I  am  not  in  his  sight 
a  mere  piece  of  machinery,  regarded  only 
while  it  works  in  his  service.  There's  a 
tie  between  us  that  he,  though  a  rich  man, 
would  not  disown.  If  he  is  every  thing  to 
me,  I  and  mine  are  something  to  him."  It 
was  this  thought,  unconsciously  cherished, 
that  lighted  up  every  countenance  with 
smiles  as  the  'Squire's  family  approached 
the  happy  groups ;  and  the  bow  and  the 
curtsey  that  respectfully  welcomed  them 
were  given  with  greater  alacrity  under 
the  sense  of  that  individual  recognition  on 
the  part  of  their  superiors. 

And  did  not  God  intend  that  so  it  should 
be  ?  The  Bible  yields  an  answer  in  many 
various  ways,  but  all  in  the  affirmative; 
and  man's  heart  cries  out  against  a  viola- 
tion of  what  he  feels  to  b^  law  of  his  na- 
tare's  God.  ^ 


A  light  waggon  was  now  seen  slowly 
winding  its  way  from  the  direction  of  the 
great  house,  accompanied  by  the  domestics 
of  the  family,  between  whom  and  the 
villagers  many  neighbourly  greetings  took 
place  while  the  freight  was  handed  out, 
consisting  of  good  cheer  in  great  variety 
and  abundance,  which  was  soon  deposited 
on  the  long  tables  set  out  in  front  of  the 
oak,  and  ample  justice  rendered  to  it  by 
the  guests.  While  enjoying  themselves 
they  were  farther  gratified  by  the  approach 
of  one  who  possessed  a  full  share  in  their 
afifectionate  respect  the  village  pastor,  our 
old  friend  Mr.  Barlow ;  for  this  was  L — , 
and  these  were  the  friends,  and  such  the 
scenes,  which  the  poor  widow  had  been 
cheated  into  exchanging  for  the  wretched- 
ness of  the  factories. 

"Well,  Richard,"  said  the  good  man, 
laying  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  a  youth 
whose  sunburnt  features  beamed  with  love 
as  he  looked  up  to  the  speaker.  "  Well, 
Richard,  you  have  had  a  busy  time  of  it" 

"  We  have,  sir,  and  a  beautiful  harvest 
has  God  sent  us :  a  finer  was  never  gath- 
ered in.  Do  you  know,  sir,  I  reckoned  the 
ears  upon  one  stalk,  and  the  grains  upon 
one  ear,  in  different  parts  of  the  fields,  and 
you  would  hardly  know  how  to  believe  me 
if  I  told  you  the  amount" 

"  Yes,  Richard,  I  should  believe  it,  for 
how  great  is  the  sum  of  his  mercies !  If 
we  would  count  them  they  are  more  in 
number  than  the  sand.  I  am  glad,  my 
dear  boy,  that  you  take  note  of  them :  you 
seem  to  get  on  very  well  in  your  work." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  am  thankful  to  say  I  have 
given  satisfaction,  and  have  got  my  place 
bettered,  and  my  wages  raised.  The 
under-gardencr  got  a  hurt,  and  1  took  his 
place  for  a  few  days,  and  owing  to  what 
the  head-man  said  of  me,  tlie  'Squire  told 
him  to  employ  me  in  the  gardens  to  over- 
see some  work  in  the  improvements,  and 
his  honour  was  so  good  as  to  tell  me  he 
thought  he  should  keep  me  near  the 
house." 

"  That  is  well ;  but  don't  let  it  draw  you 
into  any  expensive  habits.  Servants  have 
greater  temptations  in  that  respect  than 
field-labourers." 

"  It  must  be  a  strong  temptation,"  said 
Richard,  rather  bluntly,  "that  would 
make  me  throw  away  my  earnings." 

The  clergyman  looked  at  him,  and  read 
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in  the  half-frowning  expression  of  his  brow 
the  thought  that  he  well  knew  nerved  that 
young  arm  by  day,  and  moulded  the 
nighdy  dream  of  the  fond  boy.  Richard 
continued  with  a  downcast  look  of  ab- 
straction to  press  the  blade  of  his  knife 
upon  the  rough  table  before  him,  until  he 
had  bent  it  nearly  double,  when  Mr.  Bar- 
low, in  a  lower  voice  said,  "  How  long  is 
it,  exactly,  since  they  went,  Richard  ?" 

In  a  moment  the  brow  was  smooth,  the 
lip  smiled  again,  and  the  eyes,  softened 
into  the  expression  of  infancy,  were  once 
more  raised  to  the  enquirer's  face,  as  he 
replied,  "A  year,  and  two  months,  sir, 
and  a  week,  and  a  few  days." 

^^  What  an  accurate  time-keeper  is  true 
love !"  thought  the  minister,  but  he  said  it 
not  Richard  continued  to  read  his  looks, 
and  resumed,  "  The  last  letter  I  got  did 
not  seem  to  be  written  in  good  spirits — 
that  is,  it  was  merry  but  not  cheerful  like. 
Somehow,  sir,  it  made  me  laugh,  but  my 
heart  did  not  feel  warm  and  comfortable 
after  reading  it"  And  Richard  seemed 
puzzled  how  to  describe  what  his  auditor 
perfectly  understood. 

"  Who  was  it  from  ?" 

^'  From  Mary,  sir ;  and  it  seemed  writ- 
ten at  different  times."  Here  the  boy 
again  dropped  his  eyes,  and  tried  the 
temper  of  his  blade  by  bending  it  as  be- 
fore. 

"  Have  a  care  of  that  knife,  Richard : 
edged  playthings  are  dangerous.  Gro  on 
with  your  feast ;  by  and  by  we  will  talk 
more  together  of  the  absent" 

'•  I'd  raUier  talk  now,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Barlow,  I've  eaten  and  drank  enough." 

"  But  others  have  not ;  and  I  must  go 
round  the  table :  afterwards  we  will  speak 
together." 

This  conversation  passed  in  a  low  tone, 
the  youth  being  seated  at  a  corner,  which 
enabled  them  to  discourse  with  compara- 
tive privacy.  He  was  forced  to  acquiesce ; 
but  more  he  ate  not ;  following  with  fre- 
quent and  rather  impatient  glances  the 
slow  progress  of  the  Pastor  among  his 
flock ;  and  between  whiles  contemplating 
in  every  possible  point  of  view  a  bunch  of 
honey-suckle  that  adorned  the  breast  of 
his  open  jacket 

In  fact,  Richard  had  cause  for  uneasi- 
ness without  being  well  able  to  explain 
•ven  to  himself  what  it  was.    The  heavy 


cost  of  postage  had  rendered  the  inter- 
change of  letters  very  rare ;  and  such  as 
did  pass  were  of  that  meagre,  formal 
character  generally  observable  when  the 
parlies,  having  had  no  practice  in  episto- 
lary communication,  and  being  accustomed 
to  the  unrestrained  freedom  of  daily  per- 
sonal intercourse,  feel  utterly  at  a  loss  to 
express  by  the  hand  what  would  overflow 
rapidly  enough  from  tlie  lip,  or  even  the 
eye.  Ripening  years,  and  being  thrown 
upon  his  isolated  exertions,  together  with 
the  success  hitherto  attending  his  diligent 
progress,  had  insensily  led  Richard  into 
new  trains  of  thought  as  to  the  future. 
His  present  loneliness  was  but  a  probation, 
contentedly  submitted  to  in  the  fond  pros- 
pect which,  at  the  end  of  a  vista  of  toil, 
seemed  to  shine  in  all  the  sunlight  beauty 
of  a  young  man's  dream.  A  cottage  was 
there,  and  in  that  cottage  was  pictured  a 
group  of  happy  faces,  for  the  originals  of 
which  he  had  only  to  recal  the  domestic 
party  recently  broken  up:  and  those 
among  his  rustic  companions  who  mar- 
velled that  Richard  Green  should  be  at 
once  tlie  most  silent  and  the  most  cheerful 
of  their  laborious  band,  knew  not  how  the 
buoyancy  of  his  animal  spirits  was  sus- 
tained by  the  vivid  imaginings  of  a  mind 
more  delicately  moulded  than  those  around 
him. 

Mr.  Barlow  had  touched  the  key-note 
at  the  precise  time  when  all  within  liim 
was  best  attuned  for  a  response.  The 
joyous  occasion,  the  loveliness  of  the 
landscape,  tlie  softening  effect  of  the  hour 
as  the  broad  and  beautiful  harvest-moon 
gradually  rose  from  the  extreme  verge  of 
tliat  ocean  belt,  and  mingled  her  cool  light 
with  the  crimson  dyes  reflected  from  the 
western  sky — all  combined  to  render  the 
tide  of  fond  recollection  and  fonder  antici- 
pation overpowering.  Mr.  Barlow's  course 
seemed  interminable :  Richard  would  wait 
no  longer.  On  a  sudden,  he  recollected 
that  every  creature  belonging  to  his  fa- 
ther's cottage,  and  its  more  immediate 
neighbours,  was  then  present ;  and  follow- 
ing the  impulse  of  the  moment  he  arose, 
stole  away,  and  by  short  cuts  over  the 
now  deserted  fields  he  quickly  reached  the 
spot  w^hich  of  late  he  had  rather  avoided. 

Little  alteration  had  been  made  in  it; 
and  what  little  there  was  the  mingled 
effect  of  twilight  and  a  luxuriant  growth 
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of  unaltered  trees  sufficed  to  veil.  He 
drew  near,  not  as  he  was  wont,  with  half 
averted  eyes  unwilling  to  meet  the  spec- 
tacle of  its  alien  inmates,  but  under  the 
happy  consciousness  of  being  wholly  alone 
and  unobserved.  Throwing  his  folded 
arms  on  the  paling,  with  knee  bent  upon 
a  stone  where  Willy  used  to  sit  to  watch 
the  manoeuvres  of  his  ducks,  and  with  his 
temple  pressed  to  the  stem  of  a  yellow 
broom-tree  which  he  had  himself  trained 
to  ornament  the  little  gate,  he  fixed  an 
open  gaze  on  the  beloved  home  of  his 
childhood,  and  gave  himself  up  to  visions 
of  the  past  until  it  seemed  strange  that 
no  smiling  face  had  yet  looked  through 
the  casement,  or  appeared  at  the  door,  to 
welcome  his  return.  A  dog  which  had 
been  ranging  the  fields,  now  returning  to 
his  charge,  seemed  resolved  to  compen- 
sate for  his  truancy  by  the  loudness  of  his 
menacing  bark  at  the  intruder.  *^Ah," 
sighed  Richard,  ''  I  am  a  stranger  now, 
and  any  body's  cur  may  warn  me  off." 
There  was  bitterness  in  the  thought, 
enough  to  put  his  pleasant  dream  to  flight 
He  slowly  rose,  and  measuring  himself 
against  a  rustic  pole  to  which  the  linen 
lines  were  usually  fastened,  close  by 
where  he  stood,  the  result  struck  him. 
'^  How  tall  I  am !  The  'Squire  has  put 
me  among  his  men,  too ;  and  I  may  as 
well  take  a  man's  heart,  and  set  to  work 
in  good  earnest  to  make  my  way  in  the 
world  for  them."  He  turned  away,  but 
again  looked  round:  the  recollection  of 
the  parting  night  came  full  upon  him — the 
chapter,  the  prayer,  the  stifled  anguisli  of 
the  hour,  and  the  burst  of  lonely  sorrow 
that  had  suqceeded  it  all  rose  with  perfect 
distinctness  to  his  mind.  He  clasped  his 
hands,  and  breathed  a  fervent  supplication 
to  those  loved  ones  now  so  far  distant ; 
and  for  himself,  that  he  might  be  made  a 
means  of  abiding  comfort  to  them.  It 
soothed ^his  excited  feelings;  and  as  he 
slowly  paced  his  homeward  path,  the 
wonted  evening  hymn  of  the  family  in  har- 
monious, though  subdued  and  plaintive 
tones,  cheered  his  solitary  way  far  more 
effectually  than  the  sprightliest  associates 
could  have  done. 

Richard  was  a  pious  youth;  but,  like 
the  rest  of  God's  children,  he  had  a  con- 
tinual battle  to  fight  with  a  deceitful  heart, 
a  corrupt  nature,  and  an  inudious  tempter. 


Immorality  in  every  form  he  abhorred; 
and  showed  his  abhorence  by  carefully 
avoiding  the  compemy  of  such  as,  in 
that  respect,  differed  from  him:  but,  like 
Mary,  he  had  much  latent  pride,  a  graat 
deal  of  self-confidence,  unknown  to  him- 
self and  unsuspected  by  others,  for  his 
manners  were  the  reverse  of  forward  or 
assuming;  and  a  sensitiveness  amounting 
to  irascibility  on  points  nearly  connected 
with  his  family  respectability  or  personal 
independence.  Happily  for  himself  and 
others,  none  breathed  the  air  of  L.  who 
could  utter  a  disparaging  or  unkind  re- 
mark concerning  the  absentees  of  his 
household;  or  it  is  probable  Richard 
Green  would  have  astonished  those  who 
best  knew  and  most  loved  him. 

Nor  was  the  fervency  of  this  attachment 
to  be  marvellefi  at:  leil,  by  his  father's 
death,  the  eldest  male  inhabitant  of  the 
cottage,  the  boy,  even  in  early  childhood, 
had  learned  to  acknowledge  the  claim 
upon  his  protection  which  no  truly  mascu- 
line character  can  fail  to  recognize  on  the 
part  of  the  more  helpless  sex.  Oflen  had 
little  Richard  Green  Ipoked  admiringly  on 
while  the  monarch  of  their  small  fowl- 
yard  bent  a  patronizing  eye  upon  the  hens 
and  chickens,  in  whose  favour  he  had  re- 
linquished some  choice  morsel  scratched 
up  by  his  persevering  industry  from  the 
soil :  the  call  that  summoned  his  feathered 
proteges  to  enjoy  it  never  failed  to  bring 
Richard  also ;  and  with  delighted  interest 
did  the  child  contemplate  the  character 
which  he  regarded  as  his  future  model. 

One  day  he  had  confided  to  Helen  his 
cogitations  on  tlie  subject,  a  broken  pota- 
toe  being  the  prize  under  discussion 
among  the  fowls.  "Look,"  said  he,  at 
Strut,  what  a  good  fellow  he  is.  The  old 
black  hen,  you  know,  is  Speck's  mother, 
and  the  cock  was  Speck's  chicken ;  so 
Blacky  is  Strut's  granny  and  all  the  tiny 
chicks  belong  to  his  family.  Now  you 
see  Helen,  how  he  goes  about  peeping 
and  scratching  and  hunting,  and  when  he 
finds  a  nice  thing,  instead  of  gobbling  it 
up  all  alone,  he  calls  them,  and  looks  on 
better  pleased  to  see  them  enjoy  it  than 
to  eat  it  himself.  And  then  if  any  body 
meddles  with  the  hens  or  chickens,  what 
a  fuss  he  gets  into !  We  are  good 
friends ;  he  follows  me  about,  and  pecks 
from  my  hand ;  but  if  I  catch  a  fowl,  and 
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frighten  it,  bounce  he  flies  at  me,  tries  to 
strike  with  his  spurs,  and  tells  me  as  plain 
as  he  can  speak  he  is  going  to  tear  my 
eyes  out" 

"It  is  pretty  to  see  so  much  love  and 
courage  in  a  poor  bird,  Richard." 

"  I  think,  Helen,  it  is  love  makes  him 
brave,  for  he  will  run  away  on  his  own 
account,  though  he  fights  on  theirs.  But 
I  was  going  to  say  I  will  be  like  Strut 
when  I  am  a  man.  I  will  take  care  of  my 
granny  as  he  does  of  his,  and  of  the  rest 
as  he  does  of  the  chickens.  To  be  sure  I 
have  no  mother,  as  Strut  has ;  but  tlien  I 
have  you,  Helen,  and  I  will  take  care  of 
you,  and  give  you  a  big  share  out  of  all  I 
can  earn." 

With  these  feelings  strengthening  and 
expanding  daily  in  his  bosom,  Richard 
Green,  now  almost  a  man  in  age  and  size, 
exhibited  a  specimen  of  manly  English 
character,  such  as  it  will  be  found  where 
men  have  not  herded  together  in  pursuit 
of  selfish  ends  until  all  the  finer  touches 
are  worn  away,  and  "every  one  for  him- 
self" becomes  the  heartless  maxim*  Would 
young  Green  have  given  credit  to  any 
body  who  had  told  him  that  thousands  of 
delicate  little  girls  were  habitually  op- 
pressed, overworked,  starved,  beaten,  and 
that  by  men,  frequently  by  their  own 
fathers,  to  swell  the  gains  of  their  labour  ? 
Fathers  and  elder  brothers  are  very  often 
employed  in  the  mills,  as  spinners,  slob- 
bers, &c.,  w^ith  liberty  to  engage  and  to 
pay  the  children  of  their  department 
They  are  themselves  paid  by  the  piece, 
consequently  it  becomes  their  interest  to 
have  the  given  work  completed  in  ihe 
shortest  possible  time ;  and  if  they  have 
young  daughters,  or  little  sisters,  they  of 
course  save  or  rather  gain  considerably 
by  employing  them :  and  it  is  an  awful 
fact,  that  under  the  hardening  influence  of 
covetousness  or  the  cravings  of  wretched 
want,  more  barbarous  usage  awaits  the 
girl  at  the  hand  of  a  father  or  brother 
than  that  of  a  stranger.  No  tyranny  is  so 
dreadful  as  domestic  tyranny:  and  he 
who  sacrifices  natural  afiection  at  the 
shrine  of  mammon,  becomes  a  monster 
among  God's  works. 

But  of  all  this  Richard  Green  had  no 
conception :  many  anxious  thoughts  would 
arise  to  trouble  him,  concenflng  those  so 
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fondly,  so  exclusively  loved ;  but  nothing 
resembling  the  reality  had  ever  crossed 
his  imagination.  At  times,  he  thought  of 
the  shows,  the  gay  shops,  the  fine  people, 
the  lots  of  company  that  a  town  must  con- 
tain, and  the  sigh  that  would  escape  arose 
from  no  desire  to  share  such  gratifica- 
tions, but  rather  from  a  half-jealous  doubt 
whether  they  might  not  wile  away  from 
him  a  portion  of  the  only  thing  he  coveted 
— the  love  of  that  endeared  circle.  "  Peo- 
ple in  towns  are  very  polite,  and  dress 
smart,  and  pay  compliments,"  thought 
Richard,  "but  what  is  the  good  of  that? 
Helen  used  to  say  she  never  should  see  a 
ribbon  so  fine  as  the  rainbow,  nor  any 
crowd  of  people  so  amusing  as  the  bust- 
ling waves  of  yonder  sea,  and  the  birds 
that  dip  and  paddle  among  them.  No, 
no,  the  town  won't  drive  me  out  of  their 
minds ;  or  if  it  does  a  little  by  day,  they 
will  remember  me  when  tlie  Bible  is 
spread  open  ;  and  put  my  name  foremost 
in  the  prayer." 

On  the  evening  above  referred  to,  this 
tide  of  thought  had  set  in  with  more  than  its 
Avonted  force :  it  occupied  him,  even  till  mid- 
night, huunted  his  dreams,  and  oppressed 
his  spirit  when  rising  with  the  lark  to  pur- 
sue his  daily  toil,  it  was,  therefore,  with 
no  small  degree  of  gladness  that  he  re- 
ceived a  message  from  Mr.  Barlow,  desi- 
ring to  see  him  before  noon ;  and  with  a 
lighter  heart  he  repaired  to  the  parson- 
age, assured  of  being  indulged  in  the  sub- 
ject so  precious  to  him :  nor  was  he  mis- 
taken, for  the  pastor  at  once  entered  upon 
it,  making  particular  inquiries  as  to  the 
date  and  contents  of  his  last  letter  from 
M.,  and  displaying  an  anxiety  that  gradu- 
ally awoke  in  Richard's  mind  a  sensation 
of  alarm. 

"  Have  you  heard  any  tiling  about  them 
yourself,  sir  ?"  he  asked. 

Mr.  Barlow  did  not  give  a  direct  reply. 
"  It  is  natural,  Richard,  that  one  who  has 
watched  over  you  all  from  the  cradle,  I 
may  say,  should  feel  a  little  anxious  for 
those  who  are  so  far  removed:  particu- 
larly as  your  dear  grandmother  is  aged, 
and  has  passed  all  her  life  siu^roundcd  by 
kind  neighbours  and  old  friends,  who  are 
difierent  from  the  common  acquaintance 
she  may  meet  with  in  a  large  town, 
where  each  is  too  much  occupied  in  pur- 
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suing  his  own  interest,  amid  great  compe- 
tition, to  pay  much  regard  to  the  stranger 
that  is  within  their  gates." 

"  But  you  know,  sir,  my  aunt  Wright  and 
her  family  are  tliere." 

"  True.  Has  your  grandmother  writtete 
much  of  them  as  being  affectionate,  pious 
relations  ?" 

Richard  was  struck,  for  the  first  time, 
with  this  omission:  he  looked  perplexed 
and  distressed.  Mr.  Barlow  resumed.  '4 
would  not,  my  dear  lad,  have  you  alarm 
yourself;  but  from  the  genered  report  I 
have  had,  and  other  circumstances,  it 
would  be  a  relief  to  my  mind  to  know  posi- 
tively what  prospects  of  comfort  our  absent 
friends  have  for  the  approaching  winter. 
Our  letters  do  not  furnish  this  information, 
and  I  have  some  notion  of  letting  you  go 
and  make  inquiries.  A  friend  of  mine, 
some  miles  ofij  wants  to  send  a  trusty  mes- 
senger to  M.,  on  business  tliat  you  are  very 
well  able  to  transact ;  he  will  pay  your  ex- 
penses, and  allow  you  for  the  loss  of  time; 
and  last  night  I  got  your  Master's  leave 
for  a  week's  absence  before  you  enter  upon 
your  new  employment  Of  course,  you 
are  willing  to  go." 

"  Willing !  oh,  sir,  Mr.  Barlow,  ever 
since  I  can  remember,  you  have  been,  next 
to  God,  the  best  friend*  to  me  and  mine ; 
but  you  never,  never  in  all  my  life,  did  me 
such  a  kindness  as  this,  sir !"  And  he 
burst  into  tears. 

"  Well,  well,  my  dear  boy,  1  hope  it  will 
all  be  for  the  best ;  bu(  it  cost  me  some 
thought  and  prayer  before  I  could  make  up 
my  mind  to  send  you  even  for  such  a  pur- 
pose, into  the  busy,  wicked  world  of  M., 
and  I  must  have  your  promise,  Richard, 
your  positive  promise,  that  you  will  not  re- 
main there,  but  come  back  again  within 
the  time  specified." 

"  Surely,  sir.  I  go  on  a  message,  and  I 
would  not  deceive  or  disappoint  my  em- 
ployer." 

^*  Right:  you  must  also  promise  not  to 
make  any  engagement  to  interfere  with 
your  service  here.  A  stout,  healthy,  ac- 
tive young  fellow  like  you  might  perhaps 
find  ready  employment,  and  the  temptation 
would  be  great  to  remain  with  your 
family :  but  do  not  yield  to  it :  you  would 
repent  when  too  late  having  cut  off  from 
them  the  prospect  of  returning  to  their  na- 
tive place,  which  by  God's  blessing  on 


your  industry  here,  they  may  be  enabled 
to  do.  Your  master,  the  squire,  is  well 
pleased  with  you,  and  means  to  help  you 
on,  if  you  continue  the  sober,  industrious, 
steady  lad  that  he  now  considers  you  to 
be." 

Richard  cheerfully  promised;  and  after 
a  few  more  admonitions  he  was  directed 
to  go  to  the  gentlemen  whose  messenger 
he  was  to  be :  and  while  the  benevolent 
pastor  resumed  his  studies,  the  young  peas- 
ant sallied  forth,  glad  to  give  vent  to  his 
exuberant  joy  by  bounding  along,  and 
leaping  over  every  object  in  his  way. 
Whatever  apprehension  might  momenta- 
rily have  clouded  his  mind  had  now  van- 
ished in  the  blaze  of  rapturous  delight  at 
the  certain,  the  near  prospect  of  beholding 
again  all  that  his  heart  loved.  His  fancy 
pictured  the  meeting — the  delightful  even- 
ing he  should  pass,  seated  round  the  tea- 
table  with  every  smiling  face  turned  full 
towards  him,  listening  to  his  budget  of 
news.  "  Of  course,"  thought  he,  *'  things 
will  be  smarter,  and  my  country  jacket  will 
look  awkward  among  the  town  fashions ; 
but  they  wont  like  me  a  bit  the  less  for 
that,  certainly,  I  shall  look  down  upon 
them ;  for  the  tallest  of  them  must  be  a 
head  shorter  than  me — ihanks  to  country 
air  and  good  hard  work,"  he  added,  leap- 
ing over  a  five-barred  gate,  and  giving 
chace  to  a  playful  young  colt  that  bounded 
away  on  his  sudden  appearsmce. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE   BENCH   OF  JUSTICE. 

It  was  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning 
when  Richard  Green,  after  thirty-six 
hours'  hard  travelling,  sprang  from  the 
roof  of  the  coach  in  M.,  and  having  shoul- 
dered his  basket,  set  off  at  a  rapid  pace  in 
quest  of  the  abode  on  which  his  thoughts 
had  so  long  dwelt.  To  find  the  street  was 
not  difiicult ;  by  dint  of  inquiry  he  also  dis- 
covered the  obscure  lane ;  but  when,  after 
threading  for  some  time  the  filthy  maze, 
he  had  forced  himself  and  his  basket 
through  the  narrow  entrance  of  the  court, 
he  felt  provoked  at  having  lost  so  much 
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time,  for  certainly  this  could  not  be  the 
place.  However,  he  mechanically  asked 
if  the  Widow  Green  lived  there ;  smd  was 
answered  by  a  gesture — a  dirty  woman, 
with  a  pipe  in  her  mouth,  pointing  up  a 
staircase  in  a  comparatively  large  but 
ruinous  building.  He  mounted  the  stairs, 
more  to  get  away  from  the  disagreeable- 
looking  people  who  gathered  round,  than 
with  any  expectation  of  finding  what  he 
sought ;  and  entering  a  miserable  room, 
the  floor  of  which  was  clean  though  bro- 
ken, and  seeing  nothing  but  two  heaps  of 
bedding,  one-half  concealed  by  a  curtain,  a 
small  table  and  two  or  three  chairs,  he 
would  have  withdrawn,  had  not  a  faint 
voice  inquired,  "  Who  is  there  ?"  and  at 
the  same  moment  his  eye  fell  upon  a 
wooden  box  familiar  to  his  recollection. 
He  stood  for  a  moment  in  stupid  amaze, 
then  let  the  basket  hastily  down,  which 
began  to  feel  too  heavy,  as  a  faintness  came 
over  him,  for  a  death-like  face,  raised  from 
a  mattress  in  the  corner,  met  his  gaze,  and 
the  next  instant  his  name,  in  a  scream  of 
w^ild  joy,  broke  the  stillness  of  the  apart- 
ment He  rushed  across  the  room,  and 
sinking  on  his  knees  beside  the  bed,  had 
in  a  moment  the  thin  arms  of  James 
clasped  round  his  neck,  while  many  an  en- 
dearing expression  strove  to  win  a  reply, 
but  in  vain.  Richard  could  only  drop  his 
face  upon  his  brother's  pillow,  and  sob 
with  an  anguish  of  which  his  heart  had 
never  till  that  moment  conceived  the  exis- 
tence. 

"Now,  Richard,  darling  Richard,  do  be 
calm,"  cried  James,  as  he  stroked  back  the 
curls  from  his  brother's  burning  forehead : 
"You  will  hurt  yourself;  and  you  will 
hurt  me,"  he  added  in  a  tone  so  plaintive 
that  it  recalled  Richard  to  a  sense  of  the 
injury  he  was  doing  the  dying  boy.  He 
drew  back,  seated  himself  on  the  bed's 
edge,  and  holding  in  his  the  shrunken 
hands  of  his  brother,  gazed  at  them  and 
in  his  face,  with  the  looks  of  one  who  has 
in  this  world  no  ray  of  comfort  left. 

"  You  see  I  am  in  a  weak  way,"  said 
James,  "  and  indeed  nobody  expected  me 
to  hold  out  so  long.  I  had  only  one  wish 
left,  and  that  was  to  see  your  dear  face 
again,  and  even  that  was  to  be  granted  to 
me,  a  wicked  sinful  boy,  by  the  great  mercy 
of  my  own  blessed  Lord.  O,  Richard,  you 
don't  know  how  happy  I  am :  my  sins  are 


forgiven,  my  pardon's  sealed,  and  I  am 
going  to  (jrod.  What  king  upon  a  throne 
would  not  change  with  me?  He  must 
give  up  his  crown  before  long ;  but  I  shall 
receive  mine,  and  once  I  get  it,  I  can 
never  lose  it  again.  I  shall  wear  it  al- 
ways, Richard,  day  and  night,  except 
when  I  take  it  off  to  cast  it  down  before 
the  throne  of  tiie  Lamb,  who  was  slain, 
and  has  redeemed  me  to  Grod  by  his 
blood." 

The  solemn  yet  joyous  fervour  of  the 
boy's  voice  and  manner,  went  to  his  bro- 
ther's heart  Again  Richard  kissed  his 
brow,  stroked  his  skeleton  hsmds,  and 
at  last  said,  ^'  My  darling  James,  I  did  not 
expect  this.  But  oh,  where  are  the  rest  V* 
and  he  seemed  to  dread  the  reply. 

"They  are  all  out:  Willy  is  at  the  mill, 
and  granny  is  gone  witli  Helen  and  Mary 
to "  he  stopped  abruptly. 

"  To  where.  Jemmy  ?" 

"  Give  me  some  of  that  drink,  Richard." 
A  little  toast  and  water  stood  on  the  table, 
and  w^hile  James  eagerly  swallowed  some, 
Richard  cried,  "Stop,"  ran  to  his  hamper, 
and  drew  forth  a  little  basket  of  ripe  fruit 
"  Oh,  how  nice,  how  sweet,  how  delicious !" 
exclaimed  the  boy,  as  the  juice  refreshed  his 
parched  mouth :  "  it  is  worth  a  guinea  a 
a  drop."  **  And  you  might  have  it  for  the 
gathering,  if  you  had  only  been  left  to  stay 
at  home,"  thought  his  brother,  but  he  said 
it  not :  he  only  repeated  his  inquiry  for  the 
rest  of  the  party. 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  said  James :  but  first, 
Richard,  we  must  lift  up  our  hearts  to 
God,  for  some  of  the  comfortable  words  of 
his  promises.  You  know  he  has  told  us 
we  must  through  much  tribulation  enter 
the  kingdom  of  heaven;  and  that  before 
we  reign  witli  Christ  we  must  suffer  with 
him.  All  this,  and  a  great  desd  more,  we 
must  remember :  and  also  that  we  are  not 
to  fear  them  which  kill  the  body." 

"  Kill !" 

"  Or  hurt :  even  if  it  went  as  far  as  kil- 
ling, we  are  safe ;  but  this  is  not  near  so 
bad  :  not  at  all  like  it  You  see,  Richard, 
the  mill-people  are  sometimes  very  cruel : 
they  don't  love  God,  and  how  should  they 
love  one  another?  Our  Mary  provoked 
them,  by  taking  part  with  a  poor  little  or- 
phan girl,  and  certainly  she  did  it  in  too 
much  anger.     She  was  beaten " 

"  Who  ?  Mary !  who  beat  Mary  ?  wHo 
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dared  to  touch  my  little  Mary?"  and 
every  fibre  of  Richard's  body  quivered 
witli  rage. 

"  Hush,  hush :  she  was  not  much  hurt, 
indeed :  it  was  not  so  much  a  beating,  as 
the  habit  of  hitting  and  pusliing  her  about 
Granny  tried  every  thing,  but  in  vain :  at 
last  she  got  a  sight  of  the  superintendent, 
and  told  him  all ;  and  he  has  brought  it 
into  court  They  are  now  before  the  ma- 
gistrates." 

"Where  is  tlie  court?"  said  Richard, 
rising  with  a  look  of  stem  determination. 

"It  is  not  far:  but  if  you  go,  don't  let 
them  see  you.  The  surprise  of  it  would 
put  every  thing  out  of  their  heads ;  and 
justice  would  not  be  got,  may  be,  for  want 
of  proper  evidence." 

There  was  too  much  reason  in  this  to 
be  resisted.  Richard  acknowledged  it, 
and  promised  to  keep  out  of  sight  Then, 
after  settling  the  poor  boy  comfortably, 
with  a  supply  of  fruit  and  a  slice  of  coun- 
try-cake, he  bent  his  way  to  the  court- 
house. 

Richard  had  never  been  present  at  any 
kind  of  trial :  filled  with  a  deep  reverence 
for  the  majesty  of  English  law,  his  ima- 
giuation  pictured  something  strikingly  sol- 
emn and  awful  in  every  branch  of  its  ad- 
ministration. He  wondered  at,  while  he 
admired,  his  grand  motlicr^s  resolution,  in 
seeking  public  redress  for  an  injury  in- 
flicted on  the  helpless  orphan  committed 
to  her ;  and  he  felt  as  though  the  family 
was  now  to  be  made  the  general  talk  of 
M.  Feelings  wholly  new  to  him  took 
possession  of  his  mind,  and  he  scarcely 
knew  how  he  arrived  at  the  point  of  his 
destination — a  shaded  corner,  where  he 
could  both  see  and  hear  without  being  ex- 
posed to  much  observation.  Several  men 
had  chosen  the  same  spot,  seemingly  more 
interested  than  they  wished  to  appear  in 
what  was  going  forward. 

On  the  bench  sat  some  gentlemen  vari- 
ously occupied :  one  was  examining  a 
witness,  another  making  memoranda;  a 
third  had  a  newspaper  before  him,  from 
which  he  looked  off  to  take  a  survey  of 
the  court  through  a  fashionable  eye-glass. 
Two  were  discussing  some  point  that 
seemed  to  interest  them  greatly,  and  an- 
other appeared  to  be  amusing  himself 
with  the  uncouth  phrases  in  which  a  poor 


lad  was  giving  evidence.  Tte  witnesaef 
were  together,  in  such  a  place  that  Rich 
ard  could  not  see  them,  except  when  they 
stepped  forth ;  and  the  audience  was  com- 
posed of  a  motley  assemblage,  whose  gen- 
eral characteristic  seemed  to  be  want  o( 
cleanliness;  and  who  rendered  the  cloee 
room  scarcely  bearable. 

The  case  then  under  examination  was 
one  of  a  drunken  squabble :  it  was  soon 
disposed  of,  and  another  called  on.  This 
consisted  of  informations  laid  by  tlie  su- 
perintendent against  a  mill-owner  for  em- 
ploying children  very  much  under  age. 
"Now,"  said  a  bystander  to  his  next 
neighbour  just  beside  Richard,  "now 
mark  how  many  excuses  will  be  brought 
forward." 

.  Richard  was  marking  it  all,  with  an  in- 
tentness  that  needed  no  stimulus.  He  saw 
a  movement  among  the  gentlemen  who 
were  doing  nothing,  on  tlie  bench,  and 
also  saw  an  evident  desire  not  to  appear 
interested  in  what  was  going  on.  The 
first  charge  produced  had  for  its  subject  a 
puny  little  boy,  who  was  represented  to 
have  worked  already  a  year  in  the  mills, 
under  a  certificate  of  being  fourteen, 
whereas  he  still  wanted  some  months  of 
that  age.  He  had,  it  was  stated,  been  con- 
cealed in  various  ways  on  the  former  visits 
of  the  inspectors  ;  but  this  time  the  move- 
ment was  not  quick  enough,  the  superin- 
tendent caught  bim  ;  and  being  struck  by 
his  very  childish  appearance,  instituted  an 
inquiry,  tlic  result  of  which  placed  him, 
and  several  others,  before  tlie  court  The 
book-keeper  of  the  firm  produced  his  vol- 
ume of  certificates,  and  showed  one  in  the 
boy's  name,  signed  by  the  surgeon,  and 
countersigned  by  a  magistrate,  declaring 
him  to  be  of  full  age  at  the  time  of  admis- 
sion. "Please,  sir,"  he  added,  holding 
the  book  towards  one  of  the  gentlemen  on 
the  bench,  "  to  see  whether  this  counter- 
signature is  not  yours."  The  gentleman 
glanced  at  it,  and  nodded.  "And  here," 
pursued  the  clerk,  "  is  the  doctor,  who  no 
doubt  will  acknowledge  his  hand-writing." 
This  was  also  done. 

"  We  object,"  said  the  attorney  for  the 
prosecution,  "  that  the  boy's  appearance 
is  so  palpably  conclusive  against  his  being 
any  thing  like  tlie  age  specified,  that  even 
if  any  professional  man  certified  him  to  be 
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of  that  age,  no  mill-owner  was  jiustified  in 
receiving  the  testimony,  and  employing 
the  child." 

"  What "  replied  a  cunning-looking  little 
roan  who  was  retained  by  the  defendant, 
"  would  my  friend  recommend  us  to  give 
the  lie  to  a  distinct  assertion,  verified  by  a 
highly  honourable  professional  gentleman, 
and  counter-signed  by  a  worthy,  upright, 
administrator  of  the  laws?" 

"  With  regard  to  the  latter,"  resumed 
the  adversary,  "  it  is  well  known  the  ma- 
gistrate does  not  see  the  child:  he  at- 
taches, as  a  matter  of  form,  his  signature 
to  that  of  the  professional  man  upon 
whose  judgment  and  veracity  he  can  rely. 
The  magistrate  is  wholly  free  from  impu- 
tation of  blame." 

"  There  now,"  said  Richard's  neighbour, 
who  was  no  other  than  South,  "  there's  an 
evasion  for  you.  The  law,  making  allow- 
ance for  possible  mistakes,  and  so  forth, 
on  the  surgeon's  part,  provides  that  a  ma- 
gistrate should  also  see  the  child,  and  if 
he  thinks  it  all  right,  then  he  is  to  sign 
too.  Instead  of  that,  some  dozens  of  the 
doctor's  certificates  are  sent  to  his  wor- 
ship; and  he,  as  his  leisure  may  serve, 
scribbles  his  name  and  sends  them  back. 
And  you  see,  so  far  from  getting  blamed, 
his  constant  neglect  of  a  plain  duty  is 
pleaded  as  an  excuse  for  itself!" 

The  doctor  was  now  appealed  to,  and 
requested  to  look  first  at  his  signature, 
then  at  the  boy.  He  admitted  that  the 
certificate  was  certainly  his,  and  that  the 
boy,  if  so  old,  was  remarkably  small  of  his 
age :  but  that  he  had  some  positive  assu- 
rance from  his  friends,  or  he  should  not 
have  passed  him. 

"This  paper,"  persisted  the  accuser, 
"  declares  the  boy  to  be  of  the  ordinary 
strength  and  appearance  of  fourteen  years." 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  the  form  supplied  by  the 
act ;  we  are  limited  to  one  way  of  express- 
ing it  His  parents  certainly  showed  me 
the  baptismal  register,  or  in  some  way 
satisfied  me  of  the  fact" 

"  Where  are  your  parents  ?"  asked  the 
magistrate,  addressing  the  boy. 

"  1  don't  know,  sir." 

"  Did  they  bring  you  to  the  doctor  to  be 
certified  ?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  And  what  has  become  of  them  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  sir." 


"He  must  be  sworn.  Boy,  do  you 
know  the  nature  of  an  oath  ?" 

The  wretched  child  answered  by  re- 
peating some  of  the  most  common  and 
blasphemous  modes,  of  execration,  which, 
to  Richard's  great  horror,  drew  forth  a 
peal  of  laughter,  some  on  the  bench  more 
than  smiling. 

"  Pho  !"  said  the  presiding  magistrate, 
angrily,  "  Do  you  know,  sir  what  will  be- 
come of  those  who  take  a  false  oath  ?" 

"  I  have  heard  some  say  that  it  is  bad 
to  swear,  sir." 

•   "  Do  you  go  to  church,  and  say  your 
prayers  ?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Do  you  know  any  thing  about  God 
and  the  Bible?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Go  along.  Well,  gentlemen,  we  must 
dismiss  this  case,  I  fear.  There  is  a  com- 
plete break  in  the  evidence,  nobody  ap- 
pearing to  disprove  the  doctor's  assertion, 
which  none  of  us  can  be  inclined  to  doubt, 
as  to  his  having  had  a  certificate  of  bap- 
tism shown  him  by  the  boy's  parents. 
Nobody  could  think  of  administering  an 
oath  to  such  a  little  heathen.  Call  the 
next  case." 

South,  with  a  grin,  observed,  "  Calling 
the  next  case  is  a  good  way  to  save  time. 
If  he  had  said.  Is  any  one  present  who 
can  throw  any  light  on  this  matter  ?  I'd 
have  stepped  up  at  once.  The  boy  is 
even  younger  than  he  confesses  to,  and 
the  doctor  at  first  refu!>ed  to  pass  him: 
but  the  parents  did  the  usual  trick ;  they 
went  to  a  parson  and  had  him  baptized, 
giving  just  what  age  they  pleased.  The 
parson  put  it  down  in  the  register,  and 
furnished  them  wil!h  a  copy.  They  went 
again  to  the  doctor,  and  he  being  of  course 
too  busy  to  glance  at  the  date  of  baptism, 
which  would  have  betrayed  the  trick, 
looked  only  at  the  age,  and  passed  the 
boy.  I  happen  to  know  he  was  well 
thrashed  at  home  for  letting  the  superin-: 
tendent  catch  him,  and  for  owning,  in  his 
fright,  that  he  was  so  young.  You  see 
what  good  effect  the  promise  of  a  worse 
beating  has  had  on  him.  As  to  his  igno- 
rance, that  is  no  lie.  More  than  a  year 
he  has  had  the  beneJU  of  the  education 
clause,  and  he  does  not  know  to-day  who 
made  him !" 

While  this  explanation,  to  which  Rich* 
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ard  could  not  help  listening,  was  going 
on,  another  siniiliar  case  was  disposed  of, 
some  technical  flaw  appearing  in  the  very 
outset  South  remarked,  he  wondered  the 
superintendents  would  persist  in  bringing 
ihem  forward,  seeing  how  many  loop- 
holes tlie  other  party  found  to  creep  out 
at  No  more  of  this  class  appeared :  but 
a  very  long  string  of  names  was  now 
heard,  appended  to  an  accusation  of  habitn- 
ally  over-working  the  young  children  to 
whom  they  belonged.  Richard  was  struck 
with  the  benevolent  interest  manifested  by 
the  gentlemen  on  the  bench  when  this 
was  announced :  but  South 's  bitter  whis- 
per spoiled  his  gratification.  "Ay,  now 
they're  all  alive.  Working  over-hours  is 
too  great  an  advantage  to  be  tolerated  in 
a  neighbour ;  and  no  doubt  some  o^  them 
informed  against  him.  Self-interest  is  a 
capital  watchman.  But  let  them  prove 
what  they  may,  the  principal  offender  has 
two  good  friends  on  the  bench.  The  pre- 
siding judge  is  proprietor  of  an  establish- 
ment in  anotlier  town,  holding  constant 
dealings  with  him  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
and  that  quiet  looking  old  gentleman,  who 
has  said  nothing  yet,  hut  is  now  beginning 
to  handle  pen  and  ink^  is  his  own  father- 
in-law." 

"  That's  a  great  shame,"  said  the  per- 
son addressed. 

"  Yes :  before  the  amended  act  as  they 
call  it,  came  in  force,  Pll  be  bound  such  a 
case  as  they're  now  going  to  prove,  and 
which  I  don't  think  will  be  even  defended, 
would  have  stood  the  accused  in  two  or 
three  hundred  pounds.  He  could  not 
then  have  had  a  connexion  on  the  bench ; 
and  the  lowest  penalty  was  twenty  pounds 
for  each  offence.    Now  we  shall  see." 

Seven  children  had  been  selected,  and 
proof  the  most  decisive  was  given  that 
they  had  all  been  cruelly  overworked,  by 
various  devices,  including  tliat  of  keeping 
them  hard  at  their  labour  during  the 
hours  allotted  for  schooling.  No  defence 
was  set  up :  the  witnesses  gave  their  evi- 
dence, no  questions  were  put,  nothing 
elicited  beyond  their  voluntary  statements ; 
and  the  magistrates  having  consulted  to- 
gether, their  decision  was  made  known 
with  as  much  brevity  as  might  be.  They 
held  the  case  proven,  and  adjudged  the 
criminal  to  pay  a  fine — the  fine  of  two 
andsizpenoe. 


South's  neighbour  was  going  to  speak ; 
"  Hush,"  said  he,  **  There  is  another 
charge  coming  on  in  behalf  of  the  same 
complainants." 

This  was  a  charge  of  having  worked 
the  aforesaid  seven  children  without  school 
certificates,  thereby  defeating  the  purposes 
of  the  act.  This  also  was  admitted,  and 
the  culprit  was  fined  again  to  the  amount 
of  two  shillings  and  sixpence,  over  and 
above  that  already  imposed.  The  agent, 
with  a  smile,  laid  down  two  half-crowns, 
in  the  name  of  his  employer,  and  so  the 
matter  ended. 

"Good,"  said  South,  with  his  peculiar 
grin:  "five  shillings  for  seven  children 
worked  to  the  verge  of  the  grave — for  this 
is  merely  one  instance  picked  out  from  a 
year's  overwork — and  kept  in  the  blessed 
state  of  ignorance  that  helped  little  Tom- 
my out  o^  his  difficulty  just  now.  We 
shall  have  a  still  more  curious  display 
by-and-by,  when  the  summons  for  alter- 
ing certificates,  making  false  entries,  keep- 
ing no  time-books,  and  I  know  not  what 
besides,  comes  on  against  the  great, 
wealthy  firm  of  A.  But  I  believe  the 
next  on  the  paper  is  a  charge  of  ill  usage, 
not  affecting  the  owners,  and  which  the 
poor  old  woman  Green  has  been  put  up 
to  bringing.  She  will  only  make  bad 
worse,  I'm  afraid." 

Richard's  agitation,  on  hearing  these 
words,  may  be  imagined.  A  cold  damp 
stood  on  his  forehead,  and  for  a  moment 
he  felt  faint :  but  his  frame,  braced  by  his 
native  sea-breeze  and  healthful  toil,  was 
proof  against  the  united  effects  of  a  long 
journey,  excessive  emotion,  and  the  yet 
more  trying  atmosphere  tlint  oppressed 
his  lungs.  He  rallied,  shifted  his  place  so 
as  to  get  a  more  distinct  view  of  the  table, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  be  equally  near 
South,  whom  he  now  regarded  as  a  sort 
of  friend,  from  the  compassionate  manner 
in  which  he  had  spoken  of  one  so  dear  to 
him,  and  also  to  secure  the  support  of  a 
small  pillar  round  which  he  twuied  his 
arm. 

The  case  came  on.  John  Roy,  over- 
looker to  the  Messrs.  Z.  was  summoned  for 
various  acts  of  unnecessary  severity  to 
Mary  Green,  one  of  the  factory  labourers 
under  his  charge,  particularly  with  having, 
on  a  certain  day  kicked  her  on  the  shins, 
so  as  to  hurt  and  bruise  her  conBiderabl}^ 
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This  char^  was  also  brought  at  the  in- 
stance of  the  superintendent :  and,  having 
been  stated,  Mary  Green  was  called  to 
substantiate  the  facts. 

It  was  only  by  clinging  with  a  despe- 
rate hold  to  his  pillar,  that  the  young  bro- 
ther resisted  the  magnetic  force  drawing 
him  to  place  himself  beside  the  trembling 
orphan-child,  to  make  her  cause  his  own, 
and  to  shelter  her  in  his  bosom  from  the 
rude  stare  of  the  many  eyes  turned  upon 
her.  He  did  resist  it  however,  and  gazed 
with  anguish  on  the  altered  being  before 
him.  Emaciated,  feeble,  poorly  clad,  and 
with  an  expression  of  eare,  mingled  with 
something  quite  foreign  to  the  artless  sim- 
plicity of  little  Mary's  former  face,  she 
stood  there,  the  hectic  crimson  of  her 
cheek  and  brow  soon  giving  way  to  a 
paleness  sadly  contrasted  with  the  sun- 
burnt hue  of  the  village  child ;  and  the  mo- 
mentary tremor  of  her  frame  succeeded 
by  an  air  more  bold  than  Richard  was  pre- 
pared to  see.  He  listened  breathlessly  for 
the  first  tones  of  her  happy  voice :  they  too 
were  changed — they  were  become  shrill 
and,  for  her  age,  almost  harsh. 

The  magistrate  inquired  of  her  concern- 
ing the  nature  of  the  oath  she  was  about 
to  take :  Mary  answered  readily,  emphati- 
cally, almost  proudly,  as  to  her  perfect  un- 
derstanding of  it.  She  was  then  sworn, 
and  deposed  to  a  great  deal  of  persecution, 
all  owing  as  she  said,  to  her  taking  the 
part  of  a  poor  desolate  little  child,  whose 
father  was  lately  dead.  The  court  ab- 
ruptly interposed,  telling  her  to  confine 
herself  to  the  facts  of  the  assault  recently 
committed,  nothing  that  had  not  occurred 
within  fourteen  days  of  the  inspector's  last 
visit  being  admissible  in  evidence.  This 
sadly  curtailed  poor  Mary's  story ;  for  the 
circumstance  took  place  within  half  an 
hour  of  the  limited  time,  and  of  course  she 
could  only  state  the  bare  fact  When 
called  on  to  exhibit  the  mark,  she  replied 
the  discolouration  was  nearly  gone,  but 
the  swelling  and  soreness  remained :  and 
the  doctor  who  saw  it,  and  ordered  a  lotion, 
could  bear  witness  that  it  had  been  a  se- 
vere blow. 

"  And  who  is  this  doctor  V 

She  named  a  person,  who,  one  of  the 
gentlemen  observed  was  no  doctor,  but  an 
obscure  retail  apothecary. 

"  We  are  too  poor  to  employ  a  regular 


doctor,  sir,"  said  Mary;  "but  he  pro- 
mised to  come  and  describe  the  hurt" 

^'  He  knows  his  own  interest  too  well  for 
that,"  muttered  South. 

"  What  witnesses  have  you  to  prove  the 
assault?"  said  the  magistrate  to  the  attor- 
ney; who  replied  tiiat  one  on  whom  he 
chiefly  depended  had  not  yet  appeared ; 
however  he  would  put  forward  another  in 
the  mean  time,  whose  childish  aspect  would 
not,  he  hoped,  be  objected  to.  The  ac- 
cused then  began  to  cross-question  Mary. 

"  On  your  oath,  now.  Miss,  did  you  not 
give  me  impertinence  enough  to  provoke 
much  more  than  the  push  that  I  acciden- 
tally gave  you  ?" 

"  No,"  she  replied,  firmly,  "  I  gave  you 
no  impertinence;  you  did  not  push,  but 
kicked  me ;  and  it  was  not  by  accident,  but 
design." 

"  Hey-day  ?  don't  look  so  fierce,  or  you'll 
injure  your  own  cause.  Have  you  not 
been  constantly  bullying  me  and  every- 
body else  about  this  Irisli  beggar  whom 
you  affect  to  patronize  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  call  bullying : 
I  have  seen  poor  little  Katy  ill-treated 
among  you  from  the  first ;  and  I  took  her 
part  as  well  as  I  could." 

"  Oh,  you  did.  Now  please  to  inform 
the  court  in  what  n)anner  you  took  her 
part,  if  not  by  railing  and  blustering?" 

Mary  was  perplexed:  she  knew  very 
well,  but  somehow  she  could  not  describe 
how  she  had  taken  Katy's  part  No  time 
was  allowed  her  to  collect  her  ideas.  The 
magistrate  said  it  was  useless  to  go  into 
such  particulars,  as  it  might  naturally  be 
supposed  the  child  was  saucy — she  looked 
it — but  that  did  not  justify  an  assault,  and 
he  must  hear  the  witnesses. 

Mary  drew  aside,  and  a  diminutive  little 
creature,  plump,  but  appearing  not  more 
than  nine  years  old,  was  put  forward.  She 
seemed  overwhelmed  with  terror,  and 
looked  round  as  if  for  some  encouraging 
face;  trembling  all  over,  and  evidently 
ready  to  sob. 

"  How  old  are  you,  little  one  ?" 

"Please,  sir,  I  don't  know,"  faltered 
Katy. 

"And  what  do  you  know  about  an 
oath  ?" 

The  child  seemed  a  little  roused  by  thia 
query,  and  answered  more  distinctly, 
"  Please  your  Honour,  sir,  I  know  if  I  tell 
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a  lie  it  will  make  my  Lord  God  angry  with 
me,  and  grieve  the  Holy  Spirit  Jesus 
Christ  saysj  ^  He  that  telleth  lies  is  of  the 
devil.'    I  must  speak  the  truth,  sir." 

"  One,  at  any  rate,  has  been  well  taught 
in  the  mills,"  remarked  smother  magistrate. 

"  Not  a  bit,  1  warrant  you,"  whispered 
South.  ''  She  learnt  it  all  at  the  poor  wi- 
dow^s.  That  child  is  one  of  a  batch  to 
whom  the  priest  gave  certificates  of  age, 
in  a  pious  fraud,  to  support  her  father,  who 
knew  nothing  about  such  things,  and  did 
just  as  the  rogues  in  the  place  bade  him ; 
but  listen,"  he  added,  as  Katy,  having 
been  sworn,  stood  more  erect  and  confident 
to  tell  the  whole  truth  in  the  love  and  fear 
of  God.  The  very  act  of  pressing  that 
blessed  book  to  her  lips  seemed  to  have  re- 
vived and  refreshed  her. 

"  Well,  now,  as  shortly  as  you  can,  what 
do  you  know  of  this  assault  ?" 

Katy  detailed  the  circumstances;  but 
the  discovery  of  her  being  Mary's  protegd 
certainly  told  against  her.  She  was  se- 
verely cross-examined;  but,  instead  of 
flinching  under  it,  her  Irish  blood  seemed 
to  be  completely  up,  and  when  asked  by 
the  accused  whether  Mary  Green  was  not 
an  impudent  hussey,  giving  bad  language 
to  her  superiors,  and  quarrelling  with  all 
around  her,  she  replied  in  great  wrath, 
<<It's  yourself  that  ought  to  be  ashamed  to 
set  your  two  eyes  on  me,  and  you  just  af- 
ter saying  that  Och,  but  it's  a  false 
epaker  you  are !" 

"  Your  worships  see,"  said  the  over- 
looker, turning  to  the  bench,  ^^  what  meek 
lambs  I  have  to  tend." 

A  laugh  ran  through  the  court,  and 
Katy,  to  the  astonishment  of  her  judges, 
said  something  in  Irish. 

"  Come,  what  was  that  ?"  cried  the  at- 
torney for  the  defence,  "  I  insist  on  know- 
ing what  she  said." 

"You  must  repeat  it  in  English,"  ob- 
served the  bench. 

<  And  I  will,  your  honour.  It  was  the 
verse  of  a  psalm  that  my  father  used  to 
say  out  of  the  Irish  Bible,  when  Helen 
Fleetwood's  character  was  tried  to  be 
taken  away.  The  English  is,  *  The  lying 
lips  shall  be  put  to  silence  that  cruelly,  dis- 
dainfully, and  spitefully  speak  against  the 
righteous.' " 

"Bravo,  bravo!"  murmured  South. 
Then  turning  to  Richard,  whose  quick 


breathing  had  attracted  his  notice,  he  ad- 
ded, ^*  that  Helen  Fleetwood  is  one  of  the 
best  girls  alive,  but  they  mauled  her  repu 
tation  in  the  cursed  mill.  The  child's  father 
was  a  downright  heathen,  a  wild  Irishman 
and  in  a  galloping  consumption,  but  those 
Greens  took  him  in,  poor  as  they  were  get- 
ting, emd  taught  him,  and  got  somobody  to 
read  the  Irish  Bible  to  him,  and,  in  short, 
made  a  Christian  of  the  poor  fellow  before 
he  died.  Isn't  that  little  one  a  fine  speci- 
men of  good  teaching  ?" 

But  he  got  no  reply  beyond  a  nod. 
Richard  could  not  have  spoken,  had  the 
world's  welfare  been  at  stake.  By  this 
time  Katy  had  been  reprimanded  and  sent 
down,  and  a  heavy-looking  lad  was  put  in 
her  place.  He  was  sworn,  but  the  testi- 
mony that  he  gave  was  so  confused,  so  un- 
intelligible, and  even  contradictory,  that 
they  would  not  hear  it  South  remarked 
the  overlooker's  presence  was  enough,  that 
the  young  fellow  was  intimidated,  and 
dared  not  speak  truth. 

"Go  along,  sir,"  said  the  magistj^te. 
"  Are  we  to  have  no  decent  witness  out  of 
the  many  who  must  have  been  by  ?" 

None  appeared.  Some  whispering 
went  on  at  the  side  for  the  prosecution, 
and  then  Helen  Fleetwood  was  called. 

"There,  now,  look  at  her,"  exclaimed 
South,  pushing  Richard's  elbow,  "and 
tell  me  if  any  man  with  a  heart  in  his 
body  could  slander  or  ill-treat  that  girl." 

Look  at  her!  Richard  did  look  at  her 
until  his  sight  seemed  to  fail.  Could  it  be 
Helen?  The  figure,  taller  and  much 
slighter,  was  her's,  and  the  features  too 
were  the  same;  but  that  deadly  white 
never  belonged  to  her  face,  nor  tliat  pro- 
minence to  her  eyes,  nor  that  stoop  to  her 
shoulders.  Still  less  was  the  fixed  expres- 
sion of  sorrow  any  part  of  the  Helen  Fleet- 
wood of  Richard's  boyish  love.  Yet  the 
sweetness  of  her  countenance  was  in- 
creased to  something  almost  heavenly; 
and  though  the  dimple  had  disappeared 
from  her  hollow  cheek,  a  calm  smile 
seemed  to  hang  upon  her  lip,  when,  in  re- 
ply to  the  usual  query,  she  expressed  her 
belief  in  the  omniscience  of  God,  and  her 
consciousness  that  in  taking  an  oath  she  was 
inviting  his  especial  observance  of  what 
she  should  say.  She  then  modestly,  but 
clearly  and  distinctly,  described  the  treat- 
ment experienced  by  Mary ;  and  positively 


HELEN  FLEETWOOD. 


129 


denied  that  ihe  had,  on  that  occation, 
provoked  it  by  any  intemperate  language 
or  improper  deportment  She  added,  that 
being  herself  employed  in  a  different  room 
she  should  not  have  been  present,  but  for 
the  circumstance  taking  place  while  some 
machinery  was  mending. 

^^  This  witness  has  established  the  point,'' 
said  one  of  the  magistrates. 

"  By  your  leave,  sir,  I  have  a  question 
or  two  to  put,  to  her,"  said  the  overlooker, 
with  a  maUgnant  leer,  "Turn  this  way, 
ma'am,  if  you  please." 

She  turned  accordingly,  and  afforded  a 
fuller  view  to  Richard. 

"  Now  be  so  good  as  to  state  in  what 
relationship  you  stand  to  the  family  of  this 
Mary  Green." 

"  No  relationship  at  all." 

"  Oh,  you  quibble  at  a  word,  do  you  ? 
"WeU,  then,  barring  relationship,  how 
long  have  you  lived  with  them,  and  on 
what  terms  ?" 

"  I  have  lived  with  them  ever  since  I  lost 
my  parents ;  that  is,  from  my  infancy ;  and 
my  circumstances  are  those  of  being  a  de- 
pendent on  their  bounty." 

"  No,  no !"  exclaimed  a  tremulous  voice, 
that  went  to  Richard's  heart ;  but  the  ma- 
gistrate cried  "Silence,  there!"  and  all 
was  still. 

"  And  if  they  turned  you  out  of  doors, 
where  could  you  go  ?" 

Richard  clenched  his  fist  with  a  move- 
ment so  sudden  and  violent  that  South, 
who  had  been  watching  him  for  some 
time,  caught  his  arm,  and  whispered,  "  Be 
quiet" 

"Where  could  you  go,  hey?"  repeated 
the  questioner,  who  had  succeeded  in  mo- 
mentarily confounding  his  .victim  by  a 
lupposition  so  new  and  so  monstrous. 

But  Helen  had  a  great  stock  of  that  in- 
nate dignity  which  belongs  not  to  birth  or 
■tation,  but  to  character.  She  fixed  a 
■teady  look  upon  him,  and  replied,  "  If  by 
any  dispensation  of  G^od  I  was  deprived  of 
my  best  and  only  friends  on  earth,  I  have 
■tUl  one  to  go  to  who  has  said,  '  Him  that 
Cometh  unto  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 
oat'" 

"  That  is  to  say,  I  suppose,  you  would 
torn  preacher." 

Here  a  murmur  of  "  shame !"  was  dis- 
tinctly heard;  and  one  of  the  gende- 
men  on  the  bench  said,  rather  warmly, 

TOU  IL  17 


"  Enough  of  this ;  it  will  not  shake  the 
clear  testimony  of  the  young  person  before 
us.  You  may  stand  by,  Helen  Fleet- 
wood ;  and  now  what  witnesses  have  we 
for  the  defence?" 

Helen,  with  a  respectful  curtsey  to  the 
bench,  retired;  but  it  was  plain,  by  the 
flushing  of  her  brow  and  struggling  of  her 
breath,  that  the  acquired  strength  of  the 
hour  was  passing  away.  Richard  saw 
his  grandmother  press  forward  to  meet 
and  receive  her ;  he  saw  the  aged  hands 
that  had  fondled  his  infancy  stretched  out 
to  clasp  those  of  its  dearest  companion ; 
and  as  Helen's  head  sank  on  the  shoulder 
of  one  to  whose  fond  heart  the  bare  sug- 
gestion of  turning  her  out  of  doon  had 
been  a  dagger,  Richard  burst  away,  and 
rushed  out  of  the  court 

It  was  too  much  like  a  feverish  dream ; 
and  occurring  aAer  two  sleepless  nights 
of  travel,  it  almost  overset  the  boy's  rea- 
son. He  wandered  on,  careless  where, 
until  a  name  over  a  shop-door,  simileur  to 
that  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  he  was 
sent,  recalled  the  primary  object  of  his 
journey.  Sick  at  heart,  but  still  true  to 
the  principle  of  duty,  he  seated  himself  for 
a  few  minutes  on  a  low  post,  recaUing  his 
message,  and  finding  on  inquiry  that  the 
person  lived  at  the  opposite  end  of  the 
town  from  the  poor  abode  of  his  own  fam- 
ily, he  bent  his  way  thither,  and  deUvered 
his  packet  Orders  were  given  him  to 
wait  and  refresh  himself  in  the  kitchen 
while  it  was  read ;  and  afterwards  he  was 
told  to  call  on  the  morrow  for  farther  di* 
rections.  This  left  him  at  liberty,  and  he 
lost  not  a  moment  in  hurrying  to  what, 
since  it  contained  all  that  he  loved  on 
earth,  he  already  called  his  home. 

Despite  of  all  thaf  combined  to  wring 
their  hearts  with  sorrow,  the  meeting  was 
most  joyful.  Apprized  by  James  of  his 
arrival,  the  delicious  task  of  making  pre- 
parations to  receive  him  again  had  anima- 
ted their  bosoms  and  their  looks.  James 
was  up,  wrapped  in  a  blanket,  and 
seated  on  a  low  stool,  supported  on  two 
sides  by  an  angle  of  the  room,  and  on  the 
third  by  the  crazy  table.  The  widow, 
Helen,  Mary,  Katy,  were  bustling  to  no 
end,  and  Richard's  basket  had  been  plun- 
dered without  scruple  to  aid  in  the  pre-' 
parations.  The  rush  that  met  him  at  the 
door,  the  exclamations  of  welcome  and  of 
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joy,  and  of  wonder  too  at  his  immense 
growth,  and  the  caresses  that  even  little 
Katy  would  bestow,  by  hugging  and  kiss- 
ing one  of  his  hands — all  was  so  much  a 
reality,  that  he  seemed  to  forget  the  ugly 
dream,  and  laughed  through  his  tears,  and 
was  the  happiest  of  all. 

What,  indeed,  is  the  best  of  this  world's 
happines,  but  a  temporary  forgetfulness 
of  the  trouble  to  which  man  is  bom  as  the 
sparks  fly  upwards ! 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

THE  FAMILY  MEETING. 

Scarcely  had  the  family  party  settled 
down  into  comparative  composure,  when 
South  made  bis  appearance.  Convinced 
of  Richard's  identity  by  what  he  had  seen 
in  the  court,  he  now  came  to  offer  him  a 
bed  in  his  house ;  saying,  that  as  he  knew 
the  visit  was  unexpected,  it  would  save 
them  some  trouble.  Richard  would  have 
preferred  lying  on  the  bare  boards  under 
the  same  roof  with  those  so  dear  to  him  ; 
but  a  glance  round  the  miserable  room, 
idiich  was  too  evidently  their  only  apart- 
ment, convinced  him  of  it  impractica- 
bility. He  therefore  confirmed  his  grand- 
mother's reluctant  but  grateful  acceptance 
of  the  neighbourly  offer.  She  was  se- 
cretly unwilling  that  he  should  go  to  one 
whose  family  were  far  from  what  she 
wished,  and  who  would  also  acquaint  him 
with  many  things  of  which  she  desired 
hira  to  be  kept  ignorant ;  but  no  other  al- 
ternative presented  itself,  except  that  of 
turning  him  loose  to  seek  a  lodging  where 
no  young  stranger  was  safe. 

South  did  not  stay  long :  his  good  feel- 
ings, always  alive  toward  this  family, 
overcame  the  temptation  to  stop.  The 
higlLy  respectable  though  rustic  appear- 
ance of  the  yoiung  peasant  had  pleased 
him  greatly ;  and  he  longed  to  show  his 
goodwill- as  the  world  delights  to  show  it; 
that  is,  by  communicating  intelligence 
nearly  concerning  those  whom  he  best 
loved,  of  the  most  painful  nature,  and  in  a 
way  calculated  at  once  to  rouse  and  to 
•woimd  hit  feelings.    Not  that  South  loved 


particularly  to  give  pain,  but  he  liked  to 
produce  a  sensation,  and  to  exhibit  his  ac- 
quaintance with  other  people's  concerns. 
He  lived  in  idleness,  on  the  profits  of  his 
poor  children's  toil ;  and  as  he  closed  the 
early  grave  over  the  heads  of  successive 
victims,  he  quieted  his  conscience  by  keep- 
ing up  a  vehement  and  continued  protest 
against  the  evils  pf  which  he  availed  him- 
self. South  spoke  the  truth;  he  did  not 
exaggerate  facts,  but  he  very  much  weak- 
ened their  effect  on  the  minds  of  his  hear- 
ers, by  sharing  the  spoil.  This  rendered 
a  new  arrival  the  more  welcome,  because 
from  a  stranger  he  was  less  liable  to  the 
retort  that  those  better  acquainted  with 
him  frequently  made. 

When  taking  leave  of  the  widow,  he  ob- 
served, "  You  must  not  be  too  much  dis- 
heartened at  that  fellow's  acquittal.  I 
knew  how  it  would  be  all  along.  The 
inspector  is  getting  too  sharp,  and  he 
must  be  checked,  by  showing  him  how 
little  good  his  inteiference  can  do.  As 
for  all  the  spiteful  things  they  said,  and 
the  lies  they  told  for  the  defence,  never 
heed  them :  it  was  only  to  prevent  your 
getting  redress,  and  so  encouraging  others 
to  seek  it  Well,  Mr.  Green,  don't  hurry 
from  your  friends  to-night:  come  when 
you  like — I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you." 

The  momentary  dream  of  enjoyment 
was  now  dissipated ;  the  painful  reality 
forced  back  upon  their  view,  and  the 
effect  was  felt  in  a  sort  of  restraint 
falling  on  the  party.  They  sate,  neither 
knowing  how  to  break  the  silence,  till 
Mary  began — "  So,  then,  your  were  in  the 
court,  Richard." 

"  Yes,  I  was,  dear,  I  went  immediately 
ailer  leaving  James." 

"And  did  you — did  you  believe  the 
things  they  said  about  us  at  the  end  7" 

"  I  heard  nothing  of  it :  I  came  away 
directly  afler  Helen  was  examined :  but  I 
saw  there  was  a  great  deal  of  wickedness  at 
work  against  you.  Indeed,  I  went  out  be- 
cause I  could  not  stand  it  any  longer  with- 
out speaking  my  mind  to  them  all ;  and  I 
knew  that  must  not  be." 

"You  did  right,  my  dear  child,"  said 
the  widow. 

"But,  granny,  tell  me  two  things. 
What  has  brought  you  so  low  in  your  cir- 
sumstances ;  and  why  did  you  not  let  me 
and  Mr.  Barlow  know  it  in  time  ?"    He 
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looked  round  the  room,  then  in  their  altered 
faces,  and  tears  filled  his  eyes. 

*'It  would  be  along  story,  Richard,  but 
•  the  story  of  hundreds  upon  hundreds  whom 
you  meet  at  every  corner  in  these  towns. 
We  have  not  been  dishonest  nor  idle. 
Helen,  Mary,  Willy,  and  Katy  have  worked 
constantly  in  the  mills :  James,  even  now 
that  he  is  so  weak,  continues  to  make  little 

articles  for  us  to  sell :  and  I" her  voice 

faltered,  but  she  instantly  recovered  it, 
and  in  a  firm,  cheerful  tone  continued,  "  I 
have  gone  out  with  tapes  and  laces,  and 
such  like  things,  and  sometimes  get  a  day's 
employment  at  cleaning  among  the  mills. 
So  Richard,  we  are  all,  by  Grod'a  mercy, 
to  this  hour,  independent." 

"  But  you  seem  to  have  so  few  comforts." 

"  That  is  owing  to  one  or  another  being 
of\en  ill,  and  coals  and  every  thing  so  dear 
last  winter.  When  we  had  the  fever  we 
got  help  from  a  loan  fund,  and  have  been 
paying  it  back.  Indeed,  only  for  bad 
health,  we  should  be  very  well  off,  as  times 
go ;  and  that,  you  know,  is  what  Grod  sees 
fit  to  send  us." 

"  Ah,  but  living  in  such  a  close,  unwhole- 
some place,  how  can  you  be  well  ?" 

"  The  rents  are  too  high  everywhere 
else ;  we  staid  as  long  as  we  could  in  an 
ajry  situation." 

*'  And  you  never  told  me  you  were  ill !" 

"  It  would  only  have  made  you  anxious, 
and  perhaps  have  tempted  you  to  come 
over  and  see  us,  and  take  the  fever  too. 
But  now,  my  dear  child,  let  us  speak  of 
*Grod's  mercies  to  our  souls  and  bodies, 
and  not  talk  as  if  we  reproached  Him  who 
has  been  so  very  gracious  to  us." 

"  Tell  him  about  father,"  said  Katy. 

The  subject  seemed  to  animate  them 
all ;  each  had  something  to  tell :  and  from 
their  united  story  it  seemed  that  Malony 
had  become  more  and  more  attached  to 
the  hearing  of  God's  word ;  and  the  widow 
having  one  day  met  with  an  Irish  reader, 
reasoning  out  of  the  scriptures  with  a 
poor  countryman  of  his,  she  brought  him 
to  Malony,  and  to  her  great  joy  found  that 
he  received  the  word,  in  his  own  tongue, 
not  only  with  gladness,  but  with  the  most 
cheering  evidence  of  a  true  and  saving 
faith.  ^'  It  was  wonderful,"  she  continued, 
"  how  he  caught  at  passages  in  the  Bible, 
and  retained  them  in  his  memory,  and 
easted  upon  them,  I  may  say.    The  reader 


only  stopped  two  or  three  weeks  in  the 
place,  -but  Malony  laid  up  a  store  that 
lasted  him  to  his  dying  breath." 

*'  Please,  sir,"  said  Katy,  "  father  did  be 
saying  the  Bible  to  himself  all  day  long. 
I  know  it  was  the  Bible,  because  I  read 
the  same  in  English :  and  he  would  make 
me  repeat  to  him  what  I  heard  at  church : 
for  father  sent  me  to  church  too,  sir." 

"Ay,"  said  James;  "do  you  know, 
Richard,  he  would  as  soon  have  seen 
Katy's  head  off,  as  let  her  go  to  a  Protest- 
ant church,  till  one  day  the  priest  scolded 
him  for  hearing  the  Bible,  and  forbade  it 
him.  So,  directly,  Malony,  seeing  our  re- 
h'gion  taught  us  to  read  the  Bible,  and  his 
denied  it,  determined  his  child  should  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  Popery.  You 
would  not  believe  scarcely  what  a  work 
there  was  when  poor  little  Katy  was  seen 
going  to  church;  and  when,  soon  afW, 
she  took  the  fever,  the  priest  told  every 
body  it  was  a  judgment  upon  her  for  turn- 
mg  heretic,  and  that  she  would  die  and  go 
to  heU." 

"  But  I  did'nt  die,  sir,"  said  Katy. 

"  So  I  see,  my  little  lass,"  replied  Rich- 
ard, smiling ;  "  and  I  hope  you  will  long 
live  to  stand  by  your  friends,  as  you  did 
this  morning." 

Katy  looked  energetic,  replying  in  a  de- 
cided tone,  "  And  I  will  sir,  please  God." 

"  The  fever,"  resumed  the  widow,  "  by 
laying  poor  Katy  up,  deprived  Maloay  of 
his  sole  means  of  support:  he  was  already 

helpless,  in  the  last  stage  of  decline" 

she  paused,  then  added,  "  He  died  in  this 
room,  rejoicing  in  Grod  his  Saviour ;  a  more 
triumphant  death  I  never  witnessed." 

"It  was  you  that  did  it,"  exclaimed  Katy, 
suddenly  rushing  up  to  ihe  old  woman, 
and  burying  her  face  in  her  lap :  "  it  was 
your  own  blessed  self  that  did  it  all." 

"No,  my  child,  it  was  the  Lord  who 
did  it" 

"  Ah,  but  he  bid  you  do  it,  and  you  did. 
Sure,  did'nt  you  bring  poor  father  here, 
and  nurse-tend  him,  and  me  too,  when 
never  the  one  of  us  could  lift  up  head  or 
hand  to  bless  you  ?  And  did'nt  you  talk 
to  him,  and  pray  for  him,  when  the  heart 
of  you  was  breaking  with  all  of  us  sick, 
and  give  us  the  half  of  every  sup  of  drink 
that  was  little  enough  for  yourselves; 
and" 

"  Well,  well,  Katy,  whatever  we  were 
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doing  'or  you.  we  are  well 
jjvt;  \uu  bear  U8«  and  far 
tiiig  you  ae:Mrou8  to  i»'alk  in 
4«.  .-^1:11:  -va^  uiac  has  led  vour  dear  fa- 
ivi    o    ita««u.    Aud  what  way  is  that, 


too  happy  at  L- 


» 


ob 


jc;>u;>  Chri«(  i«  the  wav.  ma'ara,  and 

a«.  Tuui.  Mid  :be  lile/' 
I'.'ic  *.uru  'Jiui»  ^iven  U>  the  conversation 

^«a»     ariiiiT    improved    by    the    widow, 

Ktieik  .uid  Jame^  until  Richard  half  for- 
s^;i  :iu'  sorrow*  of  the  road  by  which  they 
ikcrv  inivt^lhiib^  iu  the  brightness  of  the 
pcvihiKvt  before  them.  It  wtis  nothing  new 
to  hcMr  hj«  grandmother  discourse  of  eter- 
uaX  revdiiies  until  they  seemed  visible  to 
hcrijti^lt'  and  thoi»e  around ;  but  Helen  as- 
UHUciiied  him  by  the  quiet  fervour  of  her 
i4Nrti^  and  the  earnestness  with  which  she 
pre«i»ed  on  him  the  consideration  of  those 
lhing«  which  she  had  formerly  recom- 
mended itnleed  by  her  daily  walk,  but 
uever  spoken  much  about 

**You  see,  Richard,"  she  remarked, 
''  how  little  we  really  believe  what  God 
tells  us ;  or  il*  we  do  believe  it,  how  little 
we  desire  what  he  says  is  best  for  us; 
even  though  the  dearest  of  his  people  bear 
witness  that  thev  have  found  it  so.  God 
•ays,  *  It  is  good  tor  a  man  that  he  bear 
the  yoke  iu  his  )'outh ;'  and  David  testi- 
fies, *  It  is  good  for  me  that  I  have  been 
atHicteil  ;*  ami  Paul  says,  *  If  we  suffer 
with  hiiii,  we  shall  also  reign  with  him ;' 
and  tike  angel  says  of  those  who  are  be- 
fbre  the  throne,  with  white  robes,  and 
palms  of  triumph,  *  These  are  they  that 
came  out  of  great  tribulation.'  And  yet, 
with  all  this  betbre  us,  how  little  we  like 
that  either  ourselves  or  those  belonging  to 
us  should  bear  the  yoke,  or  see  affliction  P' 

^*I  cannot  deny  that,  Helen:  if  we  liked 
it,  it  would  not  be  affliction :  but  there  are 
troubles  e\'erywhere,  and  why  not  meet 
them  where  we  have  the  comfort  of  dear 
IViends  to  feel  with  us,  and  to  encourage 
us  ?  Must  you  come  into  such  a  dreadful 
place  as  this  to  look  for  misery  ?" 

"  We  did  not  come  here  to  seek  misery," 
said  the  widow  with  a  sigh,  ^^and  dear 
Richard  knows  that :  but  we  have  found 
it  here,  at  least  what  you  consider  misery, 
and  with  such  words  to  cheer  us  as  our 
Helen  has  just  quoted,  surely  we  may 
bless  the  Lord  for  the  portion  he  sees  good 
10  provide  ui  with." 


"We  were 
served  James. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  being 
too  happy,"  said  Mary.  "  Your  health  • 
was  none  of  the  best:  we  worked  hard, 
and  met  with  troubles  enough.  To  be 
sure,  we  had  fresh  air  and  sunshine,  and 
green  grass  to  walk  on,  and  flowers  to 
look  at,  and  decent  people  about  us ;  and 
we  could  really  walk  about  without  being 
run  against  by  drunken  men,  or  hearing 
people  curse  and  swear  at  every  turn. 
No  doubt,  it  is  much  better  for  us  to  be 
where  we  have  none  of  these  indulgences 
to  spoil  us ;  and  where  I  can  be  beaten 
and  kicked  about,  and  get  no  redress ;  and 
where  Helen  may  be  set  out  in  public  for 
a  drunkard  and  every  thing  that  is  bad." 
"  Mary !  Mary !"  cried  the  widow  sor- 
rowfully, "  to  hear  you  talk  in  such  a  way 
is  a  far  worse  trial  than  all  the  rest." 

Richard  was  shocked:  the  expression 
of  his  sister's  face  had  already  struck  him 
as  being  much  altered  for  the  worse ;  but 
the  bitter  scorn,  the  sarcastic  levity  that 
swelled  in  every  feature  while  she  uttered 
these  remarks,  bespoke  a  greater  change 
than  he  was  prepared  for.  The  sorrow, 
too,  depicted  on  the  countenances  of  the 
rest  was  unmingled  with  surprise  at  what 
seemed  so  strange  to  him ;  and  he  felt  that 
he  must  stifle  his  own  regrets  to  avoid 
giving  encouragement  to  what  sounded 
too  like  the  language  of  reproach  against 
their  best  friend. 

"  Dearest  granny,"  he  said,  "  you  must 
forgive  Mary  and  me  too,  considering 
what  we  cannot  help  feeling  when  it  was 
for  us  tliat  you  gave  up  every  comfort, 
and  left  your  home.  We  all  know  you 
could  have  staid,  and  have  been  better  off 
than  before,  only  for  us.  If  you  would  have 
thrown  us  on  the  parish,  you  might  have 
stocked  a  nice  little  shop  with  the  money 
you  had,  and  got  rich  by  it:  but  you 
would  not;  you  thought  by  giving  up 
every  thing  that  would  have  cheered  your 
old  age  at  home  and  coming  yourself 
cmiiong  strangers,  and  beginning,  I  may 
say,  Uie  world  anew,  when  you  should 
have  been  settling  in  a  comfortable  nest 
to  end  it  in,  you  would  have  us  all  inde- 
pendent and  prosperous.  You  could  no 
more  foresee  what  would  happen  here, 
than  you  could  foresee  the  loss  of  our 
lease ;  Grod  has  ordered  it  as  he  saw  best; 
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bat  don't  blame  us  if  we  grieve  at  what 
you  suffer  for  us;"  and  while  he  kissed 
the  tear  from  her  aged  cheek,  he  added, 
"  better  days  may  come  yet  j  for  Pll  turn 
the  world  upside  down,  but  something 
shall  be  done  to  bring  them  round." 

"  You  are  more  likely  to  turn  your  own 
head  in  the  attempt,"  said  Mary,  "  even  if 
you  use  the  best  spade  you  have." 

Her  brother  looked  sternly  at  her,  and 
■he  returned  the  look  with  one  of  sulky 
defiance :  his  oblique  reproof  had  failed  to 
reach  her  heart,  and  only  wounded  her 
pride.  She  had  lately  indulged  in  a  habit 
of  indirectly  reproaching  her  grandmother 
for  bringing  them  there,  and  Helen  for 
having  so  long  Uved  upon  what,  she  hinted, 
would,  if  laid  by,  have  sufficed  to  provide 
another  home  for  them  in  L.  Richard 
had  completely  silenced  her  on  the  former 
point,  and  she  longed  to  take  a  double  re- 
renge  on  Helen. 

For,  alas!  httle  Mary  had  gradually 
jrielded  to  the  corrupting  influence  around 
her,  so  far  as  to  stifle  the  pleadings  of  a 
better  voice  within,  and  to  give  the  reins 
to  an  angry  temper  which  when  let  loose 
would  spare  none  within  its  range.  She 
had  become  a  tyrant ;  and  as  tyrants  are 
generally  cowards,  the  most  helpless  was 
sure  to  feel  its  worst  effects.  She  loved 
Richard  ;  and  she  might  have  learned  to 
regard  him  now  with  somewhat  of  salu- 
tary fear,  but  the  shortness  of  his  stay 
prevented  such  a  feeling,  while  the  de- 
light of  vindicating  her  conscious  power  to 
distress  others  even  in  his  presence,  dead- 
ened the  sense  not  only  of  affection  but  of 
eommon  humanity  towards  him,  who  must 
necessarily  be  made  most  unhappy  by  the 
discovery.  So  it  is,  that  one  evil  passion 
allowed  to  prevail  can  overcome  every 
thing  good  in  the  character,  and  spread, 
like  a  devouring  fire,  destruction  all 
around  it. 

James  was  the  only  person  who  pos- 
sessed any  real  influence  over  her,  and  he, 
biLreminding  her  how  very  soon  she  must 
t^him  coffined,  sometimes  prevailed  to 
calm  a  rising  storm.  He  now  asked  her 
for  drink,  and  while  she  held  it  to  his  lips, 
whispered,  "  Mary,  I  shall  never  see  dear 
Richard  again:  for  my  sake  let  all  be 
qoiet  and  happy  while  he  stays." 

"Who  wants  to  hinder  it?"  she  mut- 


tered :  while  her  countenance  lost  some  of 
its  bad  expression. 

Soon  after,  Willy  came  in;  Richard 
had  asked  many  times  when  he  would  ar- 
rive ;  for  he  was  the  pet  of  his  eldest  bro- 
ther, even  more  than  of  any  one  else ;  and 
ardently  did  the  youth  desire  once  more 
to  behold  ^'  the  httle  one,"  as  he  was  called. 
Willy  entered  abruptly,  and  stood  for  a 
moment  surprised  to  see  a  stranger  seated 
at  their  poor  table ;  but  his  brother  flew 
to  him,  and  lifting  him  in  his  arms  ex- 
claimed, "  My  own  Willy  I  my  Uttle  dar- 
ling !  how  I  have  longed,  and  longed  to 
look  in  your  dear  face  again !" 

The  httle  boy,  for  he  was  not  even 
nearly  so  much  grown  as  Mary  or  James, 
stared  at  him  in  perplexity ;  not  that  he 
did  not  know  him,  but  his  head  was  con- 
fused, and  he  could  not  understand  how 
Richard  came  there.  On  a  sudden  the 
latter  turned  pale,  and  set  him  down,  but 
still  holding  him  by  the  hand  he  resumed 
his  seat,  and  placed  Willy  on  his  knee. 
At  that  moment  he  met  a  look  of  anxious 
observation  from  Helen,  who,  on  catching 
his  eye,  hastily  averted  her  own,  but  the 
glance,  short  as  it  was,  betrayed  too  much 
— it  told  him  her  fears  that  he  had  de- 
tected in  the  breath  of  that  child  the  nox- 
ious fumes  of  ardent  spirits ! 

Poor  Richard's  mbery  seemed  now 
complete.  Of  those  whom  he  so  fondly 
loved  one  was  on  the  very  brink  of  the 
grave,  another  evidently  beginning  to  sink, 
and  the  remaining  two  straying  in  child- 
hood from  the  paths  of  peace.  His  grand- 
mother became  almost  an  object  of  resent- 
ment, because,  knowing  as  she  must  the 
state  of  those  committed  to  her,  she  looked 
so  calm,  so  resigned,  almost  happy.  Little 
could  Richard  understand  of  her  real  feel- 
ings :  she  had  struggled  until  at  one  time 
the  apathy  of  despair  came  over  that  ac- 
tive spirit,  and  then  it  would  indeed  have 
wrung  his  heart  to  have  seen  her  ghastly 
looks ;  and  to  have  heard  the  tones  of  her 
altered  voice :  but  out  of  this  wretched 
frame  she  had  been  delivered  by  the  in- 
strumentality of  Helen  and  James,  and 
now  the  language  of  her  soul  was  once 
more — '4t  is  the  Lord;  let  him  do  as 
seemeth  him  good."  Yet  at  times  the 
conflict  within  was  dreadful,  and  self^ 
reproach  almost  overcame  her  confidence 
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in  God,  who  seemed  to  be  giving  her  thus 
to  eat  of  the  fruit  of  her  own  way ;  while 
what  had  in  reah'ty  been  only  an  error  in 
judgment,  in  yielding  to  a  most  artfully- 
concerted  plan  of  deceit,  assumed  the  as- 
pect of  wilful,  presumptuous  sin. 

The  evening  wore  away ;  the  beloved 
Bible  was  once  more  opened,  and  again 
their  voices  rose  together  in  prayer  and 
praise;  but  though  the  words  of  their 
hymn  were  joyful,  tlie  tones  breathed 
forth  were  sad,  and  tremulous  from  emo- 
tion, for  even  Mary  was  overcome  by  the 
recollection  of  past  happy  hours :  as  she 
stood  leaning  on  her  brother^s  shoulder, 
the  better  feelings  of  her  nature  resumed 
their  sway,  and  the  events  that  had  oc- 
curred since  their  last  parting  seemed  an 
uneasy  dream  that  she  longed  to  forget 

With  a  heavy  heart  Richard  bestowed 
and  received  the  reluctant  "  Good  night," 
and  soon  found  himself  seated  in  the  little 
close  room  that  South  called  his  parlour, 
where  a  bed  had  been  made  up  for  him, 
while  a  pot  of  porter,  some  bread  and 
cheese,  with  two  plates,  and  two  tobacco 
pipes  bespoke  the  design  of  his  host  to 
have  some  conversation  with  him  before 
he  retired  to  rest 

Apologies  having  been  made  for  poor 
accommodation,  and  warm  thanks  re- 
turned for  the  kindness  shown,  they  soon 
entered  upon  the  topic  of  the  morning's 
meeting.  Richard  never  smoked,  and 
South,  in  compliment  to  him,  refrained. 

"  Well,  now,  Mr.  Green,  it  was  strange 
enough  that  you  should  chance  to  place 
yourself  in  the  court  just  beside  one  who 
could  explain  so  much  of  what  was  going 
on.  I  saw  you  were  a  stranger,  but  never 
suspected  you  to  be  of  that  family  till  you 
got  so  warm  about  your  sister.  Then,  to 
be  sure,  I  saw  the  likeness,  and  began  to 
•fancy  you  must  be  the  brother  they  were 
always  tsdking  about" 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  South,  I  should  have  been 
■ore  puzzled  by  some  of  the  things  I 
heard,  only  for  you." 

<^  And  what,  may  I  ask,  do  you  think  of 
the  business?" 

"  I  think  they  have  perverted  judgment 
and  wronged  the  fatherless,  and  robbed 
ihe  poor,  and  oppressed  the  stranger;" 
replied  Richard,  making  a  strong  effort  to 
restrain  his  feelings. 


"  Ay,  they  have  indeed.    Did  you  hear 
what  passed  after  you  ran  out?" 
«  No." 

"  It's  just  like  them,  bearing  it  without 
a  complaint:  but  nothing  could  equal  the 
villany  practised.    You  heard  the  strong 
evidence  of  the  little  Irish  girl,  and  the 
still  clearer  proof  given  by  Helen;  also 
the  vile  attempt  to  brow-beat  them  both, 
which  succeeded  so  ill  that  we  thought 
the  case  was  established;   however  the 
other  party  brought  up  a  swarm  of  ras- 
cally slaves  to  swear  away  the  characters 
of  your  two  girls,  and  to  declare  that  no 
undue  severity  had  been  used  to  Mary. 
This,  with  the  absence  of  two  or  three 
who  had  promised  to  give  evidence  for 
her,  but  who  were  kept  away  by  easy 
methods,  turned   the   balance;   and  the 
case  was  dismissed,  with  some  remarks 
on  the  bad  spirit  of  those  who  could  get 
it  up.    I  was  glad  you  left ;  for  your  feel- 
ings would  have  been  greatly  wounded, 
especially  with  regard  to  that  good  girl 
Helen,  who  was  grossly  misrepresented. 
However,  I  hope  you  are  come  to  rescue 
some  at  least  of  them  from  the  mills  ?" 
Richard  shook  his  head. 
"  Never  mind,  you  may  do  so  by-and- 
by ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  the  very  lowest 
employment  you  could  find  for  them  in 
the  country  would  be  better,  even  in  point 
of  respectability,  than  the  best  they  can 
get  here." 

"  How  came  they — how  came  Helen  to 
provoke  so  much  ill-will  ?"  asked  Richard. 
"Through  the  envious  spite  of  a  girl 
whom  I  could  say  a  good  deal  of,  only  tliat 
she's  your  cousin.  Phoebe  Wright  hated 
her  for  being  so  different  from  herself,  and 
began  this  persecution.  She  is  lately  gone 
off  with  a  regiment  of  soldiers,  and  a 
happy  riddance  we  have  of  her !" 

"  But  that  proves  her  to  be  herself  a 
very  bad  person,  and  it  ought  at  least  to 
do  away  with  the  effect  her  ill-word  might 
have  before  she  was  found  out" 

South  looked  at  him  compassionately. 
"You  know  little  of  the  wickedness  of 
such  places  if  you  think  a  bad  person  has 
not  more  partizans  here  tlian  a  good  one. 
If  the  worst  they  ever  said  of  Helen  had 
been  true,  she  would  have  suffered  no  ill- 
will,  much  less  persecution  for  it :  but  be- 
cause her  whole  conduct  gives  the  lie  to 
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her  slanderers,  and  moreover  sets  them 
an  example  just  the  contrary  to  what  tliey 
like  to  follow,  she  is  hunted  down  for  a 
hypocrite  and  false  pretender.*' 

"  She  is  not/*  said  Richard,  sternly. 

"  Well,  I  know  that ;  and  so  do  they." 

Here  Uiere  was  a  pause.  South  pre- 
sently resumed. 

"It  is  an  ungracious  part  to  act;  but 
you  see  I  have  taken  an  interest  in  your 
family  ever  since  they  came  here ;  and  as 
you  may  do  something  'towards  mending 
the  condition  of  one,  at  least,  I  can't  help 
telling  you  things  unpleasant  to  hear. 
That  little  one — Willy — is  in  bad  hands, 
for  all  what  Mrs.  Green  thinks,  and  I  wish 
youM  see  to  him."  He  then  proceeded  to 
tell  him  that  Parkins,  to  whose  care  the 
boy  was  confided,  took  no  concern  in  him ; 
and  that  he  feared  he  was  not  doing  well. 

Richard  frankly  told  him  he  had  reason 
to  fear  so  too;  and  mentioned  the  dis- 
covery that  he  had  made,  adding,  "only 
that  I  can't  persuade  myself  it  is  possible." 

"  It  is  not  only  too  possible,  but  a  com- 
mon thing  among  the  poor  children.  Con- 
sider what  a  faint,  exhausted  state  they 
must  be  in  when  coming  out  of  those  hot 
crowded  rooms,  where  they  have  been 
confined  so  many  hours,  w^orking  away  at 
the  most  fatiguing  labour,  that  strains 
every  muscle  of  the  body  without  giving 
wholesome  exercise  to  any:  their  sto- 
machs qualmish  with  hunger,  or  with  un- 
wholesome food,  made  so  by  the  filthy 
dust  and  woolly  particles,  that  they  cannot 
help  sucking  down  with  every-  breath: 
their  minds  made  sickly  by  conversation 
as  dirty  as  the  place  they  inhabit;  long- 
ing for  refreshment,  but  too  tired  and  lazy 
to  seek  it  in  the  play  natural  to  their  years. 
I  say.  Green,  consider  all  this,  and  tlien 
fancy  the  effect  of  a  dram,  warming,  and 
righting,  as  it  were,  their  uncomfortable 
stomachs,  putting  new  life,  not  a  real  life, 
I  grant  you,  into  their  whole  bodies,  and 
raising  up  their  spirits  into  a  frolicksome 
mood  th^t  they  love  to  feel  them  in.  Can 
you  wonder  that  the  halfpenny  is  hoarded, 
begged,  ay,  stolen,  to  get  the  smallest  sup 
of  such  a  luxury  ?" 

Richard's  blood  mounted  at  the  word 
"stolen,"  but  he  said  nothing,  and  South 
proceeded. 

"I  am  speaking  of  the  present  time, 
while  'tis  yet  summer ;  but  now  suppose 


what  it  is  to  come  out  in  the  state  I  have 
described,  and  moreover  melted  with  heat, 
as  you  will  see  they  are  if  you  look  into 
one  of  the  mills,  into  the  chilling  frost  of 
a  winter  evening,  without  a  rag  of  ad- 
ditional clothing,  and  probably  knowing 
there  is  but  a  small  share  of  a  very  poor 
fire,  if  any,  for  them  at  home ;  and  little 
enough  of  bedding  to  cover  their  shiver- 
ing limbs.  Don't  you  see,  the  gin-shop  is 
a  temptation  hardly  to  be  resisted  even  by 
the  c€ureful  father  of  a  family,  much  less 
by  the  poor  silly  child  that  never  troubles 
its  head  for  a  moment  about  consequen- 
ces?" 

"Nothing  but  the  grace  of  God  can 
restrain  a  body  in  such  a  case,"  observed 
Richard;  "and  that  grace  is  as  free  to 
my  poor  little  Willy  as  to  the  wisest  of 
men,  if  he  would  but  seek  it" 

This  remark  was  out  of  South's  line. 
He  cut  a  piece  of  cheese,  and  then  re- 
sumed, "Your  speaking  reminds  me  of 
what  I  was  first  saying.  The  person  your 
grandmother  trusts  Willy  to  is  a  man 
reckonecTvery  religious ;  so  she  thinks  all 
must  needs  be  right.  I  don't  understand 
exactly  what  his  notions  arc,  but  he  seems 
to  say  that  if  a  man  is  not  kept  from  doing 
wTong  by  a  miracle,  noUiing  else  will  keep 
him  from  it  However,  I  advise  you  to 
see  Parkins,  and  find  what  sort  of  a  look- 
out he  keeps  over  your  little  brother." 

Richard  willingly  promised  to  do  this ; 
and  South  volunteered  some  farther  infor- 
mation. 

"  I  must  say  the  conduct  of  your  aunt 
Wright's  family  has  been  very  unnatural; 
but  how  can  you  expect  people  to  feel  for 
their  more  diistant  relations  who  care  no- 
tliing  for  their  very  nearest  flesh  and 
blood  ?    I  dare  say  you  heard  of  Scvgh?" 

"Yes;  they  wrote  me  that  she  was 
much  afflicted,  and  that  Grod  seemed  to 
be  opening  her  heart  to  receive  the  gos- 
pel ;  but  lately  they  have  not  mentioned 
her." 

^-  No ;  'tis  a  wonder  ^e  still  lives  if  such 
a  state  can  be  called  living.  Poor  thing ! 
her  only  comfort  was  in  hearing  about  re- 
ligion from  Helen  and  the  rest ;  but  you 
may  be  sure  such  things  could  not  be 
pleasant  in  a  place  where  Miss  Phcebe 
ruled,  so  they  made  the  very  falsehoods 
they  themselves  invented  of  your  girls 
an  excuse  for  not  keeping  up  the  ac- 
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qoaintance ;  and  to  gratify  a  wicked  envi- 
ous spite,  they  deprived  the  poor  dying 
creature  of  the  only  thing  that  could 
lighten  her  sufferings.  I  am  not  a  religious 
man  myself,  but  I  can  respect  it  in  others ; 
and  I  should  be  sorry  not  to  look  forward 
to  the  consolations  of  religion  on  my  death- 
oed.  In  these  places  the  poor  live  like 
beasts  of  burden,  and  so  Uiey  must  be 
content  to  die." 

Richard  was  inclined  to  ask  him  what 
death-bed  consolations  a  man  could  ex- 
pect from  religion  who  took  no  thought 
about  it  during  his  years  of  life ;  but  South 
gave  him  no  time  to  speak.  He  entered 
upon  the  character  of  Charles  Wright, 
describing  him  as  the  roost  culpable  of  all, 
because  he  had  it  in  his  power  fully  to 
contradict  the  gross  untruths  of  his  sister, 
and  to  check  others  younger  than  him- 
self; "but  here,"  he  continued,  "is  the 
great  evil :  they  grow  up  in  the  mills  from 
childhood  to  manhood — that  is,  the  very 
few  among  them  who  live  to  be  men  and 
women — and  all  the  change  of  character 
they  undergo  is  from  bad  to  worse ;  from 
being  learners  of  wickedness  to  being 
teachers  of  it  In  other  situations  you 
may  say  of  a  foolish  child,  "  He  will  know 
better  when  he's  older,"  for  children,  as 
they  grow  up,  look  about  them  and  see 
that  good  conduct  brings  credit  and  profit, 
while  the  contrary  leads  to  disgrace  and 
ruin;  whereas,  in  these  mills,  the  child 
sees  nothing  of  the  sort ;  those  about  him 
are  all  of  one  class,  and  they  may  lie, 
they  may  steal,  they  may  drink,  they  may 
make  themselves  no  better  than  the  beasts 
of  the  earth,  so  long  as  they  work  out 
their  hours  of  labour,  keepihg  time  with 
the  machinery,  and  don't  openly  wrong 
thcir*cmployer.  Indeed,  where  there  is 
so  much  wickedness  its  more  for  their 
comfort  to  be  like  the  rest :  any  one  trying 
to  withstand  bad  example,  and  to  set  a 
good  one,  like  yon  poor  girl  Helen,  must 
expect  that  if  she  don't  choose  to  blacken 
her  mind  they'll  blacken  her  name.  Such 
a  rookery  of  crows  can't  bear  a  white  dove 
among  them." 

"  But  surely,  Mr.  South."  said  Richard, 
who  began  to  feel  irritated,  "  surely  there 
must  be  some  people,  out  of  the  thousands 
you  are  talking  about,  not  deserving  the 
horrid  character  you  give  them.     You 


wouldn't  wish  me  to  think  £..  my  fellow- 
creatures  devils  ?" 

"  Not  I ;  its  only  the  mill-people  I  speak 
of;  and  if  you  think  me  uncharitable,  just 
ask  yourself  what  you  would  most  likely 
now  be  if  you  had  been  taken  out  of  your 
bed  every  day  at  early  morn,  and  shut  up 
in  a  close,  hot,  dirty,  unwholesome  build- 
ing, where  you'd  never  have  heard  a  syl- 
lable of  good  advice,  but  cursing  and 
swearing,  and  filthy  talk  from  morning  to 
night :  tlien  to  go  home,  so  tired  you  had 
no  fhought  for  any  thing  but  to  get  to 
sleep  as  fast  as  could  be,  and  up  again  for 
the  same  purpose.  This  to  go  on  from 
Monday  morning  to  Saturday  night,  and 
Sunday  the  only  play-day  you  had — the 
only  day  when  you  might,  by  taking  a 
stroll,  satisfy  yourself  that  the  world  is  not 
made  entirely  of  brick  and  stone — the 
only — " 

"  Oh,  say  no  more !"  exclaimed  Rich- 
ard, burying  his  face  in  his  hands.  This 
appeal  had  reached  his  heart,  and  too  well 
convinced  him  of  what  he  dreaded  to  be- 
lieve. The  conviction  flashed  upon  him 
of  how  much  the  scenes  in  which  he  had 
lived  and  acted  had  contributed  to  form  his 
character.  Take  away  the  sunny  land- 
scape, the  broad  fields,  carpeted  with 
smiling  flowers,  the  shady  banks,  the  tow- 
ering trees,  the  high  open  canopy  of  hea- 
ven, and  the  sea — the  glorious  sea,  which 
witli  thundering  lullaby  had  hushed  him 
to  rest,  and  whose  majestic  roar  had 
blended  with  the  skylark's  morning  salu- 
tation— take  these  away,  and  Richard 
could  only  regard  the  world  as  a  dreary, 
joyless  spot,  compared  with  what  he  had 
found  it  He  also  felt  how  infinitely  more 
eflicacious  to  his  soul  had  been  the  pious 
precepts  carefully  instilled,  because  of 
their  practical  exemplification  in  the  daily 
walk  of  his  teachers ;  and  with  anguish 
unspeakable  his  thoughts  reverted  to  Willy 
and  Mary,  as  being  actually,  perhaps  irre- 
coverably entangled  in  the  snare  so  vividly 
depicted.  South  observed  the  conflict  that 
flushed  the  youth's  forehead,  and  oppressed 
his  breathing ;  and  sought  a  little  to  qualify 
what  he  had  said. 

"  Mind,  I  don't  deny  that  a  well-instruct- 
ed, virtuous  child  may  even  stand  against 
all  this,  with  the  help  of  such  a  watchful 
friend  at  home  as  your  young  ones  have ; 
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Dut  I  wanted  to  prove  to  you  that  the 
wickedness  of  the  factories  is  not  to  be 
charged  on  the  poor  labourers,  so  much 
as  on  the  vile  system  that  makes  slaves, 
not  servants,  of  them.  Certainly  things 
have  been  worse ;  but  with  every  improve- 
ment they  are  still  what  I  represent,  els 
the  scene  I  saw  this  morning  may  prove 
to  you.  There  the  inspector  did  all  that 
the  law  allows ;  he  searched  out  for  cases 
of  injustice,  brought  them  to  as  fair  a  trial 
as  he  could  obtain,  and  as  it  was  impossible 
he  should  stop  to  superintend  it,  he  placed 
the  matter  in  most  respectable,  honoura- 
ble hands,  and  gave  every  help  in  his 
power ;  yet  you  see  the  result ;  and  I  need 
not  remind  you  how  they  baffled  him,  by 
intimidating  one  set  of  witnesses,  brow- 
beating anotlier,  influencing  a  third,  slan- 
dering a  fourth,  perplexing  the  silly  chil- 
dren, quibbling  about  words,  shilling  the 
responsibility  from  party  to  party,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  surgeons'  and  magistrates' 
certificates,  and  finally  making  sure  of  a 
partial  decision  by  putting  a  near  relation 
on  the  bench.  Self-interest,  Green,  is  a 
strong  feeUng  in  man ;  and  the  laws  are  to 
be  blamed  that  leave  the  mill-owners  at 
liberty  to  go  such  lengths  where  it  leads 
them.  Many  an  honourable,  kind-hearted 
man  is  drawn  away  insensibly  to  do,  for  his 
own  interest,  what  he  would  never  think  of 
doing  if  the  fact  of  its  being  allowed  by  the 
laws,  and  being  done  by  his  neighbours, 
did  not  make  him  look  on  it  as  a  sort  of 
thing  of  course — a  necessary  evil — an  act 
of  injustice  done  by  so  many  that  his  re- 
fraining from  it  would  only  ruin  himself, 
without  taking  any  thing  worth  mention- 
ing from  the  amount  of  public  harm." 

"  Now  that's  the  way  I  like  to  put  it, 
Mr.  South,"  said  Richard.  ^'  I  can't  bear 
to  throw  the  blame  so  heavily  on  my  fel- 
low-creatures ;  and  I  would  rather  it  rested 
on  the  laws  that  are  so  bad." 

"Yes,  but  the  laws  don't  make  them- 
selves, you  know ;  and  we  send  up  mem- 
bers to  Parliament  on  purpose  to  make 
good  laws  for  us,  or  to  alter  what  are  bad. 
This  carries  the  blame  beyond  the  mill- 
owners.  They  have,  altogether,  submitted 
very  well  to  some  alterations  that  bore 
hard  upon  them;  and  we  can't  expect 
them  to  throw  away  what  they  have 
always  been  in  the  habit  of  getting,  unless 
obliged  by  law  to  do  so.  I'll  tell  you  what, 
Vol.  II.  18 


Green,"  he  added  with  a  vehemence  that 
surprised  his  hearer,  "there  are  those 
among  us  that  went  such  lengths  as  we 
ought  not,  to  frighten  the  government  into 
giving  us  a  Reform  Bill,  because  those 
that  were  to  get  into  Parliament  by  it 
promised  the  redress  of  our  heavy  griev- 
ances ;  and  we  got  it ;  and  these  men  took 
took  their  places  in  the  House  according- 
ly :  but  now,  mind  me,  young  one,  while 
I  say — ay,  and  I'll  swear  it  on  all  the 
books  that  ever  were  printed — there  never 
was  a  body  of  men  brought  together  that 
thought  so  httle  of  their  pledges,  or  cared 
so  little  for  the  poor,  or  trifled  so  with  the 
liberties  that  they  had  always  in  their 
mouths,  as  this  reformed  House  of  Com- 
monsf  A  boroughmongering  Parliament 
passed  old  Sir  Robert  Peel's  bill,  which  is 
the  only  real  boon  ever  bestowed  on  the 
poor  factory  labourers ;  and  a  reformed 
Parliament,  a  reforming  government,  un- 
did all  the  best  clauses  in  that  bill." 

"  I  know  no  more  of  politics  than  the 
babe  unborn,"  said  Richard. 

"  Very  likely ;  but  the  time  is  coming, 
when  every  man,  woman,  and  child  must 
know  something  of  politics.  They  have 
given  us  cheap  knowledge,  because  it  is 
as  cheap  to  them  as  to  us ;  and  because 
they  thought  if  we  saw  a  little  farther  we 
should  be  more  willing  to  put  our  shoulder 
to  their  wheel,  and  help  them  forward; 
but  we  are  looking  beyond  the  point  they 
marked  out,  and  may  show  them  yet  that  we 
are  not  to  be  bamboozled  witli  fine  names, 
when  we  want  tlie  things  themselves  that 
those  names  signify." 

Richard  was  perplexed.  A  degree  of 
excitement  had  taken  place  of  South's  quiet 
manner,  generally  dull  and  heavy,  but  al- 
ways dissatisfied.  He  seemed  to  have 
thrown  aside  his  reserve,  and  exhibited  the 
restless  impatience  of  a  man  who  has 
something  to  divulge  that  he  is  not  quite 
sure  he  may  speak.  He  looked  earnestly 
at  the  youth,  and  asked,  "  How  long  do 
you  stay  here  7" 

"  Only  four  days." 

Soutii  shook  his  head ;  "  I  fear  you'll 
carry  back  a  heavy  heart  in  your  bosom." 

"  So  I  must ;  I  shall  never  be  happy 
again,  as  I  was  before.  May  the  Lord 
give  me  grace  to  cast  my  burden  on  him, 
for  I  know  he  can  sustain  it !" 

"  You  are  a  good  young  man ;  but  ita 
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all  owing  to  the  way  and  the  place  you 
were  brought  up  in." 

<4  am  not  good,  Mr.  South.  God 
knows  how  evil  and  rebellious  a  creature 
I  am ;  and  if  I  have  been  kept  from  some 
of  the  open  sins  that  others  run  into,  it  is 
owing  to  his  blessing  on  the  good  teaching 
I  have  had.  Do  you  suppose  there  is  no 
wickedness  in  the  country,  or  that  some 
who  are  carefully  reared  don't  turn  out 
badly  at  last  ?  We  must  give  the  glory  to 
God,  and  not  to  man." 

"  Well,  I  don't  doubt  your  being  right," 
said  South,  who  had  resumed  his  cautious 
manner,  '*  but  on  your  own  principle  you 
are  bound  to  look  after  that  little  brother 
of  yours,  who  is  likely  to  lose  what  he  has 
got"  • 

Richard  assured  him  that  such  was  his 
intention ;  and  resolving  to  investigate  the 
matter  on  the  following  day,  he  went  to  his 
bed,  weary  and  dejected,  to  ponder  over 
the  occurrences  of  the  day.  The  sounds 
that  reached  him  were  far,  oh !  how  far, 
unlike  those  to  which  his  ear  was  accus- 
tomed 'f  carriages  rattling  over  the  stones, 
the  song  of  the  drunkard  as  he  reeled 
along,  and  the  shout  of  tlie  brawler  as  he 
provoked  a  fVay,  church  bells  chiming  the 
hour,  and  drowsy  watchmen  proclaiming 
it,  these  and  other  unwonted  notes  kept 
him  starting  from  the  dreeuny  mood  that 
afler  a  while  stole  over  his  senses,  until 
they  too  seemed  to  be  lost  in  the  confused 
murmur  of  distant  billows ;  and  gradually 
the  scenes  of  his  childhood  reappeared  in 
visionary  beauty,  with  the  forms  he  so 
fondly  loved  engaged  in  their  accustomed 
rural  occupations.  Helen  and  Mary  car- 
ried their  milk-pail  along  tlie  clifis;  but 
the  sky  darkened,  the  sea  rolled  in  liquid 
mountains,  and  threatened  to  swallow  up 
the  coast  Richard  must  fly  to  snatch  them 
fVom  danger ;  and«  then  followed  all  the 
wildly  confused  imagery  of  a  feverish 
dream,  from  which  he  was  awakened  by 
the  ringing  of  a  bell,  and  jumped  up  to  see 
the  rain  running  down  the  panes  of  his 
window.  A  great  stir  was  audible,  and 
Richard  concluded  the  factory  labourers 
were  summoned  by  that  bell.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  moment,  and  all  his  accus- 
tomed morning  devotions  being  condensed 
as  it  were,  in  one  passionate « ejaculation 
for  mercy  and  help,  he  rushed  into  the  wet ; 


misty,  miserable  street,  in  quest  of  those 
whom  he  had  just  been  looking  on  through 
the  medium  of  an  exciting  dream. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

MORE  MISERIES. 

Richard  happened  to  take  the  right 
path,  and  in  turning  the  comer  of  a  street 
he  suddenly  met  Helen  with  Mary  hasten- 
ing on.  The  contrsist  between  those  dark, 
miry,  smoky,  and  now  doubly  comfortless 

thoroughfares  and  the  bright  cliffs  of  L 

did  not  to  his  mind  appear  so  striking  or 
so  sad  as  that  between  the  figures  before 
him  and  the  images  so  long  enshrined  in 
his  heart  They  were  scantily  clad,  and 
though  the  air  of  neatness  that  had  ever 
distinguished  them  was  stilU  discernible, 
particularly  in  Helen,  poverty  had  set  a 
mark  on  them  that  could  not  be  mistaken. 
The  paleness  of  their  cheeks  and  general 
emeu^iation  were  more  visible  than  on  the 
preceding  day;  perhaps  still  farther  ag- 
gravated by  tlie  visions  that  had  haunted 
Richard's  pillow,  where  they  came  in  the 
full  freshness  of  their  most  prosperous  days. 
He  had  time  to  observe  their  wan,  dejec- 
ted looks  before  the  discovery  of  his  ap- 
proach brightened  them  into  animation: 
and  with  a  heart  too  full  to  speak,  he  drew 
a  hand  of  each  through  his  arm,  and  turned 
back  with  them.  Looking  down  be  was 
compelled  to  see  how  badly  their  feet  were 
defended  from  the  liquid  mire  of  tliose  fil- 
thy streets ;  and  he  felt  as  if  the  respecta- 
bility of  his  own  substantial  clothing  was 
a  reproach  to  them. 

"  Well,  Richard,"  said  Mary,  "  this  is 
not  quite  so  pleasant  as  the  road  to  old 
Buckle's  cow-house." 

"The  weather  would  make  any  walk 
rather  unpleasant  just  now,"  remarked 
Helen ;  "  but  the  path  of  duty  has  a  sun- 
shine of  its  own  that  the  clouds  cannot 
darken." 

"So  you  say ;  you  always  try  to  make 
out  that  black  Is  white,  and  will  tliink  it  a 
great  virtue  to  cheat  Richard  into  the  no- 
tion that  we  are  living  in  great  pienty  and 
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comfort  Look  here,''  added  the  perverse 
girl,  removing  the  end  of  her  shawl  from  a 
tin  jug,  "  that's  all  we  have  to  eat,  after 
working  for  hours  in  the  mill,  and  with 
this  wet  cold  walk  to  help  our  appetites." 

"Mary,"  exclaimed  Helen  with  a 
warmth  quite  unusual  to  her,  "how  can 
you  be  so  cruel  to  distress  your  brother  in 
that  way,  to  no  purpose  ?" 

"  What's  the  use  of  deceiving  him,  I 
should  like  to  know  ?" 

"None  at  all,"  said  Richard,  "but 
Helen  always  thinks  more  of  others  than 
herself" 

Mary    began,     "If   others    had.   not 

thought" but  at  that  moment  Eaty  ran 

up  breathless,  and  by  her  eager  exclama- 
tions of  pleasure  on  seeing  Richard,  and 
overtaking  her  companions,  interrupted  a 
speech  that  would  have  sadly  wounded 
one  whom  Mary  was  too  much  in  the 
habit  of  obliquely  reproaching,  and  exas- 
perated her  brother  not  a  little. 

They  noAV  approached  the  mill;  the 
crowd  of  course  thickening  by  the  arrival 
of  labourers  from  every  quarter.  Richard 
was  an  object  of  great  attention,  and  the 
colour  mounted  to  his  cheeks  as  he  met  so 
many  eyes  fixed  on  him  in  the  broad  stare 
of  unabashed  freedom,  or  the  leer  of  low 
cunning  and  vulgar  ridicule,  directed  more 
against  the  girls  than  himself 

"  Is  that  the  lawyer  wot  you  got  to  fight 
your  battles  yesterday  ?"  asked  a  conceited- 
looking,  dirty  young  fellow,  in  a  tone  of 
extreme  familiarity. 

"  No,"  replied  Mary,  proudly,  and  quite 
audibly  enough  to  be  heard  on  all  sides, 
"  this  is  my  brother." 

"  Indeed  1  a  fine  chap — I  spose  he's 
Nell's  brother  too,"  returned  the  other, 
grinning  at  Richard  in  a  way  that  tempted 
him  to  inflict  chastisement  on  one  who 
seemed  a  suitable  object  for  his  undefined 
feeling  of  struggling  resentment  But  the 
clock  struck,  and  in  a  moment  he  found 
himself,  after  a  great  deal  of  jostling,  near- 
ly alone  at  the  entrance  of  the  building. 

There  was  something  in  this  short  scene 
that  awakened  a  pang  more  bitter  than  he 
had  yet  known.  Richard  possessed  a 
great  share  of  that  honest,  manly  self- 
respect  which  characterizes  the  English- 
man m  humble  life,  wherever  his  natural 
spirit  is  not  ground  down  by  the  perpetual 
fncuon  of  oppression  from  above,  and  con- 


taminating influences  around  him.  It  is  a 
fine  trait,  when  combined  with  modest  re- 
spect for  superiors,  and  frank  goodwill  to- 
wards equals;  and  it  embraces,  in  the 
bosom  of  its  possessor,  not  only  himself 
but  those  who  by  birth,  or  other  domestic 
ties,  are  identified  with  him.  That  any 
female  belonging  to  his  household  should 
become  mixed  up  in  such  a  mass  of  hu- 
man degradation  as  he  had  just  seen  as- 
sembled, that  the  two  most  especially 
claiming  his  jealous  care  should  be  daily 
exposed  to  the  familiar  impertinence  and 
msulting  jeers  of  such  beings  as  the  person 
who  had  just  annoyed  him,  wounded  alike 
his  aflection,  his  delicacy,  and  his  inde- 
pendence. "I  was  reconciled,"  thought 
the  youth,  as  he  slowly  left  the  spot,  "  I 
was  reconciled  to  this  parting  chiefly  be- 
cause I  was  afraid  they  might  be  forced  to 
mix  with  the  lowest  poor  at  home ;  and 
well  I  am  pimished  for  my  pride !  There's 
not  a  man,  or  a  boy,  on  all  our  coast 
would  speak  in  that  manner  to  them,  if 
they  were  working  by  the  road -side.  Nell, 
indeed !  I  wonder  if  she  can — no,  I'm  cer- 
tain sure  she  cannot  like  or  encourage  it 
And  then  Mary ;  she's  getting  as  brazen 
and  unfeeling  as  can  be.  Oh,  what  has 
my  grandmother  done  in  bringing  them 
here !" 

Every  step  that  he  took  increased  his 
disgust :  early  as  it  was,  the  doors  of  gin- 
shops  were  already  swinging  on  their  hin- 
ges, and  many  a  ghastly,  repulsive-looking 
being  issued  forth,  having  preferred  the 
morning  dram  to  a  loaf  of  bread.  Among 
them  were  some  so  young,  that  he  shud- 
dered when  recalling  what  South  had  said 
in  reference  to  Willy.  Towards  home  he 
strolled,  rather  than  walked,  regardless  of 
the  way  he  took,  lost  in  painful  thought ; 
and  when  arrived  he  found  the  widow  ab- 
sent, and  no  one  there  but  James,  who  lay 
in  a  deep  heavy  slumber,  his  bible  above 
his  head  on  the  pillow,  and  his  arm  thrown 
around  it  Richard  softly  seated  himself 
on  the  bed's  edge,  and  as  he  hung  over 
the  sleeping  boy,  and  gazed  on  the  coun- 
tenance so  beautiful  in  its  death-like  ex- 
pression, the  tide  of  accumulated  sorrows 
broke  forth  in  tears,  which  fell  fast  and 
unrestrained  over  his  unconscious  brother. 

When  James  awoke,  and  stretched  out 
his  arm,  without  opening  his  eyes,  Rich- 
ard gently  touched  the  burning   hand. 
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"  Dear  granny,"  murmured  the  boy  "  did 
you  get  any  thing  for  it  ?  would  they  take 
it?  I  hope" — and  unclosing  his  lids,  he 
stopped  short  on  seeing  Richard,  ^  whom 
his  words  had  conveyed  a  new  and  grie- 
vous sensation,  but  which  he  thought  it 
best  to  conceal.  "  Wliat  were  you  saying, 
darling  Jem  ?  you  spoke  so  low — were  you 
asking  for  granny  ?  I  think  she  is  out" 

The  boy  seemed  relieved,  hoping  that 
his  words  had  not  been  understood ;  then 
inquired  how  his  brother  had  slept 

^'  As  well  as  I  expected :  Mr.  South  is 
very  kind." 

*^Yes;  God  gives  us  what  we  want, 
when  we  want  it  ^  good  lodging  for 
you  was  a  great  comfort  to  us  all.  But, 
Richard,  don't  hang  over  me,  so;  my 
breath  is  not  good  for  you,  particularly 
fasting." 

Richard  bent  his  head  still  lower,  and 
with  a  fresh  gush  of  tears  said, ''  I  take  it 
the  more  willingly,  Jem,  because  there  is 
death  in  it     What  have  I  to  live  for  ?" 

**  A  great  deal,  I  hope.  The  Lord  is 
trying  us  all  in  a  furnace  of  affliction ;  you 
will  be  made  fitter  to  serve  him  for  some 
time  on  earth,  and  I  hope  I  am  going  very 
soon  to  serve  him  in  heaven." 

**  And  why  may  not  I  wish  to  go  soon  as 
well  as  you  ?" 

"  Because  I  cannot  recover,  and  my  re- 
moval will  take  a  burden  off  the  hands  of 
poor  granny;  but  you  are  healthy  and 
strong,  and  may  be  a  help  and  support  to 
her  and  the  rest  They  all  want  you, 
particularly  Willy,  for  he  minds  nobody 
now,  and  you  may  do  him  good." 

"  I  am  going  to-day  to  see  about  him  at 
the  mill,  and  inquire  of  this  Mr.  Parkins." 

"  Do ;  Mr.  Parkins  is  a  good  man,  but  I 
don't  think  he  looks  afler  Willy.  He 
seems  to  say  that  when  God  pleases  to 
bestow  the  gifl  of  repentance  and  faith,  all 
will  go  right ;  but  till  then  all  must  take 
its  own  way,  and  we  have  nothing  to  do 
but  to  wait" 

^^And  to  work  and  to  watch,"  added 
Richard. 

"  So  I  think :  but  you  had  better  speak 
to  him  yourself.  Granny  does  not  seem 
to  see  what  Helen  and  I  cannot  help  no- 
ticing ;  indeed,  she  was  not  by  when  Mr. 
Parkins  had  a  long  talk  with  us  about 
MaJony;   but  since  we  saw  poor  little 


Willy  so  changed  for  the  worse,  we  could 
not  help  being  reminded  of  his  opinions." 
''  Mary  is  changed  for  the  worse  too." 
"  Ah,  Richard !  i£  it  was  not  for  Helen 
I  should  say  that  the  mills  are  made  of 
pitch — that  nobody  could  touch  them  and 
not  be  defiled ;  but  you  never  saw  such  a 
creature  as  Helen.    She  seems  to  me," 
added  the  boy  raising  himself  from  the 
pillow,  and  speaking  with  energy,  "  She 
seems  to  me  to  be  sent  just  to  show  us 
that  there  is  no  situation  where  the  grace 
of  God  is  not  sufficient  for  his  children,  if 
they  do  but  seek  it  always.    Mary  won't 
seek  it,  I  fear,  nor  Willy,  and  so  they  are 
getting  into  many  bad  ways.    As  for  that 
poor  little  thing  Katy,  she  has  a  natural 
contentedness  about  her;  a  quiet,  thank- 
ful, obedient  child;  and  so  attentive  to 
what  is  good,  that  I  do  hope  she  is  profit- 
ing by  it    But  you  never  saw  such  trials 
as  Helen  has  had  to  go  through.    Not 
only  the  spite  against  her,  bred  by  that 
cruel  Phcebe,  and  kept  up  for  a  long  time, 
though  it  is  not  nearly  so  bad  now,  but 
sufferings  in  her  health  that  she  never 
confessed  to  any  body  but  me,  swellings 
in  her  ancles,  pains  in  the  chest,  giddiness 
in  the  head,  and  fits  of  low  spirits  that  she 
used  at  first  to  think  was  the  hiding  of 
God's  face  from  her,  and  that  thought 
made  it  worse :  but  in  the  midst  of  one  of 
these  sad  seasons  she  heard  a  beautiful 
sermon  on  the  text,  "  My  heart  and  my 
flesh  faileth:  but  God  is  the  strength  of 
my  heart,  and  my  portion  for  ever."    The 
preacher  showed  how  the  failing  of  bodily 
health  would  cause  the  mind  to  droop  and 
be  dark ;  and  how,  though  tlie  sunshine  of 
gladness  might  be  withdrawn,  the  bright 
8of\  moonlight  of  quiet  faith,  and  sure  trust 
in  Him  who  cannot  deny  himself,  would 
lead  tlie  traveller  on  in  the  safe,  right  path, 
till  the  sun  rose  again,  either  through  the 
return  of  health  and  cheerfulness,  or  in  the 
bright  morning  of  the  resurrection.    Helen 
told  me  all ;  and  laughed  and  cried,  and 
said,    'How  could   I  ever  doubt!'    and 
since  that,  if  I  notice  that  she  looks  ill  or 
dejected,  she  smiles  and  says,  <  It  is  moon- 
light still.'    And  truly  she  has  been  like 
the  moonlight  to  us  through  many  a  dark 
night" 

The  poor  boy  sunk  back,  exhausted  by 
the  earnestness  with  which  he  had  spoken  > 
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and  Richard,  in  a  low  voice  asked,  "  Is 
Mary  as  kind  to  Helen  as  she  ought  to 
be?" 

"  Far  from  it,"  replied  James  sorrow- 
fully. '*  Poor  Mary  seems  to  be  drawing 
back,  and  as  Helen  always  goes  forward, 
ic  seems  as  if  she  was  forced  to  keep  com- 
paring herself,  and  so  to  see  how  the  dis- 
tance between  them  increases.  Mary 
cannot  make  Helen  go  wrong:  but  she 
seems  to  try  to  persuade  herself  that  she 
does ;  and  she  picks  up  expressions  that 
go  to  make  out  a  charge  of  hypocrisy 
against  Helen,  which  pains  her  greatly, 
because  it  prevents  her  good  advice  from 
having  the  effect  it  ought  to  have." 

"  I  thought,"  said  Richard,  striving  to 
speak  with  great  composure,  "  that  Mary 
spoke  this  morning  as  if  she  could  have 
reproached  Helen — with — "  he  seemed  at 
a  loss  for  words. 

"  If  it  was  with  what  granny  has  done 
for  her,"  exclaimed  James,  reddening, 
^'  then  Mary  is  a  most  wicked  girl ;  for 
we  found  out  her  being  in  the  habit  of 
doing  BO,  and  got  her  promise,  her  solemn 
promise,  never  to  be  guilty  of  it  again. 
Indeed,  I  have  lately  not  Uked  the  way 
Helen  put  me  off,  when  I  questioned  her 
about  Mary's  conduct  to  her.  Oh,  if  it  be 
BO,  what  a  cruel,  cruel  persecution  she 
must  feel  it" 

*^Does  not  Helen  earn  more  towards 
supporting  the  family  than  Mary?" 

^^  A  great  deal :  and  besides  that  she 
often  works  at  night,  and  makes  many 
•mall  things  such  as  I  used  to  do  before  I 
became  too  weak,  for  granny  to  sell." 

"  And  could  the  rest  of  you  get  enough 
to  live  on,  if  Helen  and  her  earnings  were 
both  away  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  James,  opening  wide  his 
brilliant  eyes,  and  fixing  them  on  his  bro- 
ther, as  if  an  agreeable  thought  had  been 
for  the  first  time  suggested  to  him :  "  one- 
half  of  Katy's  earnings  is  carefully  put  by 
for  her,  that  she  may  not  be  destitute  if 
any  thing  happens  to  granny ;  and  for  bet- 
ter security  it  is  paid  into  the  clergyman's 
hands  every  week,  lest  poverty  might 
tempt  us  to  touch  it  An  Irishwoman  who 
is  a  very  bigoted  Papist,  offered  to  keep 
Katy  for  that  sum ;  and  though  we  are 
sure  she  could  not  have  fed  the  child  on  it, 
and  also  that  real  kind  feeling  made  her 
propose  it,  yet  as  it  was  Malony's  djring 


request  that  his  little  girl  might  be  brought 
up  a  Protestant,  granny  and  Helen  agreed 
they  would  do  the  same,  that  it  might  be 
seen  we  did  not  keep  her  for  the  profit  of 
her  labour.  She  costs  more,  but  Helen's 
industry  makes  it  up." 

"Oh,  well,  the  next  time  Miss  Mary 
gives  her  tongue  any  liberty  to  hurt  Helen, 
you'll  just  know  how  to  stop  her." 

James  did  not  like  the  expression  of  his 
brother's  features  as  he  said  this:  his 
tender  spirit  shrank  from  severity,  even 
towards  an  offender ;  but  the  widow's  en- 
trance prevented  his  breathing  the  depre- 
catory expressions  that  rose  to  his  lip. 

"  My  dear,  dear  granny,  how  wet  you 
are!"  cried  Richard,  as  he  hastened  to 
untie  the  dripping  bonnet  of  the  old  wo- 
man. "Now  do  take  off  these  soaked 
things,  and  make  yourself  dry  and  com- 
fortable." 

Alas!  a  sufficient  change  of  raiment 
was  no  longer  at  the  disposal  of  the  trem- 
bling being  to  whom  he  spoke.  She  had 
been  pawning  her  Sunday  gown  to  pro- 
cure him  a  breakfast  that  would  prevent 
his  discovering  the  wretchedness  of  the 
fare  to  which  they  were  reduced  until 
Saturday  should  bring  in  the  week's 
wages  of  the  young  labourers.  She  now 
put  down  her  purchases,  evading  Richard's 
remonstrances  on  the  state  of  her  gar- 
ments, by  telling  him  that  breakfast  would 
do  her  more  good  than  dry  clothes.  To 
this  James  assented,  adding  that  he  wsui 
hungry  too,  and  the  other,  with  many 
painful  misgivings,  was  forced  to  acqui- 
esce. He  announced  his  intention  of 
visiting  Willy's  mill,  and  that  the  business 
on  which  he  came  would  prevent  his  be- 
ing home  to  dinner ;  but  added  that  in  the 
evening  he  hoped  to  enjoy  some  happy 
hours  with  them  all. 

A  change  had  come  over  Richard's 
feelings  that  appeared  to  re-cast  his  whole 
character  in  a  different  mould.  Its  latent 
energy  had  rarely  been  roused  into  any 
strong  manifestation ;  he  had  shown  him- 
self the  docile,  industrious  boy,  the  steady, 
honest,  independent  youth,  but  always 
quiet  and  retiring,  looking  up  to  others, 
particularly  to  his  aged  relative,  for  gui- 
dance and  encouragement:  he  now  saw 
his  situation  and  duties  in  a  new  light, 
and  at  once,  almost  unconsciously,  ae- 
Bumed  the  headship  of  the  family,  feeling 
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his  respectability  lM)und  up  in  them,  no 
less  than  his  happiness,  and  resolved  to 
place  them  in  a  different  position,  both 
with  re^rd  to  the  world  and  to  each 
other.  How  to  effect  it  he  had  not  in- 
quired :  but  rescue  them  he  would  from 
the  low  station  to  which  they  seemed  to 
have  fallen;  Mary  must  be  subdued, 
Willy  reclaimed,  and  the  happy  harmony 
of  former  days  re-established. 

This  dream  of  coming  conquest  lent 
additional  height  to  Richard^s  well-grown 
person,  and  to  his  elastic  tread  as  he 
crossed  the  room  to  take  his  hat  from  the 
remembered  box.  The  poor  widow  gazed 
upon  him  with  looks  of  admiration,  and 
exclaimed,  ^^  Blessings  on  our  dear,  good 
pastor,  who  persuaded  me  to  leave  my 
precious  boy  in  the  country !  Ah,  Richard, 
if  you  grow  in  wisdom  as  in  stature,  and 
in  favour  with  God,  who  looketh  not  upon 
the  outward  appearance,  but  on  tlie  heart 
happy  are  you.  It  is  like  sunshine  to  me 
to  look  on  you,  my  child." 

^'  Like  the  real  sunshine,"  added  James 
ismiAng,  ^^that  used  to  look  in  on  us 
through  the  woodbine  at  home ;  not  the 
shadow  of  sunshine  that  contrives  to 
scramble  down  upon  us  here,  through 
smoke  and  mist." 

"Please  God  you  shall  see  it  again, 
dancing  on  ^  the  little  blue  waves,  and 
making  the  wet  sands  sparkle  like  bright 
gold,"  said  Richard. 

"No,"  replied  James,  averting  his  face 
to  hide  the  tears  of  fond  remembrance 
that  filled  his  eyes  at  this  picture,  "  No, 
Richard :  in  the  place  that  I  am  going  to 
there  is  no  more  sea." 

A  fond  farewell  was  now  exchanged, 
and  the  young  man  sallied  forth,  first 
waiting  on  the  gentleman  to  whom  he 
had  brought  the  letters,  and  who  detained 
him  so  long  that  before  he  could  reach 
Willy's  factory  the  dinner-hour  had  ar- 
rived, and  the  labourers  were  dispersed, 
at  their  meals.  Parkins'  house,  however, 
was  very  near,  and  tiiitlier  he  went,  ex- 
pecting to  find  bis  little  brother,  who  had 
permission  always  to  eat  his  dinner  there. 
In  this  he  was  disappointed:  Willy  was 
not  forthcoming,  but  Parkins  received  him 
very  kindly. 

After  answering  a  few  civil  enquiries, 
Richard  opened  the  business  by  asking 
how  Willy  went  on.    Parkins  replied  that 


he  had  no  particular  fault  to  find  with 
him — he  was  hke  the  rest  of  his  class  and 
age,  occupied  with  trifles,  and  bent  on 
amusement  when  not  confined  to  his  work. 

*'  Of  course,  sir :  but  I  trust  you  keep  a 
good  watch  over  him,  to  prevent  his  going 
wrong." 

"All  who  do  not  go  right  must  go 
wrong,"  answered  Parkins;  "and  I  need 
not  tell  you  your  young  brother  has  not  yet 
been  brought  into  the  straight  and  narrow 
way." 

"He  has  been  taught  to  seek  it, 
though,"  said  Richard. 

"He  cannot  discern  it,"  persisted  the 
other,  "unless  it  be  revealed  to  him  of 
Grod.  Man's  teaching  is  vain:  the  best 
service  we  can  render  is  to  pray  contin- 
uadly  on  his  behalf  to  Him  who  alone 
can  guide  the  wanderer  into  the  fold." 

"  Then  we  must  wait  for  a  miracle," 
remarked  Richard,  bluntly. 

"  By  no  means :  we  set  before  him  the 
truth,  and  commend  it  to  him  with  every 
persuasive  word :  and  so,  using  the  means, 
we  leave  the  event  to  God." 

"  And  don't  you  correct  what  is  wrong, 
and  enforce  what  is  right?" 

"  All  is  wrong  and  nothing  is  right  until 
the  person  becomes  a  new  creature;  for 
^  who  can  bring  a  clean  thing  out  of  an 
unclean?  not  one.'  Again,  all  is  right 
and  nothing  is  wrong  when  the  change 
has  taken  place;  for  ^He  hath  not  seen 
iniquity  in  Jacob,  nor  beheld  perverseness 
in  Israel.'  Do  you  not  perceive,  my 
young  friend,  tliat  nothing  can  be  accept- 
able to  God  until  we  be  brought  to  be- 
lieve ;  for,  ^  Whatsoever  is  not  of  faitli  is 
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sm. 

Richard  paused ;  he  saw  something  in- 
correct in  this  deduction,  but  the  premises 
he  knew  to  be  just,  because  tlicy  were 
scriptural.  With  natural  frankness,  he 
answered,  "I  partly  agree  with  you,  sir, 
and  partly  I  don't.  I  am  a  plain  country 
labourer,  used  to  farming;  and  I  find  a 
great  deal  of  instruction  in  observing  the 
things  that  I  am  employed  in.  God  has 
given  a  gracious  promise  that  as  long  as 
the  world  endures,  seed-time  and  harvest 
shall  not  fail :  but  seed-time  would  yield 
no  harvest  if  we  did  not  sow  tlie  seed  in 
its  time." 

"  Right ;  don't  I  tell  you  we  do  so,  by 
stating  the  truths  of  the  gospel?" 
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"  Ay,  air,  there  we  ag^ee :  but  God  has 
made  two  other  things  so  necessary  to  the 
harvest,  that  all  our  sowing  would  not 
bring  it  about  if  they  were  neglected. 
First,  we  must  break  up  the  ground,  turn- 
mg  up  the  weeds  that  naturally  cover  it 
thick  and  deep ;  and  then,  sir,  we  must 
fence  it  off.  It  would  not  do  to  dig  and 
prepare  a  bit  of  ground  in  the  middle  of 
a  common  thoroughfare,  and  sow  the  seed 
there,  leaving  every  hoof  to  trample  it, 
and  every  stray  fowl  to  gobble  it  up.  It 
teems  to  me  that  the  harvest  is  not  a  mir- 
acle worked  in  spite  of  us,  but  a  merciful 
gifl  bestowed  where  we  honestly  labour 
for  it." 

"You  surprise  me,  young  man:  you 
seem  to  make  the  growth  of  religion  in 
the  soul  a  work  of  the  creature,  not  of  the 
Creator." 

"  No,  sir ;  all  the  creatures  that  ever 
lived  could  not  make  one  grain  of  wheat 
to  take  root  downwards  or  to  spring  up- 
wards. That  is  the  Lord's  doing  only: 
but  since  he  has  been  pleased  to  make  use 
of  the  figure  of  a  field,  and  sowing,  and 
reaping,  and  harvesting,  in  so  many  parts 
of  his  blessed  word,  I  could  not  do  less 
than  take  notice  as  I  went  along  of  the  way 
in  which  it  holds  good.  Perhaps,"  added 
Richard,  smiling,  "  perhaps  you  that  live 
among  machinery,  and  see  every  thing 
done  by  steam,  may  take  different  views." 

The  last  remark,  though  made  in  per- 
fect simplicity,  and  intended  as  somewhat 
apologetic,  was  not  relished  by  Parkins : 
he  doubted  whether  he  had  not  a  rustic 
wag  to  deal  with,  and  resolved  to  be  cir- 
cumspect: but  before  he  could  frame  an- 
other observation,  Willy  entered,  without 
seeing  his  brother,  who  was  seated  be- 
hind the  door.  Parkins  enquired  where 
be  had  been. 

"  No  where  at  all,"  answered  the  boy, 
pertly. 

^  That's  impossible :  you  must  have 
been  somewhere." 

"  May  be  so,"  returned  the  other,  whose 
manner  evidently  showed  that  to  be  so 
questioned  was  no  less  strange  than  disa- 
greeable to  him. 

Richard  leaned  forward,  and  grasping 
his  arm,  drew  him  to  his  knee,  while  the 
boy's  fist,  uplifted  in  self-defence,  fell  par- 
alysed on  seeing  who  his  captor  was. 
Doubly  excited  by  what  he  considered  a 


gross  breach  of  trust  on  the  one  part,  and 
by  its  too  evident  effects  on  the  other,  he 
spoke  with  unwonted  force  and  decision, 
and  with  a  stern  look,  no  less  indignant 
than  animated.  "  Willy,  I  could  not  have 
believed,  if  another  person  had  told  me, 
what  I  have  seen  and  heard  this  minute. 
You  have  been  brought  up  in  the  ways  of 
godliness,  and  taught  that  your  duty  be- 
fore God  is,  next  to  himself,  to  honor  those 
plsused  in  authority  over  you.  You  have 
been  bred  and  treated  like  a  little  lamb  of 
the  Lord's  fold,  and  oflen  have  you  been 
told  of  the  roaring  lion  that  goeth  about 
seeking  whom  he  may  devour.  You  have 
been  shown  the  promise  that  your  heav- 
enly Father  will  give  the  Holy  Spirit  to 
them  that  ask  him,  and  fcU  well  you  know 
that  witliout  his  help  you  can  do  nothing. 
Now  answer  me,  how  long  ago  is  it  since 
you  last  prayed  from  your  own  heart  for 
that  great  gifl?"  • 

The  boy  trembled,  and  was  silent 

"Was  it  to-day,  Willy  ?"    No  answer. 

"Was  it  yesterday,  or  was  it  last 
week?" 

Afler  a  long  silence,  during  which  his 
brother  still  held  him  by  the  arm,  and 
looked  steadfastly  in  his  face,  he  muttered, 

"  I  don't  know  when  it  was." 

"  So  I  feared :  and  now  Willy,  who  is  to 
keep  you  from  evil,  who  is  to  watch  over 
your  steps,  and  save  you  from  the  paths 
that  lead  down  to  hell?  Who  is  to  pre- 
serve you  from  the  snares  of  lying,  evil- 
speaking,  swearing,  stealing,  drinking?" 
His  voice  faltered  at  the  last  word,  and 
the  hand  which  had  roughly  held  the 
child's  arm,  gradually  relaxing,  now 
pressed  him  to  the  honest  bosom  that 
yearned  over  his  helplessness.  Willy 
looked  up  in  his  face,  and  bursting  into 
tears,  said,  "  I  will  do  any  thing  that  you 
bid  me,  Richard  ?" 

"I  can't  bid  you  do  any  th'ng,"  an- 
swered Richard,  laying  his  forehead  on 
Willy's  shoulder  to  hide  tlie  tears  that  he 
too  was  shedding,  "  for  my  duty  keeps  me 
at  a  distance  from  you — and,  oh,  what  a 
sad  story  I  shall  have  to  carry  back  to 
your  dear  teacher,  our  l^est  friend,  good, 
kind,  Mr.  Barlow !" 

"  Tell  him  I  will  be  a  good  boy,"  sobbed 
Willy. 

"  But  will  you  really  «trive  to  be  so  ?" 

Here  Parkins  interposed;  "Mr.  Greeo, 
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don't  delude  the  child  into  any  notion  of 
his  own  goodness ;  he  cannot  be  good  un- 
less he  believes  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ" 

"  I  do  believe  in  him,"  said  Willy. 

"  If  you  did  you  would  be  a  new  crea- 
ture." 

^^  My  farming,"  said  Richard,  who  hav- 
ing imprinted  the  kiss  of  forgiveness  on 
Willy's  tearful  cheek  now  felt  his  heart 
lightened  again, "  my  farming,  Mr.  Parkins, 
has  reminded  me  of\en  of  our  Lord's  say- 
ing— *  First  the  blade,  then  the  ear,  then 
the  full  com  in  the  ear;'  and  I  have 
learned  something  when  stepping  care- 
fully to  avoid  trampling  down  the  tender 
blade,  though  it  was  much  unlike  a  full 
ripe  ear.' — The  bell  rang,  and  Parkins 
took  down  his  hat  Willy  clasped  his 
arms  round  his  brother's  neck,  and  earn- 
estly whispered — "  I  will  pray  to  the  Lord 
to  make  me  a  clean  heart"  Then  run- 
ning to  Parkins,  he  said,  "  I  beg  your  par- 
don, sir,  for  being  so  rude  and  disrespect- 
ful: but  as  I  had  been  afler  no  good  I 
didn't  like  to  be  questioned."  Parkins 
kindly  shook  his  hand,  and  said  he  was 
glad  to  see  him  sensible  of  his  fault :  then 
asked  Richard  if  he  would  like  to  see  tlie 
mill,  as  he  could  get  him  leave  of  admit- 
tance. 

Richard  declined  for  the  present  to  enter 
the  building ;  for  he  really  feared  to  ex- 
pose himself  to  more  of  Parkins'  discoura- 
ging remarks  just  then.  However,  he 
stood  for  a  while  under  the  archway  of 
the  gate,  through  which  the  children  were 
pouring  in.  Their  extreme  youth  shocked 
him  no  less  than  their  squalid  appearance. 
"  I  wonder  how  any  doctor  could  find  in 
his  heart  to  give  a  certificate  to  such  a 
poor,  feeble,  sickly-looking  babe  of  a  crea- 
ture as  that,"  said  he,  pointing  out  a  litde 
girl. 

"  No  medical  certificates  are  required  in 
the  silk-mills,"  answered  Parkins. 

"  And  are  there  many  of  them  ?" 

<^  Not  here ;  but  in  other  towns  an  im- 
mense number." 

"  And  do  they  take  them  in  everywhere 
as  young  as  that?" 

"  Much  younger ;  I  have  seen  many  in 
different  silk-mills  not  nearly  so  big  as  the 
smallest  you  could  point  to  here." 

«  How  long  do  they  work?" 

<'  As  much  as  ten  hours  a  day,  oflen." 


"  But  then  you  reckon  the  time  given 
them  for  meals  ?" 

"  No ;  I  speak  only  of  the  time  allowed 
for  labour." 

*^  Ten  hours !"  exclaimed  Richard,  look- 
ing at  a  group  of  small  children ;  ^  ten 
hours  for  such  litde  weak  things  as  those 
— why,  its  more  than  an  honest  man 
would  expect  from  the  biggest  labourer ; 
and  to  my  mind  its  a  disgrace  to  a  Chris- 
tian land  to  work  the  life-blood  out  of  little 
children  in  this  way." 

"Hush,  hush,"  interrupted  Parkins, 
"  you  speak  too  loud." 

"  Is  my  little  brother  overworked,  sir  ?" 

"  No,  really  I  think  not ;  he  is  not  in  a 
laborious  department,  and  though  of\en  fh- 
tigucd,  as  all  must  be  more  or  less  by  a 
full  day's  employment,  he  is  not  more  so 
than  he  would  be  by  taking  his  fill  of  play 
in  the  streets." 

"True  enough,"  remarked  Richard. 
"  Boys  tire  themselves  with  sport  if  they 
arc  leil  to  take  their  fill  of  it"  He  looked 
round  him,  but  though  many  a  litde  coun- 
tenance was  turned  towards  him  in  child- 
ish curiosity,  he  met  nothing  of  the  free, 
laughing,  or  innocently-sheepish  expres- 
sion that  he  was  accustomed  to  trace 
among  the  villagers.  He  felt  no  wish  to 
remain  longer,  and  thanking  Parkins  for 
his  civility,  expressed  a  hope  that  he 
would  be  watchful  over  Willy. 

"  Certainly ;  I  was  glad  to  see  your  re- 
marks produced  some  effect  on  him.  Re- 
member, however,  that  the  strong  man 
armed  will  keep  his  goods  in  peace  till  a 
stronger  than  he  or  than  us  comes  upon 
him.  I  would  caution  you  against  hoping 
too  much  from  what  man  can  do." 

"  Thank  you ;  I  hope  God  has  also  cau- 
tioned me  against  presuming  too  much, 
and  so  neglecting  the  means  of  doing 
good.  I  cannot  deliver  my  brother,  Mr. 
Parkins,  it  is  true;  but  I  can  see  to  it 
that  his  blood  does  not  lie  at  my  door. 
Good  bye,  sir ;"  and  he  led  the  mill. 

Having  eaten  a  piece  of  coarse  bread, 
in  order  to  say  that  he  had  dined,  Richard 
proceeded  to  make  some  purchases  of  tea 
and  other  litde  comforts  for  the  party  at 
home,  bitterly  regretting  that  he  had  not 
brought  a  hamper  of  provisions  from  L. 
Painful  doubts  crossed  his  mind  as  to  the 
extent  of  sufiering  endured  by  his  family, 
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but  he  strove  to  disbelieve  what  it  was  so 
grievous  to  contemplate.  While  strolling 
along,  he  met  with  South,  who  invited 
him  to  go  and  sit  down  in  a  public-house; 
but  Richard  pleaded  his  promise  given  to 
Mr.  Barlow,  that  unless  in  a  case  of  actual 
necessity  he  would  not  enter  a  place 
where  drinking  was  habitually  carried  on. 

"Well,  then,  we  can  walk  together," 
said  South ;  "  I  wonder  how  long  it  will 
be  before  our  parsons  take  so  much  trouble 
to  keep  their  young  men  out  of  harm's 
way." 

"  There  are  too  many  for  them  to  look 
after,"  observed  Richard. 

"  Ay,  that's  one  of  the  blessings  of  an 
over-populous  place.  Not  that  it  signifies 
much;  for  the  quiet  way  in  which  the 
clergy  look  on  while  the  poor  are  destroyed 
around  them,  shows  how  little  they  care 
about  them,  bodies  or  souls."  Then,  after 
a  pause,  he  added,  "  To  be  sure  they  can 
do  nothing  except  in  the  pulpit;  and  it 
would  be  an  easier  matter  to  preach  all 
the  mill-owners  out  of  church  than  to 
preach  one  unjust  and  cruel  princ^e  out 
of  the  factory  system.  Do  you  remember. 
Green,  the  case  tried  yesterday,  where 
children  were  overworked^  and  without 
school  certificates  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  do," 

"  Well,  this  morning,  I  happened  to  be 
in  the  office  of  that  very  firm,  and  heard 
most  strict  orders  given  to  shut  the  door 
in  the  superintendent's  face  whenever  he 
came  there :  never,  on  any  pretence,  to  let 
him  enter  that  mill  again." 

"  But  surely  he  can  insist  upon  it" 

"  No ;  the  inspector  can,  but  not  the  su- 
perintendent, and  considering  how  seldom 
he  comes,  how  short  his  stay  must  be,  and 
how  many  ways  there  are  of  baflling  his 
inquiries,  there  is  little  fear  of  his  giving 
any  trouble,  except  where  the  superinten- 
dent has  been  before  him  to  direct  his  no- 
tice ;  so  you  see  that  for  the  small  sum  of 
^ve  shillings  in  which  the  parties  were 
fined,  they  have  purchased  a  security 
against  all  future  molestation ;  this  prose- 
cution giving  an  excuse  for  excluding  the 
troublesome  investigators." 

"  Why  this  looks  like  a  mockery  of  pro- 
tection," said  Richard. 

"  So  it  is ;  and  to  make  the  matter  worse, 
the  poor  children  who  were  the  cause  of  it 
are  turned  out  to  starve." 
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"  I  only  wish  they  may  turn  out  Mary 
and  Helen,"  remarked  Richsurd. 

^'  You  had  better  wish  no  such  thing ; 
work  is  rather  slack  now;  and  depend 
upon  it  they  would  be  kept  out  of  employ* 
ment  for  a  long  while,  having  appeared 
as  complainants  in  open  court  It  is  well 
they  failed.    Have  you  been  to  Parkins  ?" 

^^  Yes,  and  near  the  silk-mill,  where  they 
are  working  babes  as  I  woidd  not  work  a 
plough-horee." 

^*  Nice  infant  schools,  am't  they  ?  and  if 
you  could  hear  some  of  the  lessons  taught 
and  learned  by  creatures  no  higher  than 
your  knee,  you  would  know  more  of  the 
value  of  the  factory  system." 

"  I  could  not  hate  it  more  than  I  do," 
said  Richard. 

"  Yes,  you  would ;  a  religious  young 
man  like  you,  believing  that  the  wicked 
shall  be  turned  into  hell,  would  be  terribly 
shocked  at  seeing  the  whole  process  of 
making  young  sinners  ready  for  perdition 
in  the  next  world,  while  hurrying  them  out 
of  this." 

Richard  made  no  answer;  the  irrita- 
bility of  his  feeling  increased,  and  he  had 
learned  to  watch  against  the  rising  storm, 
and  to  keep  silence  when  disposed  to  speak 
intemperately.  Besides,  South  was  not 
one  to  whom  he  could  unburden  his  mind. 
That  person's  information  was  evidently 
correct,  and  his  remarks  just;  but  they 
were  uttered  in  a  bad  spirit  South  was 
himself  a  specimen  of  the  fruit  produced 
by  this  evil  tree.  His  health  was  injured 
by  personal  labour,  yet  not  so  much  but 
that  he  might  have  turned  to  good  account 
the  renudning  energies  of  the  body  where* 
in  dwelt  an  acute  and  vigorous  mind ;  but 
that  mind  had  been  perverted,  rendered  at 
once  morbidly  sensitive  as  to  theory,  and 
selfishly  callous  as  to  practice,  in  the  matter 
that  incessantly  occupied  it  He  passed 
his  time  in  denouncing  the  factory-system, 
and  even  built  upon  it  doctrines  subversive 
of  every  good  principle  as  a  British  sub- 
ject ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  purchased 
the  leisure  thus  misapplied  at  the  price  of 
abandoning  all  his  children  to  the  horrors 
he  so  forcibly  pictured  and  so  eloquently 
deplored.  This  conscious  inconsistency 
added  gall  to  his  bitterness,  and  while  it 
led  many  right-minded  persons  to  stand 
aloof  from  him,  it  increased  his  influence 
among  a  party  who  valued  their  leaden 
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according  to  their  power  of  exciting  the 
angry  passions. 

Richard  was  not  sorry  to  part  from  his 
companion  at  tlie  next  turning,  and  hast- 
ened to  the  house  so  overclouded  with 
sadness  to  his  affectionate  spirit 

During  the  evening,  while  enjoying  a 
temporary  forgetfulness  of  present  dis- 
tresses in  the  delightful  retrospection  of 
former  times,  the  httle  party  was  disturbed 
by  the  abrupt  entrance  of  a  person  who 
seemed  welcome  to  none,  and  whose  pres- 
ence excited  an  emotion  of  angry  surprise 
in  Richard's  bosom,  when  he  recognized 
the  conceited-looking  little  man  who  had 
addressed  Mary  in  the  morning  with  so 
offensively  familiar  an  allusion  to  Helen. 
He  never  raised  his  hat  from  its  studied 
position  on  one  side  of  his  head,  but  loung- 
ing in  with  an  awkward  shuffle,  threw 
himself  into  a  chair,  stretched  out  his  legs, 
and  with  a  patronizing  nod  asked,  "  How 
are  you  all  ?" 

The  widow's  distressed  look,  James' 
trepidation,  and  Helen's  flush  of  evident 
displeasure,  added  to  his  own  hostile  sen- 
lations,  tempted  Richard  to  assume  a  very 
authoritative  air,  as  he  surveyed  the  intru- 
der, who  looked  up  at  him  with  an  expres- 
sion of  curiosity  mingled  with  contempt, 
sajring,  '^So  this,  I  suppose,  is  the  re- 
nowned Richard,  of  whom  we  have  heard 
flo  much ;  a  tall  feller  enough.  How  old 
may  he  be  ?" 

This  roused  the  young  countryman  com- 
pletely. He  sprang  to  his  feet,  but  was 
arrested  and  confounded  by  hearing  the 
other  resume, — "Well,  grandmother,  I 
came  by  mother's  desire  to  tell  you  how 
•orry  she  is " 

The  widow  hastily  interrupted  him, — 
"'Tisof  no  consequence,  Charles ;  pray  tell 
her  not  to  think  of  it" 

"  Oh,  we  know  better.  It  must  be  of 
flome  consequence  to  you  to  have  a  strap- 
ping chap  hke  that  come  upon  you  with  a 
country  appetite,  and  nothing  for  him  to 
«at  Mother  would  lend  you  the  half- 
erown  if  she  could  spare  it  just  now,  but 
■he's  some  bargains  to  make.  However, 
tie  added  pompou^y,  "  I  b'lieve  /  can  let 
you  have  a  shilling  without  much  inconve- 
nience," and  he  drew  out  a  tawdry  purse, 
whistlhig  the  whUe. 

"I  do  not  want  it,"   said  the  widow 


warmly,  "I  thank  you,  but  really  don't 
want  it" 

"  O  nonsense !  you  would'nt  have  come 
out  so  late  at  night  to  borrow  it,  if  you 
hadn't  wanted  it  Besides,  I  think  I'll 
make  you  a  present  of  it,  for  the  sake  of 
those  pretty  rogues,"  looking  at  the  girls, 
as  he  laid  down  the  piece  of  money  before 
the  widow,  and  again  nodding,  bustled  out 

Richard  could  not  stand  this ;  he  seized 
the  money,  and  was  about  to  hurl  it  aller 
the  insulting  donor,  when  Helen  caught 
his  arm,  and  Katy,  nimbly  jumping  on  a 
chair,  snatched  it  suddenly  from  him,  and 
darted  out  at  the  door,  before  any  one 
could  speak. 

Richard  turned,  and  fixing  on  the  agi- 
tated widow  a  look  of  almost  angry  re- 
proach, exclaimed,  "  Oh,  granny,  how, 
could  you,  how  could  you  expose  us  ta 
this !" 

"  It  was  to  her  own  daughter  she  went," 
said  James,  "  and  how  could  granny  sup- 
pose she  would  be  so  cruel  as  to  publish 
it  to  that  malicious  Charles  ?" 

"Gumny  could  expect  no  better,"  ob- 
served Mary,  "from  all  she  knew  of  aunt 
Wright;  but  beggars  musn't  be  choos- 
ers." 

"  Beggars  !"  repeated  Richard. 

"  If  Katy  is  gone  to  lay  it  out  for  us, 

"    commenced  James,  who  seemed 

roused  beyond  his  strength,  but  Mary  in- 
terrupted him,  "Never  fear;  she  has  a 
spirit  worth  two  of  that ;  she's  more  likely 
to  throw  it  in  his  face," 

The  little  girl  re-entered,  glowing  and 
panting,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  satisfac- 
tion, while  Richard  eagerly  exclaimed, 
**  Well,  Katy,  did  you  overtake  him  ?" 

"  Sure  and  I  did,  sir ;  and  I  caught  him 
by  the  coat-tail,  and  there  being  plenty  of 
people  to  the  face,  I  said,  Mr.  Charles, 
said  I,  here's  a  shilling  for  you.  What  do 
I  want  with  it,  you  little  Irish  black-guard, 
says  he.  Sure,  an't  you  heartily  welcome 
to  it  then,  says  I ;  and  I  dropped  it  right 
into  his  coat-pocket,  and  ran  away 
through  the  people,  and  they  laughing. 
Och,  but  its  mad  he  was !" 

"Served  him  right,"  said  James,  "If 
he  had  done  it  with  a  kind  feeling,  we 
ought  to  have  overlooked  the  manner  ot 
it;  but  he  came  to  insult  our  poverty,  and 
expose  us  before  Richard." 
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"Yea,"  said  his  brother  bitterly, 
"  Richard  is  a  stranger  now,  it  seems,  and 
must  be  kept  in  the  dark  as  to  your  con- 
cerns, unless  others  choose  to  inform  him 
of  them.  Oh,  I  did  not  expect  this !"  He 
laid  his  head  on  his  arms,  and  trembled 
with  the  mental  agony  that  overpowered 
him. 

None  had  courage  to  speak.  They  felt 
that  any  farther  attempt  at  concealment 
was  vain,  but  to  pierce  that  loving  heart 
with  the  tale  of  their  deep  distresses  was 
a  task  that  none  could  undertake.  At  this 
juncture  Willy,  who  always  came  in  later 
than  the  rest,  entered ;  and  seeing  his  bro- 
ther in  such  evident  distress,  ran  to  him, 
folding  his  arms  round  his  neck,  and  ex- 
claiming, 

'*  Richard,  I  will  be  good,  indeed  I  will, 
and  never  grieve  you  any  more.  Oh," 
he  continued,  seeing  tears  escape  over  the 
coat  sleeve,  "  Oh,  how  sorry  I  am  to  have 
made  you  unhappy  I  Won't  you  speak  to 
me,  Richard,  your  own  poor  little  Willy 
that  you  used  to  love  so  dearly  ?" 

Richard  clasped  him  to  his  bosom,  and 
for  some  moments  all  wept  in  silence  to- 
gether. 

Mary  first  spoke :  "  It's  no  use  keeping 
up  any  pretence  now,  granny ;  so  let  him 
know  all.  He  won't  love  us  the  less,  and 
perhaps  some  of  us  may  be  the  better  for 
a  little  humbling." 

"  All  of  us,"  I  hope,  said  James. 

"  No  J  the  rest  of  you  don't  need  it  I 
meant  myself,  for  you  are  none  of  you 
proud  and  hard-hearted  like  me." 

"  Mary,"  said  Richard,  drawing  her  to 
him,  ''  it  almost  consoles  me  for  all  that 
can  happen  to  hear  you  spesdc  so." 

With  these  soflening  circumstances  to 
stay  the  rough  wind  in  the  day  of  the  east 
wind,  Richard  listened  quietly  to  the  sad 
tale  of  disasters  and  privations  which,  but 
for  the  spiteful  proceeding  of  Charles 
Wright,  would  have  been  withheld  from 
him.  Still  there  was  a  partial  conceal- 
ment :  past,  rather  than  present  difficulties 
found  the  subject  of  what  was  told :  and 
he  was  lefl  to  conclude  that  no  farther 
pressure  of  actual  want  was  likely  to  fall 
upon  the  objects  of  his  fond  and  anxious 
sympathy. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

EFFORTS   FOR   RELIEF. 

When,  on  the  following  day,  Richard 
Green  repaired  to  the  gentleman  on  whose 
business  he  came,  the  latter,  struck  by  the 
dejection  of  his  countenance,  inquired 
whether  he  was  ill.  Richard  answered, 
that  he  was  better  in  body  than  in  mind : 
and  on  being  kindly  encouraged,  owned 
that  he  had  suffered  a  grievous  disappoint- 
ment in  finding  that  the  factory  labour,  for 
which  his  feunily  had  given  up  the  health- 
ful employments  of  the  country,  was  so 
very  different  a  thing  from  what  they  ex- 
pected to  find  it  Of  pecuniary  distress 
he  said  nothing;  but  expatiated  on  the 
ruinous  severity  of  the  toil,  and  the  de- 
moralizing tendency  of  their  habits.  To 
all  this  his  hearer  most  feelingly  assented, 
and  told  him  that  he  was  busily  engaged 
in  forwarding  the  objects  of  those  who 
sought  to  obtain  legislatorial  redress  for  the 
crying  evils  so  generally  felt  This  was  a 
joyful  surprise  to  poor  Richard,  and  with 
eager  delight  he  accepted  a  ticket  that 
was  to  admit  him  to  a  select  meeting  of 
the  labourers,  about  to  assemble  for  the 
consideration  and  adoption  of  future  plans. 
"So,  then,"  thought  Richard,  as  he  \^(t 
the  house  with  a  lighter  heart  than  he  had 
felt  for  two  days,  "so,  then,  afler  all, 
there  is  some  good  stirring.  I  wonder 
why  South  did.  not  tell  me  of  this." 

Full  of  anxious  expectation,  he  repaired  * 
to  the  place  of  meeting ;  and  found  about 
twenty  men  assembled,  principally  of  the 
appearance  of  artizans,  but  with  one  or 
two  from  a  higher  class  in  society.  An 
air  of  seriousness  pervaded  the  assemblage, 
and  the  general  aspect  of  the  men  bespoke 
the  quiet  determination  that  is  not  soon 
turned  from  its  purpose.  Several  bore  the 
mEU'ks  of  bodily  injury  sustained  in  the  fac- 
tories, some  were  much  stunted  in  growth, 
and  there  was  not  one  among  them  who 
would  in  the  country  have  been  called  a 
healthy-looking  person.  They  were  ear- 
nest but  calm,  and  the  curiosity  that  Rich- 
ard's appearance  evidently  gave  rise  to 
was  unmixed  with  rudeness  or  suspicion. 

A  well-dressed  respectable-looking  man, 
seated  at  a  table,  with  a  pile  of  papers  be- 
fore him,  invited  the  stranger  to  approach| 


148 


HELEN  FLEETWOOD. 


and  afler  looking  at  his  ticket,  observed, 
"  You  got  this  from  our  good  friend  Mr. 
H.,  and  that  is  sufficient  introduction ;  but 
perhaps  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  tell  us 
what  led  you  to  join  us ;  you  don't  look 
like  one  who  has  been  in  the  mills." 

Richard  felt  a  little  abashed,  but  sum- 
moning resolution,  replied,  "True,  sir,  1 
never  wrought  in  a  factory ;  my  labour, 
through  Grod's  mercy.,  has  been  in  the 
country;  but  those  that  are  dearer  to  me 
than  my  life  are  in  the  mills,  and  suffering 
enough  to  make  me  feel  it  more  than  if  it 
was  myself." 

"  Surely,"  said  one  of  the  men,  "  I  saw 
you  in  the  court,  taking  a  great  interest  in 
the  case  of  poor  little  Mary  Green." 

"Well  I  might,"  answered  Richard, 
casting  down  his  eyes  as  the  recollection 
overcame  him. 

"  Are  you  related  to  her  ?" 

"  I  am  her  brother." 

A  dwarfish,  but  most  intelligent-looking 
man  now  held  out  his  hand,  saying,  "  Mr. 
Green,  I  honour  you  and  every  member 
of  your  family,  for  the  part  you  have  acted 
by  that  precious  girl  Helen  Fleetwood. 
If  ever  there  was  a  persecuted  Christian 
enabled  by  well-doing  to  put  to  silence 
the  ignorance  of  the  foolish,  and  to  shame 
them  of  the  contrary  part,  she  is  such  a 
one." 

Richard  grasped  the  friendly  hand  as 
though  it  had  been  the  richest  of  earth's 
treasures ;  but  emotion  kept  him  silent 

"  Now,"  said  the  president,  "  I  proceed 
to  read  the  last  letters  from  our  deputation 
in  London,  that  we  may  determine  what 
steps  to  take  next" 

The  document  that  he  unfolded  was 
long,  and  very  interesting.  It  stated  that 
the  writer  had  been  closely  examined  be- 
ibre  the  Committee  of  tlie  House  of  Com- 
mons ;  that  every  important  fact  had  been 
fkirly  elicited  by  the  chairman  and  other 
Ihends  to  the  cause,  while  all  possible 
pains  were  taken  by  some  on  the  other 
aide  to  draw  from  him  a  contradiction  of 
some  part  of  his  testimony,  or  to  put  a  dif- 
ferent aspect  on  the  truths  stated.  He 
had  afterwards  been  present  in  the  gallery 
to  hear  a  debate  on  the  subject,  where,  he 
said,  several  of  their  friends  spoke  out  with 
great  force  and  feeling.  They  were  met 
by  hot  and  angry  speeches  on  the  part  of 
some  whom  he  named  -,  cool  denial  from 


others ;  and  one  gentleman  had  ventured 
upon  such  a  misrepresentation  of  the 
whole  concern  as  would  not  be  believed  in 
that  or  any  other  factory  town  to  have 
passed  the  lips  of  a  person  so  well  ac- 
quainted with  tlic  case.  "  Generally,"  he 
wrote,  "  the  matter  was  not  taken  up  by 
such  members  as  were  personally  most  in- 
terested in  it,  but  by  others,  who  seemed 
to  have  got  a  completely  wrong  notion  of 
the  whole  thing  instilled  into  them.  The 
worst  part  of  the  case  was,  the  very  great 
indifference  shown  by  the  House ;  many 
went  out  as  soon  as  the  subject  was 
started ;  some  folded  their  arms  and  fell 
asleep;  others  kept  up  conversations, 
oflen  rising  loud  enough  to  drown  the 
voices  of  the  speakers ;  while  pamphlets 
and  newspapers  were  being  handed  about, 
and  consultations  held  on  all  sorts  of  sub- 
jects.   Lord  Ashley " 

Here  a  general  murmur  of  voices,  rising 
at  last  to  a  hearty  cheer,  interrupted  tlie 
reader:  he  paused  till  the  burst  of  feeling 
had  its  way,  then  said,  "  God  bless  him  !" 
"  Amen,"  was  the  unanimous  response,  and 
he  resumed. 

"Lord  Ashley,  though  he  seemed 
grieved  and  hurt  at  all  this,  was  neither 
daunted  nor  discouraged.  He  got  up  and 
gave  them  a  lesson,  both  on  our  claims 
and  their  duties  that  will  not  soon  be  for- 
gotten by  any  honest  man  who  heard  it 
It  did  me  good  to  look  at  him,  and  to  think 
how  much  better  than  all  the  rank  and 
all  the  wealtli  in  the  world  is  the  blessing 
that  belongs  to  him,  pleading  as  he  does 
the  cause  of  the  poor,  and  persevering  in 
striving  that  those  who  are  in  need  and 
necessity  have  right  Ay,  striving  against 
such  difliculties  as  nobody  can  estimate  or 
understand  without  seeing  it  We  used 
to  think  that  what  thwarts  him  is  a  hot 
opposition  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
No  such  thing ;  it  is  like  pleading  witli  the 
deaf  or  preaching  to  the  dead.  Give  him 
an  adversary,  and  he  can  grapple  witli 
him ;  but  who  can  grapple  with  a  painted 
picture  of  a  man  that  stares  out  of  a  frame 
without  having  either  senses,  or  substance, 
or  reality  of  any  sort  ?  This  is  just  what 
the  gentlemen  become  when  our  case  is 
brought  fomv^ard.    Mr.  O'Connell ." 

Here  another  interruption  took  place,  of 
a  character  remarkably  dissimilar  from  the 
former.    The  reader  smiled,  and  resumed, 
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"  Mr.  O'Connell  took  vast  pains  not  to 
hear  what  was  said.  He  had  a  roll  of 
papers  in  his  hand,  and  untied  them  for 
the  benefit  of  some  red  whiskered  gentle- 
man near  him.  Whether  they  were  money 
drafls  or  instructions  I  don't  know,  but  I 
know  what  I  thought  of  when  I  looked  from 
Lord  Ashley  to  him,  and  back  again  to 
Lord  Ashley." 

The  writer  went  on  to  state  some  of  the 
misrepresentations  that  had  been  made, 
requesting  to  have  a  person  sent  up  who 
could,  on  oath,  from  his  own  knowledge, 
disprove  them. 

"  Here,"  said  the  president,  folding  the 
letter,  "  is  our  difficulty ;  we  cannot  rouse 
a  manly  feeling  in  the  legislature  on  be- 
half of  the  oppressed  children  of  poverty. 
If  the  lukewarm,  indifferent  people  were 
away,  and  the  battle  to  be  fairly  fought 
between  those  who  are  in  earnest,  we 
should  soon  see  a  good  result;  but  this 
indifference  leaves  men  so  open  to  the  arts 
of  interested  individuals,  who,  if  they  can- 
not give  them  a  false  view  of^  the  matter, 
so  as  to  make  them  active  opponents,  easily 
persuade  them  it  is  a  thing  of  no  conse- 
quence, a  mere  waste  of  public  time,  the 
whim  of  a  few  sentimental  dreamers.  The 
liberal  party,  and  more  particularly  those 
at  tlie  head  of  affairs,  who  could  carry  it 
at  once  if  they  chose,  are  hberal  enough 
of  fair  words,  but  deeds  we  seek  in  vain ; 
and  the  great  liberator  has  sold  us,  almost 
in  the  open  market,  into  a  renewed,  and 
for  aught  he  cares,  a  perpetual  period  of 
hopeless  bondage.  We  cannot  change 
the  course  of  this  under-current ;  all  we 
can  do  is  to  go  on  forwarding  to  our  friends 
such  plain,  honest  facts  as  can  be  proved  in 
the  face*  of  day,  and  praying  to  God 
to  strengthen  the  hands  of  our  generous 
advocates." 

They  proceeded  to  discuss  the  merits 
of  different  persons  whom  it  was  proposed 
to  send  up ;  and  Richard,  meanwhile,  en- 
tered into  conversation  with  his  new  friend. 

*^  It  does  not  seem  as  if  you  had  much 
to  expect,"  he  sorrowfully  observed. 

"  No ;  but  we  use  the  means,  and  look 
to  God  for  the  blessing  that  he  can  give 
when  he  sees  good.  It  is  an  awful  proof 
of  the  power  of  Satan,  that  such  state- 
ments should  be  laid,  year  af\er  year,  be- 
fore upwards  of  six  hundred  gentlemen,  j 
chosen  to  represent  the  whole  body  of  the  i 


people,  and  to  watch  over  the  country'! 
interests,  and  yet  no  effectual  redress  be 
given.  I  say  effectual,  because  some  bills 
have  been  passed,  and  some  improvements 
made ;  but  at  the  same  time  clauses  in  the 
old  acts  that  afforded  great  protection  have 
been  expunged,  and  very  grievous  altera- 
tions made.  You  saw  two  instances  in 
court.  You  saw  what  a  mere  farce  the 
fine  can  be  reduced  to  on  the  most  eiggra- 
vated  charges;  where  formerly  ten  or 
twenty  pounds  was  the  lowest  that  could 
have  been  imposed  on  such  a  conviction ; 
and,  moreover,  every  separate  offence  wa« 
formerly  visited  with  a  fine,  whereas  now 
only  one  can  be  recovered  for  any  particu- 
lar day.  You  also  saw,  what  probably 
you  were  not  aware  of,  a  near  relation  of 
the  offender  sitting  to  judge  the  cause." 

"  Yes,  I  was  told  it  by  a  friend  of  mine 
—one  Mr.  South." 

The  other  looked  at  him  for  a  moment 
with  less  cordiality ;  then  said,  *'  Have  you 
been  long  intimate  with  South  7" 

"  No ;  I  sleep  at  his  house,  and  that'i 
all." 

"  Then  let  me,  as  a  Christian  man,  cau- 
tion you  of  a  danger  you  may  not  be 
aware  of.  South  is  loud  in  his  complaints 
of  what  we  all  suffer  from ;  but  the  remedy 
that  he  seeks  is  even  worse  than  the  dis- 
ease, I  fear  — 


w 


He  paused,  and  Richard  said,  *^You 
may  speak  freely  to  me.  I'm  no  tale- 
bearer ;  and  to  tell  you  ihe  truth  I  didn't 
half  like  South's  way  of  talking." 

"  Then  be  on  your  guard  ;  for  I  greatly 
fear  that  he  is  involved  in  political  plans  that 
would  not  bear  daylight.  Some  men  who 
long  to  overturn  all  right  government  have 
come  among  us  and  endeavoured  to  make 
our  grievances  a  pretext  for  engaging  in 
rebellious  schemes.  This  we  never  can 
do ;  those  of  us  at  least  who  know  right 
from  wrong,  who  fear  Gfod,  and  desire  to 
be  found  in  the  path  of  duty,  however 
hard,  knowing  that  the  way  of  transgres- 
sors is  much  harder.  Still  from  the  de- 
plorable ignorance  of  those  brought  up 
in  the  mills,  there  are  multitudes  ready 
to  listen  eagerly  to  such  suggestions; 
and  it  is  too  probable  that  the  cruel  neg- 
lect of  the  British  Grovernment  as  concerns 
those  employed  in  the  manufactories,  to 
which  her  commercial  prosperity  is  mainly 
owing,  will  yet  recoil  on  themselves  in 
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some  terrible  outbreak,  aided  by  those 
who  are  made  desperate  by  oppression, 
and  utterly  careless  as  to  future  conse- 
quences, because  they  have  been  left  in 
ignorance  and  unbelief." 

'^  Thank  you  for  putting  me  on  my 
guard.  I  confess  I  sometimes  feel  as  i[  I 
could  take  vengeance  on  those  who  have 
brought  my  family  to  such  a  state,  but  it 
is  only  the  sinful  tliought  of  a  moment 
However,  it  might  be  taken  advantage  of 
by  anybody  who  observed  it  I  will  watch 
and  pray." 

The  other  took  his  hand :  "  Greeii,  the 
lesson  you  have  learned  in  your  young 
years,  and  which  you  are  now  called  on 
to  put  in  practice,  will  become  more  valua- 
ble to  you  every  day.  Evil  men  and  se- 
ducers are  waxing  worse  and  worse,  as 
the  scriptures  have  foretold ;  and  the  know- 
ledge that  is  so  boasted  of  is  only  making 
men  more  skilful  in  mischief,  or  puffing 
tliem  up  with  the  false  pride  that  comes  be- 
fore a  fall.  I  look  about  and  see  oil  this :  I 
look  witliin  myself  and  understand  it  In 
my  heart  I  find  the  seed  of  every  evil 
tiling,  and  I  know  that  it  is  only  by  the  grace 
of  God  working  in  me  that  I  am  not  con- 
stantly following  a  multitude  to  do  evil. 
If  I  ceased  to  watch,  as  you  say,  and  to 
pray,  I  should  directly  fail.  How  then 
can  I  wonder  to  see  otliers,  in  their  differ- 
ent ranks  and  stations,  betrayed  into  bad 
courses,  when  they  never  think  of  apply- 
ing to  Grod  for  help  against  the  devices  of 
their  invisible  enemy?  If  the  rulers  of 
England  and  her  great  men  knew  the 
value  of  what  is  now  being  given  over  to 
Satan  and  his  tools,  they  would  endeavour 
to  stop  the  mischief  by  imparting  religious 
instruction  proportioned  to  the  great  in- 
crease of  the  demand  for  it  But  I  fear 
they  regard  us  only  as  machines,  while 
making  a  great  show  of  raising  us  in  the 
scale  of  knowledge ;  and  so  they  are  load- 
ing, as  it  were  to  the  muzzle,  a  gun  tliat 
will  burst  and  destroy  them." 

"I  think,"  said  Richard,  "  that  South  is 
such  a  man:  he  seems  to  have  a  deal 
of  learning  for  one  in  his  station ;  but  I 
should  be  tempted  to  fear  he  would  better 
like  to  revenge  himself  than  to  see  what 
is  wrong  quietly  set  right" 

"  We  must  not  be  too  ready  to  judge 
others,"  answered  his  new  acquaintance, 
'*  but  it  is  our  duty  to  observe  and  to  take 


warning,  and  to  look  to  our  own  ways 
when  we  see  our  fellows  slide.  I  always 
find  Soutli  and  some  others  ready  enough 
to  dwell  upon  the  grievances  we  suffer; 
but  when  I  propose  the  peax:eable,  legal 
way  of  trying  to  get  them  redressed,  they 
fall  back  with  some  excuse  or  otlier,  gen- 
erally pointing  to  the  small  benefit  we 
have  yet  got  by  our  efforts,  and  saying  the 
evil  is  too  great  to  be  remedied  by  means 
so  tame." 

"  And  you  are  expecting  to  see  the  suc- 
cess of  your  endeavours  ?"  asked  Richard. 

^'  I  hope  it  may  please  God,  before  long, 
to  rouse  the  feelings  of  our  fellow-country- 
men on  behalf  of  the  poor  children  em- 
ployed in  these  mills.  If  that  was  done, 
we  should  soon  see  a  change  for  the  bet- 
tei^  Now  suppose  a  lady,  the  mother  of 
a  young  family,  looking  upon  her  own 
children  and  thinking  what  she  would  feel 
if  they  were  situated  like  the  wretched 
little  ones  in  the  factories, — or  suppose  an- 
other, employed  in  teaching  or  overseeing 
a  nice  school  of  girls,  and  comparing  tlicir 
comforts  and  advantages  with  what  our 
little  labourers  want,  and  what  they  suffer, 
— don't  you  think  these  ladies  would  use 
their  influence  over  tlieir  own  husbands, 
fathers,  brothers  and  friends,  to  make  it  a 
point  with  the  candidate  they  vote  for, 
that  he  should  support  our  cause  in  tlie 
Parliament?  You  see,  it  is  no  party 
matter  at  all ;  whig  or  tory,  conservative 
or  radical,  any  man  may  assist  our  noble 
champion  Lord  Ashley,  without  interfering 
with  his  general  politics,  or  offending  tlie 
party  he  belongs  to.  And,  alas.  Green, 
men  seem  to  think  much  more  of  being 
consistent  in  their  party  support  than  in 
doing  what  is  acceptable  before  God ! 
We  see  no  obstacle  to  having  a  large  ma- 
jority with  us,  if  the  country  would  but 
take  up  our  distressed  situation." 

"  There  is  another  thing,"  said  Richard. 
*' You  know  a  vast  number  of  tlie  voters 
that  send  members  to  Parliament  are  men 
in  humble  life.  In  the  farming  districts, 
and  such  places  as  I  come  from,  it  is  so : 
and  I  suppose  in  towns  the  small  shop- 
keepers and  trades-people  have  a  good 
deal  to  do  in  turning  the  poll  where  there 
is  a  contest" 

"Certainly,  and  what  do  you  infer 
from  it?" 

"  Why,  the  gentlefolk  have  a  power  of 
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interest  among  those  people,  and  might 
use  it  with  such  good  effect  as  to  make  it 
worth  any  candidate's  while  to  let  it  be 
known  he  w^ould  do  his  best  to  help  the 
cause  of  the  poor  factory  children.  And 
why  don't  they  do  it  ?" 

**  For  want  of  being  rightly  informed 
upon  the  subject  You  see,  the  facts  are 
brought  before  Parliament,  by  having 
witnesses  up  to  be  examined  on  oath  be- 
fore the  committee ;  these  reports,  as  they 
are  called,  are  printed,  and  sold  too :  but, 
Green,  I  don't  think  one  lady  in  a  thou- 
sand ever  looks  into  them,  to  say  nothing 
of  other  classes:  and  if  they  are  not  read, 
how  can  the  statements  be  known  ?  What 
we  chiefly  want  is  to  have  some  public  in- 
formation given  about  it,  such  as  will  be 
read,  and  may  stir  up  the  hearts  of  God's 
servants  to  succour  us.  We  want  neither 
their  gold  nor  their  silver,"  he  added,  with 
energy,  "we  want  nothing  that  would 
lessen  their  wealth  or  encroach  on  their 
time.  All  we  want  is,  that  they  should 
secure  lo  us  a  fair  share  in  the  blessings 
of  the  English  constitution,  by  making  a 
right  use  of  their  own  privileges.  As  we 
have  shown,  they  can  all,  more  or  less, 
bring  an  influence  to  bear  on  the  House 
of  Commons ;  and  that  has  the  power  of 
righting  all  that  is  wrong  and  oppressive 
among  their  poor  country-people." 

He  paused:  his  raised  voice  had  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  the  president,  who 
remarked,  "True,  Hudson;  and  that  is 
one  great  object  of  our  meetings  here. 
Many  good  works  are  going  on  through 
the  land ;  and  the  time  may  not  be  far  off 
when  a  call  will  be  heard  for  more  in- 
formation respecting  the  factory  children, 
by  those  who  know  how  to  draw  public 
attention  to  any  cause  they  wish  to  pro- 
mote. It  is  not  long  since,  tliat  I  hap- 
pened to  be  at  a  meeting  called  by  some 
ladies  who  wanted  to  forward  the  educa- 
tion of  children  in  some  very  distant  hea- 
then land :  it  was  a  new  thing,  and  ex- 
cited curiosity.  The  room  was  full :  some 
gendemen  came  forward;  read  descrip- 
tions, commented  on  the  miserable  state, 
both  bodily  and  spiritual,  of  those  chil- 
dren, proposed  resolutions,  estal^lished  a 
society,  and  made  a  collection  for  the  ex- 
press purpose  of  spreading  those  facts, 
and  extending  that  appeal  through  tlie 
land.    I  listened  with  interest,  and  cheer- 


fully gave  my  mite :  but  a  sadness  was  on 
my  mind  as  I  tliought,  ^  The  children  of 
your  own  people,  the  little  neighbours  of 
your  own  houses,  are  in  as  bad  a  plight 
as  these  distant  heathen  babes ;  and  would 
not  He  whose  eye  is  alike  on  both  equally 
bless  an  effort  that  should  do  good  at 
home  V  I  did  not  desire  to  see  the  bene- 
fit withheld  from  the  others,  God  forbid  I 
but  I  thought  of  the  words,  ^  These  ought 
ye  to  have  done,  and  not  to  leave  the 
others  undone.' " 

A  murmur  of  assent  ran  through  the 
room,  and  Hudson  remarked  to  Richard, 
"  Oh  that  we  had  a  few  of  those  Christian 
ladies  to  take  the  hard  case  of  our  factory 
little  ones  into  their  kind  and  zealoui 
hands !" 

"  It  is  no  more  than  one  might  expect 
from  them,"  he  returned,  "considering 
how  well  it  becomes  them  to  care  for  poor 
litde  friendless  children." 

The  business  of  tlie  meeting  bein^ 
over,  Richard  walked  homewards,  in  com- 
pany with  his  new  acquaintance,  to  whom 
he  remarked,  "  I  cannot  but  say  this  has 
been  the  best  thing  I  have  yet  met  with 
in  M.  Still  you  seem  to  be  getting  on  but 
slowly  in  your  good  work;  and  mean- 
while what  is  to  become  of  those  belong- 
ing to  us  who  are  suffering  all  these  mis- 
eries ?" 

Hudson  shook  his  head:  "That  is  a 
question  which  God  alone  can  supply  an 
answer  to.  I  know  how  anxious  you  must 
feel,  and  how  slow  the  progress  must  ap- 
pear which  can  bring  little,  if  any  relief 
to  those  you  love.  But  we  have  no  reme- 
dy— no  help.  As  to  myself,  I  am  em- 
ployed in  a  situation  that  has  no  great 
hardship  belonging  to  it,  after  fighting 
my  way  through  all  the  troubles  that  be- 
set a  fellow  who  tries  to  serve  God  ac- 
cording to  his  conscience.  For  myself,  I 
have  now  no  complaint  to  make." 

"'  And  you  have  no  family  ?" 

"None:  none  belonging  to  me  now." 
He  sighed  heavily,  and  added,  "  Once  V 
had  ties,  even  dearer  than  yours,  for  I 
was  a  husband,  and,  in  anticipation,  a 
fatlier  too.  I  began  in  the  mills  very 
young,  and  when  labour  was  more  severe, 
because  less  limited  than  it  now  is.  A 
twin  sister,  dearer  to  me  than  my  life,  en- 
tered at  the  same  time ;  but  she  soon  died 
of  consumption.  AAer  some  yean,  I  mel^ 
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in  the  same  line  of  labour,  with  a  young 
person  of  whom  it  is  enough  to  say  that 
Helen  Fleetwood  constantly  reminds  me 
of  her,  both  in  manners  and  in  mind.  The 
■eed  of  divine  truth  had  taken  root  in  my 
spirit  very  early ;  and  I  do  not  think  I  was 
allowed  to  disgrace  such  profession  of  re- 
ligion as  a  young  lad  could  make  in  a 
milL  Similarity  of  feeling,  under  the 
same  trials  and  the  same  consolations, 
drew  us  together:  we  Availed  long,  that  I 
might,  by  an  appointment  which  was  pro- 
mised me,  be  better  able  to  maintain  my 
dear  Martha  in  a  respectable  home.  I  got 
the  situation,  and  we  were  married ;  but 
not  without  many  warnings  from  our 
ftiends  that,  through  the  injurious  effect 
of  factory  labour,  she  would  never  live  to 
be  a  mother.  We  were  content  to  leave 
fliat  to  God ;  and  one  year  of  the  purest 
domestic  peace  and  happiness  I  enjoyed, 
only  damped  by  tlie  uneasy  apprehension 
with  which  we  could  not  but  look  forward 
to  the  birth  of  an  expected  little  one.  The 
hour  came;  and  I  wa»  lef\,  after  a  day 
and  m'ght  of  torturing  suspense,  to  kneel 
beside  the  bodies  of  the  dead  mother  and 
her  dead  babe." 

Richard  was  too  much  moved  to  utter 
a  word  of  sympathy:  he  put  his  arm 
through  Hudson's  as  they  walked,  and  its 
fKendly  pressure  alone  bespoke  his  feel- 
ings. 

"It  was  all  right,"  resumed  Hudson; 
''■he  expected  it,  and  meekly  waited  for 
the  summons.  Indeed,  her  joy  was  great 
at  times ;  but  the  thought  of  leaving  me 
bereft  of  my  only  earthly  treasure  afflicted 
her.  Well,  I  had  not  built  my  house  on 
^e  sand ;  and  even  such  a  storm  as  this 
fluled  to  move  it  Since  then,  I  have  de- 
voted myself  to  two  objects :  one  is  that 
fbr  which  you  found  us  assembled :  the 
other  is  the  instruction  of  children,  so  far 
as  my  means  will  go,  and  opportunities 
can  be  found,  in  the  way  that  1  know  to 
be  the  way  of  pleasantness,  and  which 
my  precious  Martha  found  even  to  the 
last  mortal  gasp  to  be  the  path  of  peace." 

"  What  a  murdering  business  this  mill- 
work  is!"  exclaimed  Richard.  Then, 
abruptly,  he  asked,  "  Do  you  think  it  will 
km  Helen?" 

Hudson  seemed  unwilling  to  reply ;  but 
when  urged,  he  said,  "  Not  being  in  the 
■ame  mill,  nor  much  acquainted  with  the 


family,  I  have  not  such  good  opportunitiea 
of  judging  how  they  are  affected  by  it 
Helen  teaches  a  class  in  my  Sunday- 
school,  and  I  hear  a  great  deal  of  her 
from  others,  who  witness  her  patient  con- 
tinuance in  well  doing  under  much  oppo- 
sition and  persecution." 

"  But  from  what  you  do  see,  how  should 
you  guess,  as  to  the  effect  on  her  health?" 

"  Not  favourably,  I  confess :  I  see  the 
weakness  of  the  ancles,  the  narrowness, 
so  to  speak,  of  the  frame,  a  stoop,  and  a 
quickness  of  breathing,  together  with  the 
increasing  paleness  of  her  complexion." 

"  Would  not  country  air,  and  exercise, 
and  the  way  of  living  she  was  used  to, 
cure  it  all  ?" 

"  It  might,"  said  Hudson,  hesitatingly. 

"  Mary  does  not  seem  to  suffer  much,  if 
at  all." 

"Not  in  bodily  health." 

"  Ah,  I  know  what  you  mean." 

Then  a  silence  ensued;  till  Richard 
asked  if  he  knew  Parkins,  Hudson  an- 
swered that  he  did. 

"Is  he  a  good  man?" 

"He  is;  but  he  holds  some  doctrines 
good  in  themselves,  which,  carried  to  tlie 
extreme  he  goes  to,  have  an  effect  not  fa- 
vourable to  Christian  watchfulness." 

"  So  I  feared :  my  grandmother  placed 
my  little  brother  under  his  care,  and  he 
seems  to  have  left  him  pretty  much  to 
chance." 

"  No,  not  that :  but  probably  he  has  put 
off  doing  any  thing  till  God  begins  openly 
to  work  in  him.  Parkins  seems  to  forget 
that  while  waiting  for  a  fair  wind,  all 
should  be  put  in  readiness  to  make  the 
most  of  it.  Bui  how  is  this  ?  I  thought 
your  brother  was  unable  to  go  out" 

"  I  have  two :  now  come  home  with  me, 
and  see  them  all,  for  you  are  just  the  per- 
son we  want  to  set  us  on  a  little.  Neither 
South  nor  Parkins,  nor  any  body  they 
seem  to  know,  is  like  the  friends  we  had 
at  L.,  you  alone  resemble  tliem. 

Hudson  willingly  accompanied  the 
warm-hearted  youth,  and  was  received 
with  a  hearty  welcome.  Helen,  after  be- 
stowing her  share  to  it,  said,  "Granny, 
this  is  the  person  I  told  you  of,  who  stood 
my  friend  more  than  once,  by  speaking 
kindly  of  me  to  the  overlookers,  when 
others  did  differently." 

"  And  this  is  the  person,"  said  Mary, 
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*<  who  has  made  me  hold  my  tongpe  when 
nobody  else  could."  Her  glance  towards 
Helen,  and  the  latter^s  benevolent  smile, 
indicated  that  Mary's  volubility  had  been 
directed  against  her. 

'^  And  this  is  the  person,"  added  James, 
"  whom  of  all  the  people  in  M.  I  have 
most  wished  to  know." 

"  Then  why,  my  dear  boy,  did  you  not 
send  for  me  ?" 

**  Because  your  time  was  better  em- 
ployed; you  are  always  teaching  those 
that  know  nothing,  and  I  only  wanted  you 
to  come  and  remind  me  of  what  I  have 
been  mercifully  taught  already." 

Katy,  meanwhile,  stood  blushing  and 
brightening,  evidently  the  best  pleased  of 
all.  She  peeped  up  in  his  face,  as  he 
patted  her  head,  saying,  **  It's  you  are  the 
gentleman  that  taught  me  to  take  pains 
and  learn  fast,  that  I  might  be  a  help  and 
a  comfort  to  them.  And  when  they  were 
sick" here  Hudson  interrupted  her  sud- 
denly, "  Well,  Katy,  you  certainly  took  a 
friend's  advice  in  good  part,  and  learned 
your  book  remarkably  well.  And  do  you 
continue  to  learn  from  it  ?  Do  you  love 
the  blessed  Bible,  my  little  maid  ?" 

"  I  do  sir." 

With  a  swelling  heart  Richard  contem- 
plated the  group,  rejoicing  that  he  had 
found  at  last  one  individual  able  to  influ- 
ence the  whole  party,  and  sure  to  influence 
them  for  good.  The  conversation  imme- 
diately took  a  turn  most  congenial  to  the 
Christian  mind ;  and  they  were  discour- 
sing on  the  sweets  of  that  rest  which  re- 
maineth  for  the  people  of  God,  in  the  spirit 
of  those  whose  way  through  the  wilder- 
ness is  both  sharp  and  steep,  and  who  can 
therefore  appreciate  the  promised  country, 
when  Helen,  half  rising  from  her  chair, 
fell  back  fainting.  All  was  alarm  and 
agitation :  restoratives  were  applied,  such 
as  they  could  command,  but  the  fit  con- 
tinued, and  as  the  darkening  hue  of  death 
seemed  to  gather  round  her  lips,  and  its 
damps  to  ooze  from  her  clay-cold  hands, 
Mary  exclaimed,  "  She  never  was  so  far 
gone,  or  for  so  long  before.  Oh,  Helen, 
look  up !  don't  leave  us !"  and  she  burst 
out  into  a  passion  of  crying. 

"Before!"  repeated  the  widow;  "has 
this  happened  before  ?" 

"Ofien  and  often,  ma'am,"  answered 
Katy,  mournfully.    "  She  has  fell  down  on 
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the  heaps  pf  cotton,  and  laid  there  like  as 
father  when  he  was  dead." 

"  And  I  was  never  told !"  exclaimed  the 
old  woman  indignantly,  as  she  chafed  the 
hollow  temples  on  which  her  tears  fell. 
"My  poor  lamb,  you  have  indeed  been 
among  those  who  had  no  pity !" 

"  She  almost  swore  us  not  to  tell,"  sob- 
bed Mary,  "  and  they  say  it  is  such  a  com- 
mon tiling  in  Helen's  room,  owing  to  its 
being  the  hottest  and  most  fatiguing  of 
all,  that  nobody  minds  it  We  only  hear 
of  it  from  others;  except  two  or  three 
times  I  happened  to  be  near  her." 

Symptoms  of  returning  life  now  8^ 
peared ;  and  Hudson,  who  had  stood  in 
silent  sorrow  contemplating  the  scene, 
drew  Richard  away,  saying,  "  The  more 
air,  and  the  less  excitement  she  has,  the 
better :  so  come,  take  a  turn  down  in  the 
court  with  me." 

No  sooner  were  they  fairly  out  of  hear- 
ing than  the  youth,  with  a  violence  that 
startled  his  companion,  exclaimed,  "  They 
shan't  murder  her — I  say  they  shan't  t 
And  now  I  swear  by  all" 

"  Green  !  Green !"  cried  Hudson,  in  a 
tone  so  loud  and  authoritative,  that  it 
checked  him  at  once ;  "  what  advantage 
are  you  going  to  give  the  devil  now? 
Will  you  add  swearing  to  wratli  ?  Come, 
recollect  yourself,  my  dear  fellow,  and  re- 
member in  whose  hand  are  tlie  keys  of 
death  and  of  hell — remember  who  openeth 
and  no  man  can  shut ;  who  ehutteth,  and 
no  man  can  open;  remember  by  whom 
the  very  hairs  of  her  head  are  numbered." 

"You  did  right  to  stop  pie,'*  faltered 
Richard,  "I  see  the  folly  and  wickedness 
of  angering  my  only  Friend.  But  these 
things  set  mc  mad.  Only  think  of  their 
letting  her  faint,  and  faint,  day  after  day, 
and  never  even  tell  my  grandmother — 
never  get  her  a  little  absence  allowed 
to  recover  her  strength !" 

"I  tell  you  plainly,  my  friend,"  said 
Hudson,  "  no  absence  would  be  permitted 
on  the  ground  of  what  is  so  very  common 
in  the  mills,  and  occasions  so  short  an  in- 
terruption of  work.  Distressing  as  it  was 
to  witness,  I  felt  it  less  than  you  would 
suppose,  from  sheer  habit." 

"  Then  you  don't  think  it  a  dangerous 
sign  ?" 

"  I  did  not  say  that." 

"  What  then,  on  this  earth,  can  I  do  ?" 
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"  ril  tell  you.  We  will  set  ourselves  to 
work  to  find  out  a  change  of  employment 
for  her.  I  have  known  it  produce  good  \ 
effects.  Some  of  the  rooms  are  cooler 
than  others.  The  Messrs.  Z.  will  not  lis- 
ten, I  fear,  or  rather  their  overlooker,  to 
any  proposal  for  improving  her  condition 
where  she  is ;  but  the  gentleman  who  sent 
you  to  our  meeting  has  interest  enough  to 
get  her  into  a  far  more  comfortable  mill ; 
and  we  must  prevail  on  him  to  interfere." 

"  Now,  all  the  blessings !" and  Rich- 
ard's emotion  was  so  great  he  could  not 
finish  the  sentence  but  by  clasping  Hud- 
eon's  hand  and  raising  his  tearful  eyes  to 
heaven. 

"Thank  you,  my  friend,  I  know  your 
heart's  desire  for  me,  and  it  is  sweet  to 
have  an  interest  in  each  other's  prayers. 
I  feel  for  you  in  more  ways  than  one, 
Richard :  you  regard  Helen  with  some- 
thing beyond  a  brother's  affection,  and  no 
wonder." 

"I'm  too  young  to  tliink  of  marrying,  if 
that's  what  you  mean,"  said  the  lad  with 
manly  frankness ;  "  but  I  dare  say  you  are 
right  By  the  feel  that  came  over  me, 
when  I  saw  her  lay  deadlikc,  I  should  not 
live  long  after  her." 

"  Ah,  Richard,  that  is  the  language  of  a 
heart  that  does  not  know  the  strength  of 
the  body  it  is  lodged  in.  Some  of  us  must 
live  to  close  the  grave  over  all  that  sweet- 
ened our  lot  below,  whatever  unwilling- 
ness we  feel  to  survive  tlicm.  And  while 
God  has  work  for  us  to  do,"  he  added  with 
fervour,  "  so  be  it !" 

"  Now  let  us  go  back,  Mr.  Hudson.  I 
promise  you  I'll  keep  very  patient,  depend- 
ing on  your  doing  what  you  say  the  very 
first  thing  to-morrow  morning." 

"Certainly,  the  very  first,  if  we  be 
spared  to  see  it ;  and  I'll  take  you  to  the 
mill  I  spoke  of,  and  show  you  all  the  rooms ; 
and  then  we  can  judge  which  will  be  tlie 
fittest  for  Helen." 

"  Oh,  I  wish  I  knew  how  to  thank  you !" 

"  It  is  not  much  1  can  do ;  what  I  can  I 
will.  But  remember  we  have  difficulties 
to  encounter  yet,  in  more  than  one  quar- 
ter." 

"Pho!  what  care  I  for  difficulties," 
cried  Richard,  with  a  flash  of  his  natural 
joyousness,  at  the  same  time  pitching  high 
into  the  air  a  small  pebble  that  he  had 
picked  up.  "  Do  you  think  I'm  such  a  baby 


as  to  expect  things  to  tumble  out,  of  them- 
selves, just  as  I  would  have  them  ?  You 
lazy  manufacturers  are  so  used  to  see  the 
machinery  do  your  work  for  you,  that  you 
can't  judge  of  us  field-labourers,  who  carry 
Edl  before  us  by  mere  strength  and  perse- 
verance." 

Hudson  smiled :  ^  You  have  odd  notions 
of  machinery,  my  fine  felloe,  if  you  tliink 
it  does  our  work  for  us.  It  onl>  make  us 
work." 

"  Little's  the  machinery  I  want  to  keep 
me  going,  when  the  work  to  be  done  is 
for  the  advantage  of— we  won't  name  no 
names,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Hudson,"  he 
continued  more  merrily  and  archly  than 
before ;  ^  and  as  to  the  great  secret  that's 
between  us  now,  according  to  your  finding 
out  mum !  not  a  word  to  any  living  soul." 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  Hudson ;  and 
as  he  followed  Richard's  now  bounding 
step  up  the  creaking  stairs,  he  sighed 
heavily  over  the  recollection  of  his  own 
early  hopes,  and  tlie  sad  presentiment  of 
a  coming  blight  on  those  of  his  interesting 
companion. 

Helen  was  perfectly  recovered ;  and  her 
anxiety  to  prove  it  induced  a  cheerfulness 
of  manner  that  enlivened  the  whole  part}', 
now  completed  by  the  addition  of  Willy. 
The  evening  passed  dehghtfuUy :  it  was 
like  one  of  their  own  cottage  evenings ; 
and,  when  parting  in  the  street,  Hudson 
re-iterated  his  promise  of  taking  Richard 
to  his  friend's  mill  the  next  day,  afler  con- 
sulting with  Mr.  H ,  whom  they  were 

to  see  early.  Richard  most  cordially 
blessed  him,  and  walked  on  to  Soutli's,  re- 
peating to  himself  his  conviction  that  there 
was  not  such  another  perfect  character  in 
all  the  world  as  his  new  friend.  Even  Mr. 
Barlow  came  short  of  his  standard  just 
then,  so  full  was  the  poor  boy  of  that  hope 
to  which  a  young  spirit  cleaves  as  to  its 
natural  element  He  saw  no  real  difficul- 
ties in  theway  of  Helen's  removal  to  what 
his  fancy  pictured  as  a  sphere  of  compara- 
tive enjoyment  in  the  superior  mill ;  and 
beyond  that  lay  a  vista  terminated  by  a 
cottage  resembling  the  home  of  his  in- 
fancy, which  he  was  at  liberty  to  fit  up  as 
he  pleased.  Sweet  seemed  the  toils  that 
were  to  earn  that  visionary  independence ; 
short  and  swift  the  years  that  must  inter- 
vene before  he  might  hope  to  rise  so  high 
in  the  squire's  service  as  to  warrant  the 
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expectation.  He  fell  to  consideriDg,  on 
his  DOW  pleasant  pillow,  the  respective 
merits  of  woodbines,  jasmines,  China  roses, 
clematis,  and  other  caiididates  for  the 
honour  of  overshadowing  that  rustic  porch 
where  Helen  was  to  sit,  on  a  summer  even- 
ing, and  superintend  the  knitting  of  his  in- 
firm grandmother,  while  busily  engaged  in 
needlework  for  other  branches  ol'  the 
family ;  and  in  the  midst  of  his  fragrant 
perplexities  the  young  gardener  fell  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE   DEATH   OF  HOPE. 

Hudson,  punctual  to  his  appointment, 
brought  the  desired  permission  to  visit  his 
friend^s  cotton-mill,  together  with  an  assu- 
rance from  Mr.  H.  that  he  would  do  every 
thing  in  his  power  to  effect  the  admission 
of  Helen  into  that  establishment,  at  the 
same  time  reminding  Hudson  that  difficul- 
ties might  arise,  not  easily  to  be  sur- 
mounted. The  afternoon  was  the  time 
fixed  on  for  proceeding  to  the  factory, 
situated  several  miles  from  M. ;  and  as 
they  crossed  some  stubble-fields,  where 
the  bright  sun-beam  fell  warn>.  and  un- 
clouded, while  the  little  birds  sported 
around  them,  peering  for  a  grain  of  corn, 
or  snatching  from  the  bramble  its  ripening 
treasure,  Richard  felt  as  though  the  last 
few  days  had  been  passed  in  a  feverish 
dream,  and  marvelled  at  the  remembrance 
of  depression  so  severe  as  to  have  already 
blanched  his  cheek  and  dimmed  his  eye. 
"  Let  the  mill  be  what  it  may,"  said  he, 
"  the  situation  is  enough  to  determine  me. 
Why  the  very  breath  one  draws  here  is 
like  new  life  afler  that  horrid  town." 

"Yes,"  replied  Hudson,  "at  this  hour 
and  under  such  a  sky,  I  confess  it  is  :  but 
we  must  not  forget  that  the  mill-work  lasts 
from  before  sunrise  till  after  sunset,  most 
part  of  the  year ;  and  as  the  ground  lies 
low,  unwholesome  mists  will  rise  early  and 
late.  The  situation  is  not  considered  so 
healthy  as  you  might  suppose :  at  least  for 
those  who  cannot  enjoy  the  sunshine." 

They  soon  quitted  the  fields,  approach- 
ing a  sort  of  village  composed  of  exceeding- 


ly poor,  uncleanly-looking  cottages.  The 
air  lost  much  of  its  freshness,  seemingly 
impregnated  by  the  smoke  that  rose  from 
several  towering  chimnies  attached  to 
buildings  disproportionably  low.  Con- 
spicuous in  the  midst,  or  rather  on  the 
edge  of  the  cluster,  wholly  detached  from 
all  the  others,  rose  a  lofly  square  fabric  of 
imposing  appearance,  to  which  Hudson 
pointed,  saying,  "  There's  our  mill." 

**  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Richard,  "  why 
that's  a  noble-looking  place  to  be  sure. 
And  only  see,  Mr.  Hudson,  how  the  sua 
shines  upon  all  the  windows  on  that  side. 
Ay  and  it's  plain  he  must  shine  there  all 
day,  for  I  can  see  through  it,  the  glasses 
are  so  plenty,  and  I  see  it's  open  to  the 
south-east  as  well  as  to  the  south-west" 

"All  the  rooms  are  lighted  on  three 
sides,  I  believe,"  observed  Hudson. 

"  What  a  size  they  must  be !  Come 
this  is  a  deal  better  than  1  thought ;  and 
there  can  be  no  want  of  fresh  air  in  it" 

Hudson  shook  his  head :  "  The  windows 
are  never  open." 

"  That's  bad :  but  rooms  so  large  must 
be  airy  of  themselves,  and  cheerful  too 
they  can't  help  being,  with  so  much  sun- 
shine." 

"You  see  it  under  every  advantage," 
said  Hudson,  "and  must  judge  accord- 
ingly." 

They  now  entered  a  long  archway, 
where  Hudson  inquired  for  the  principal 
acting  manager,  who  soon  appesured,  and 
conducted  them  up  a  flight  of  stone  stairs. 
"I  bring  you  here  first,"  said  he  to 
Richard,  "  instead  of  taking  you  in  a  reg- 
ular way  through  the  rooms,  because  I 
have  some  orders  to  give  respecting  the 
machinery."  Thus  speaking,  he  opened 
a  door,  and  the  youth  stood  in  mute 
astonishment  at  the  scene  presented  to 
him. 

The  apartment,  though  large,  was  by  no 
means  high  in  proportion  to  its  size  ;  and 
along  the  ceiling,  closely  placed  together, 
ran  a  number  of  black  leather  straps,  at- 
tached to  wheels  and  pullies,  every  one  of 
which  was  in  the  most  rapid  motion,  ac- 
companied by  a  noise  sufficient  to  drown 
any  voice  not  raised  to  a  painful  pitch. 
On  the  floor  stood  a  vast  number  of  frames, 
seemingly  all  iron,  with  just  space  suffi- 
cient between  them  to  allow  a  passage  for 
the  operations  of  their  attendants.    These 
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were  chiefly  girls,  dirty,  barefooted,  and 
gloomy-looking,  who  cast  a  cold  glance  on 
the  strangers,  and  pursued  their  work, 
which  consisted  in  watching  the  move- 
ments of  innumerable  cones  of  cotton,  the 
threads  being  supplied  by  meicliinery, 
which  also  kept  the  spindles  perpetually 
revolving,  each  when  filled  requiring  to  be 
replaced  by  another.  The  party  walked 
round  the  room,  but  no  variety  appeared 
in  the  occupation ;  each  frame  exactly  re- 
sembled tlic  rest ;  each  had  its  own  lea- 
ther straps  running  on  their  pullies ;  and 
ita  own  wheel,  or  flier,  fixed  against  the 
ceiling  as  it  appeared,  whirling  round  with 
the  same  rapidity,  the  same  monotonous 
Doise  as  its  fellows.  The  same  mechani- 
cal employment  occupied  each  individual 
labourer — a  human  piece  of  mechanism, 
attached  to  those  of  iron  and  leather,  pas- 
■ing  to  and  fro  within  a  confined  space, 
with  an  air  of  vacant  listlessness  such  as 
Richard  had  never  beheld  among  any 
class  of  work-people.  The  air  of  the  room, 
if  air  it  might  be  called,  which  felt  more 
like  the  absence  of  that  refreshing  element, 
was  oppressive  to  a  most  sickening  de- 
gree ;  its  prevailing  savour  was  that  of 
rank  oil.  necessarily  used  in  great  quanti- 
ties for  tlie  supplying  the  leather,  and 
greasing  the  machinery ;  tlic  temperature 
was  dreadfully  high,  and  a  tightness  came 
on  his  chest,  that  rendered  the  operation 
of  breathing  quite  laborious.  Every 
minute  brought  an  increase  of  these  op- 
pressive sensations,  and  glad  he  was  when 
the  manager,  opening  a  door,  conducted 
them  into  another  apartment,  divided  by  a 
wooden  partition  from  the  former. 

This  contained  the  master-power,  the 
mighty  engine  that  kept  every  tiling  in 
motion.  An  immense  iron  wheel,  of  which 
only  the  upper  half  appeared  above  the 
floor  and  reached  to  the  roof,  raised  high 
to  afford  it  space,  was  making  its  rapid  rev- 
olutions, by  means  of  two  enormous  joints 
of  the  same  metal,  that,  playing  from 
above,  alternately  raised  and  depressed 
what  Richard  would  have  called  the 
handles  of  the  wheel.  The  pulsation  of  the 
boarding  on  which  he  stood,  as  the  thun- 
dering strokes  fell  rapidly  upon  his  ear,  al- 
most dismayed  the  astonished  rustic,  and 
he  shrank  with  cautious  eye  from  ap- 
proaching the  narrow  chasm  within  which 
the  wheel  was  carried  round  with  such  a 


tremendous  sweep.  Near  the  door  was  a 
tall  upright  frame,  round  which  two  large 
iron  balls  were  whirled  at  the  extremity  of 
strong  rods.  Every  thing  w^as  on  a  scEde 
so  gigantic,  the  motion  was  so  impetuous, 
the  noise  so  deafening,  that  he  felt  stun- 
ned. 

When  they  returned  to  the  work-room 
the  manager  pointed  to  a  wooden  frame, 
reaching  high  from  the  floor,  and  said, 
"You  see  we  box  off  our  machinery." 

"  What  does  he  mean  ?"  asked  Richard, 
as  the  other  stopped  to  give  some  order. 

"  There  is  a  very  dangerous  thing, 
called  an  upright  shaf^,  in  that  box,"  re- 
plied Hudson,  "  It  keeps  constantly  in 
rapid  motion,  and  when  led  exposed,  very 
dreadful  injury  is  inflicted,  and  oflcn  in- 
stant dcatli  to  tlie  poor  children  who  are 
caught  in  passing  it 

"  Can  any  mortal  man  be  so  wickedly 
cruel,"  seud  Richard:  "Nothing  should 
bribe  me  to  let  Mary  or  Willy  ever  go 
near  puch  works." 

Hudson  shook  his  head:  "Mary  must 
pass  it  many  times  in  a  day,  in  Mr.  Z.'s 
mill,  |ind  it  is  not  until  some  severe  meas- 
ures have  been  taken,  that  our  factory 
gentlemen  in  general  are  brought  to  box 
it  off,  as  you  sec  here.  That  is  one  of  the 
crying  evils  against  which  our  friends  di- 
rect their  strong  efforts." 

Richard  made  some  remark,  of  which" 
the  word  "  murdering"  alone  reached  his 
friend's  ear.  They  were  now  again  in 
the  room  first  entered,  and  the  oppression 
seemed  to  fall  more  heavily  than  before 
on  his  lungs.  "At  any  rate,"  said  he, 
"Helen  shan't  come  to  this  room.  A 
baker*s  oven  would  be  as  comfortable,  and 
a  deal  more  wholesome." 

The  next  room,  however,  was  no  bet- 
ter :  the  machinery  was  similar  in  appear- 
ance, though  belonging  to  a  difiercnt 
stage  of  the  work ;  tlie  employment  of  the 
labourers  was  not  the  same,  but  their  as- 
pect precisely  so;  and  the  atmospheric 
evil  not  one  whit  ameliorated.  Richard 
walked  round  as  before,  Hudson  keeping 
the  manager  in  conversation,  and  anx- 
iously did  he  look  for  some  token  of  cheer- 
fulness, or  even  of  ordinary  intelligence, 
among  the  young  people.  Many  had  fea- 
tures evidently  formed  to  express  it;  and 
some  wore  an  air  of  boldness  far  from 
agreeable:  but  the  same  absence  of  all 
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that  characterizes  the  youthful  counte- 
nance still  prevniled ;  the  same  look  of 
gloom  and  listlessness,  the  same  meas- 
ured movement,  attendant  on  that  of  the 
whirling  machinery  ahout  them. 

"  I  am  sick  of  the  sight  of  those  twirling 
bobbins,"  said  he  to  Hudson:  ^*is  the 
whole  place  full  of  them  ?" 

^'  No,  we  are  going  through  the  factory 
the  wrong  way,  and  shall  end,  I  suppose, 
where  the  work  begins.  You  will  soon 
see  the  cotton  preparing  for  this  stage  of 
twisting  and  filling." 

They  next  found  themselves  in  a  room 
crowded  with  low  iron  frames,  of  which 
the  front  parts  advanced  and  receded  in 
perpetual  motion,  just  leaving  space  be- 
tween for  the  girls  to  stand.  Threads 
were  stretched  upon  the  frames,  which  in- 
cessantly snapped,  and  the  labourers' 
office  was  to  catch  and  piece  the  separated 
ends. 

"  This  is  Mary's  work,"  said  Hudson ; 
"  and  Katy's  is  to  creep  underneath,  and 
pull  off  the  loose  cotton." 

"  Why,  she  would  be  crushed  to  death." 

"Habit  makes  her  expert  in  avoiding 
the  danger:  but  you  see  it  is  fatiguing 
and  the  least  heedlessness  would  be  dan- 
gerous." 

Richard  both  saw  and  felt  it:  a  new 
impression  with  regard  to  factory-work 
was  fast  taking  place  of  the  former  one ; 
but  he  said  little. 

They  soon  found  themselves  in  an 
apartment  where  the  machinery  and  the 
labour  were  wholly  dissimilar.  The  for- 
mer consisted  of  enormous  cylinders,  piled 
one  above  another,  and  covered  with  a 
moveable  case,  which  was  raised  to  admit 
of  the  necessary  operations,  performed 
chiefly  by  men :  but  a  number  of  girls  and 
young  women  were  also  employed  in 
looking  to  ihe  deep  cans  where  the  cot- 
ton, rent  to  pieces  by  the  cylinders,  was 
thrown  out  m  beautiful  flsikes.  These 
rapidly  filled,  and  when  full  were  taken 
away,  being  replaced  by  empty  ones. 
There  was,  however,  a  worse  annoyance 
in  that  room  thaji  in  any  of  the  preceding ; 
the  flue — fine  particles  of  cotton  wool,  so 
impregnated  the  air,  that  Richard  soon 
found  not  only  his  coat  covered,  but  his 
throat  lined  with  them.  At  first  he  had 
preferred  this  branch  of  the  work,  but  the 
irritating  effect  of  the  flue  was  tormenting. 


^^  This  is  Helen's  department,"  said 
Hudson. 

"  This !"  and  Richard  looked  round 
him  with  painful  curiosity.  Just  then,  the 
hour  for  tea  arrived,  and  a  signal  being 
given,  the  whole  machinery  at  the  same 
instant  stood  still.  The  manager  apolo- 
gized for  leaving  them,  saying  he  would 
be  back  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  Rich- 
ard eagerly  watched  the  efl'ect  on  the 
labourers  of  this  short  respite  from  toil. 

There  were  no  seats:  they  gathered 
themselves  in  groups,  or  stood  singly 
leaning  againt  the  frames,  or  sat  down  on 
the  floor,  hastily  swallowing  whatever 
they  had  brought  for  the  meal.  Of  course, 
it  was  abundantly  mixed  with  flue;  but 
this  appeared  a  less  evil  in  Richard's  eye 
than  the  mixing  of  young  people  of  difier- 
ent  sexes,  and  the  sort  of  conversation 
that  seemed  to  be  passing  among  them. 
Many,  indeed,  appeared  to  think  of  no- 
thing but  the  luxury  of  a  short  rest  on  the 
floor  for  their  weary  bodies ;  but  evidently 
there  was  a  great  deal  going  on,  in  an  un- 
der-tone,  that  would  not  have  borne  pub- 
lishing. He  became  impatient,  and  said, 
"  Let  us  go  back  to  some  of  the  rooms  we 
have  seen;  for  I  want  to  find  out  one 
where  they  are  more  comfortable — and 
more  safe,"  he  added,  afler  a  pause. 

The  search,  however,  was  fruitless,  so 
far  as  comfort  was  concerned.  In  these 
rooms  the  girls  with  difficulty  squatted 
themselves  in  small  parties  between  the 
rows  of  frames,  which  ran  quite  across 
them.  The  same  aspect  of  exhaustion, 
the  same  vacancy,  and  lack  of  youthful 
animation  prevailed.  Hollow  cheeks,  heavy 
eyes,  narrow  chests,  and  stooping  shoul- 
ders met  the  inquiring  gaze  at  every  turn. 
Discontent,  not  noisy  or  active,  but  gloomy 
and  silent,  seemed  impressed  on  all,  to- 
gether with  a  sort  of  helpless  resignation 
to  what  they  knew  must  be.  Hudson 
spoke  oden  and  kindly  as  he  passed  them, 
but  seldom  got  a  reply — ^never  a  cheerful 
one.  Their  minds  seemed  to  stagnate, 
their  spirits  to  have  wholly  evaporated, 
and  a  sort  of  indiflerence  the  farthest  pos- 
sibly removed  from  all  feeling  of  enjoy- 
ment, reigned  supreme.  The  time  allowed 
for  their  meal  soon  expired;  in  a  mo- 
ment every  wheel  was  flying  round,  every 
strap  in  motion,  every  little  spindle  revolv- 
ing in  its  place,  and  with  heavy  step  the 
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attendants  resumed  their  stations,  pursu- 
ing the  same  monotonous  work,  which  if 
Richard  had  been  a  classical  scholar  he 
might  aptly  have  compared  to  the  punish- 
ment of  Sysiphus. 

The  manager  now  rejoined  them,  and 
Richard  saw  the  remaining  departments ; 
the  first  and  last  stages;  the  weighing 
and  rolling,  and  carding  and  drawing  out 
of  the  raw  material;  the  winding  and 
storting  and  packing  of  the  finished 
thread ;  but  though  some  of  the  rooms  en- 
joyed more  ventilation,  and  were  less  op- 
pressively heated  than  others,  he  saw  no- 
thing to  cheer  him ;  and  they  had  passed 
the  outer  gate  some  minutes  before  he 
broke  silence. 

<^  How  different  a  mill  is  from  all  I  had 
fkncied !" 

«  What  did  you  expect?" 

"  Why,  I  supposed  it  was  a  dark,  dis- 
mal-looking place,  where  the  people  had 
to  run  about,  and  work  very  fast,  with  a 
great  deal  on  their  minds,  and  a  world  of 
management  necessary,  but  this  is  notliing 
of  the  sort" 

"  Then  you  find  it  better  than  you  ex- 
pected ?" 

"  Better !  no  ;  fifty  times  worse.  You 
see,  Vm  used  to  hard  labour,  and  can't 
say  but  I  sometimes  get  more  than  I  like 
of  out-door  work  in  all  weathers;  but 
then,  Mr.  Hudson,  I  have  worked  like  a 
man  not  like  a  wheel  and  pulley.  My 
mind  has  gone  along  with  my  hands,  and 
I  had  something  to  keep  me  in  remem- 
brance that  I  was  better  than  the  spade  I 
dug  with.  I  never  was  idly  disposed ;  but 
if  fatigue  came  over  me  for  a  minute  or 
so,  I  could  stop  my  spade  and  rest  upon 
it ;  it  didn't  dig  of  itself,  and  force  my  foot 
to  follow  it" 

^  That  last,"  said  Hudson,  ^'  is  the  most 
reasonable  part  of  your  remark.  As  to 
the  first,  if  you  consider,  there  is  some 
room  for  thought  in  the  work  you  have 
just  seen.  A  machine  can't  put  the  cotton 
in  the  scales,  or  tell  when  the  weights  are 
equal ;  nor  can  it  know  when  the  threads 
break,  and  piece  them,  or  reckon  the  bales, 
and  ticket  them ;  or " 

"  It's  all  very  true ;  but  tell  me  what  it 
is  makes  the  people  look  so  like  machines, 
if  they  don't  feel  so?" 
'<  Many  things,  Qreen,  assist  to  produce 


that  efiect    Did  not  the  air  of  the  room 
oppress  you  ?" 

"  Indeed  it  did.  Sometimes  in  summer, 
just  before  a  great  thunder-storm,  I  have 
felt  as  if  I  was  pent  up  in  a  box,  with  a 
weight  on  my  head,  and  really  got  quite 
dizzy  for  a  while  ;  but  though  that  is  the 
nearest  thing  I  can  think  of  to  liken  it  to, 
those  rooms  were  fifty,  ay,  five  hundred 
times  worse.  The  weight  seemed  to  be 
not  only  on  my  head,  but  all  over  me ;  and 
then  the  sickening  smell  and  the  whirring 
noise — I'll  tell  you  what,  the  first  few  days 
in  a  factory  would  make  me  ill,  and  when 
I  got  over  that,  I  should  become  stupid." 

"You  have  answered  your  own  ques- 
tion so  far.  If  we  had  no  other  plea  for 
short  hours  and  a  frequent  change  of 
hands,  the  dreadful  heat  and  unwholesome- 
ness  of  the  atmosphere  would  be  enough. 
You  may  suppose  what  it  must  be  when 
the  gas  is  lighted,  adding  to  the  closeness 
and  the  bad  smell  of  the  place :  in  winter 
they  require  it  for  many  hours,  morning 
and  evening.  Then  the  sunshine,  cheer- 
ful as  it  would  otherwise  be,  comes  in  at 
those  endless  windows  with  such  power  as 
to  broil  the  poor  creatures,  and  make  them 
wish  it  away,  instead  of  rejoicing  in  its 
brightness." 

"  Another  thing,"  said  Richard,  "  is  the 
constant  standing,  and  just  fidgeting  about 
within  such  a  narrow  space,  in  those 
rooms  where  we  first  went ;  the  others  are 
better  as  to  giving  more  liberty,  but  the 
cotton  flies  about  so  much  in  them  as  to 
injure,  I  should  think,  every  body  that 
breathes  there." 

"  It  kills  many.  Did  you  see  the  little 
boy  sitting  in  a  heap  of  the  raw  cotton, 
swallowing  his  portion  quite  in  a  cloud  of 
flue  ?" 

"Yes;  a  ragged,  miserable-looking 
creature  he  was.  I  noticed  his  famished 
face  as  he  munched  that  hard,  mouldy 
crust" 

"But  generally  the  labourers  in  that 
mill  are  remarkable  for  a  favourable  ap- 
pearance. They  are  examined  by  a  strictly 
conscientious  surgeon,  who  is  also  fre- 
quently taken  through  the  rooms,  to  judge* 
whether  any  of  the  people  are  getting 
sickly;  in  which  case  they  are  removed." 

Richard  stared.  "Why,  Mr.  Hudson, 
what  do  you  call  sickly  if  those  pale,  yel- 
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«ow  creaturee,  with  cheeks  sunk  in,  and 
narrow  faces,  were  not  so  ?" 

'•  I  can  assure  you,  Green,  you  have 
seen  the  healthiest  and  best-regulated  mill 
in  M.,  nay,  one  of  the  best  in  England. 
There  is  nobody  in  it  who  even  looks  un- 
der age ;  and  every  public  rule  is  most 
strictly  obeyed,  together  with  many  excel- 
lent ones  laid  down  by  the  owner  for  the 
benefit  and  comfort  of  his  people.  The 
inspectors  hold  it  up  as  a  pattern  to  every 
body,  and  as  a  proof  of  what  may  be  done 
to  sof\en  and  improve  tlie  system.  The 
poor  people  would  flock  to  it  from  every 
other  establishment,  only  for  a  strict  regu- 
lation to  the  contrary  on  the  part  of  the 
owner;  and  it  is  to  get  over  this,  in 
Helen's  favour,  that  I  fear  we  shall  find  a 
difficulty." 

''  It  will  not  matter;  for  I  don't  want  to 
bring  her  here." 

«  Why  so  ?" 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  Richard,  impatiently, 
"It  would  turn  her  into  a  stone.  She 
would  droop  and  die.  Twelve  hours !"  he 
repeated,  "  twelve  hours  a  day  shut  up  in 
such  a  place,  and  in  such  company !  No, 
she  shall  go  back  to  the  country,  and  weed 
in  the  fields,  or  feed  a  farmer's  pigs — any- 
thing but  such  a  life  as  this." 

Hudson  looked  greatly  distressed.  He 
could  not  bear  to  tell  tlie  irritated  youth 
how  very  much  worse  in  every  respect  was 
the  place  she  at  present  laboured  in,  com- 
pared with  that  which  they  had  visited. 
Long  habit  had  so  familiarized  him  with 
the  moody,  vacant  looks  of  the  factory-la- 
bourers, that  he  did  not  expect  they  would 
have  made  so  strong  an  impi'ession  on  the 
mind  of  his  companion.  In  fact  it  is  the 
peculiar  feature  tliat  strikes  a  visiter  whose 
attention  is  in  any  measure  directed  to  the 
countenances  of  the  mill-people.  Seen  at 
their  work,  they  are  a  community  of  autom- 
ata. Nothing  seems  to  animate  them. 
The  cold  listlessness  of  their  looks  sends  a 
chill  to  the  heart  of  the  spectator,  who,  if 
he  feel  rightly,  must  feel  it  a  degradation 
to  bis  species  to  be  chained,  as  it  were,  to 
a  parcel  of  senseless  machinery,  confused 
by  its  din,  and  forced  to  obey  its  move- 
ments with  scarcely  an  interval  for 
thought  or  for  repose.  This  is  the  case 
where  the  labourers  are  principally  adults ; 
not  in  the  mocking  sense  of  having  "  the 
ftrength   and    appearance    o^   fourteen 


years  j"  but  really  young  men  and  wo- 
men. The  cheerless  though  noisy  monot- 
ony of  their  lives ;  the  total  absence  of  all 
that  can  elevate  the  mind,  even  so  far  as 
an  habitual  contemplation  of  God's  works 
elevates  that  of  the  plough-boy,  or  expands 
it  into  social  kindliness  among  loving  kin- 
dred, or  pleasant  companions — this  stamps 
the  character  of  vacancy,  selfishness,  and 
gloom,  on  faces  that  should  beam  with  the 
gladness^f  not  the  intelligence,  of  youth. 
The  genfle  spring-time  of  life  is  checked, 
its  budding  promises  nipped  and  blighted 
by  the  unkindliness  of  an  atmosphere  such 
as  God  never  made,  and  such  as  man 
could  never  have  prepared  for  his  fellows 
to  pine  in,  had  not  the  lust  of  gold  steeled 
his  heart  against  every  pleading  of  hu- 
manity. Machinery  yields  an  immense 
profit ;  therefore  machinery  must  be  first 
cared  for;  and  the  question  is,  not  by 
what  means  the  deleterious  efiects  accom- 
panying its  operations  might  be  mitigated, 
if  they  cannot  be  neutralized,  to  the  la- 
bourers attendant  on  its  movements ;  but 
how  may  those  movements  be  quickened 
into  tenfold  velocity,  irrespective  of  the 
tenfold  injury  inflicted  on  the  poor,  who, 
for  a  morsel  of  bread  are  compelled  to  link 
themselves  to  its  wheels,  and  lo  bury  them- 
selves in  the  heat  of  its  cauldrons. 

This  refers  to  such  as  may  be  supposed 
of  age  to  choose  for  themselves ;  and 
Richard  had  remarked  mothers,  probably, 
of  grown-up  families,  engaged  in  all  the 
departments,  witli  elderly  men,  and  those 
of  middle  age  mingled  with  the  throng, 
particularly  where  the  great  carding-ma- 
chines  threw  out  their  flue  so  abundantly. 
They,  of  course  were  under  no  compul- 
sion, save  that  of  poverty ;  and  had  they 
rather  chosen  to  starve,  they  had  liberty  so 
to  do ;  but  an  immense  proportion  of  the 
hands  employed  in  the  mills  are  mere  chil- 
dren, driven  thither  by  parental  authority ; 
their  time,  their  health,  their  lives  re- 
garded as  bare  matter  of  merchandize  be- 
tween two  parties,  uf  whom  the  one  was 
eager  to  grasp  whatever  the  commodity 
would  fetch,  and  the  other  to  wring  out 
from  his  helpless  purchase  the  utmost 
value  that  it  was  capable  of  producmg. 
The  one  careful  to  expedite  his  child  to  the 
scene  of  exhausting  labour ;  the  other  to 
expedite  his  wheels  and  spindles  with  the 
least  possible   intermission  while   thoee 
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poor  little  fingers  and  feet  are  at  his  dis- 
posal; the  one  counting  his  pence,  the 
other  his  packages ;  and  each  jealous  lest 
he  should  have  failed  to  extract  full  profit 
from  the  withering  frame  of  his  human 
macliine.  And  as  is  the  child,  so  is  the 
dreadful  responsibility  bandied  from  one  to 
the  other. 

"  I  support  my  children,"  says  the  fa- 
ther, ^'  and  being  a  poor  man,  I  must  not 
keep  them  idle ;  tlicy  must  do  what  they 
can  to  help.  I  hire  them  out  tcr  a  gentle- 
man to  serve  him,  and  if  he  overwork  them 
the  blame  is  his.  I  can't  interfere  with  his 
establishment — I  take  it  for  granted  he 
knows  his  duty,  being  an  educated  gentle- 
man, with  a  family  of  his  own  probably ; 
and  of  course  he  will  do  what  is  right." 

"  I  live  by  the  produce  of  my  mills," 
says  the  manufacturer,  ^*I  have  laid  out 
immense  sums  on  fitting  them  up,  and  in 
laying  in  an  abundant  stock  of  the  j'aw 
material.  I  have  an  undoubted  right  to 
make  what  profit  I  can  on  this  costly 
speculation,  and  to  do  so  I  must  avail  my- 
self to  the  full  of  tlic  capabilities  of  my 
works.  It  is  not  for  me  to  judge  what 
other  people's  children  are  competent  to 
do;  I  leave  that  to  their  legitimate  guar^ 
dians,  who  must  know  the  nature  and  ex- 
tent both  of  their  abilities  and  my  require- 
ments. If  these  guardians  accept  my 
terms,  and  place  their  little  ones  at  my 
disposal,  I  am  bound  to  conclude  that  they 
are  fully  able  to  keep  pace  with  my  ma- 
chinery, and  I  must  compel  them  so  to  do, 
or  I  lose  unjustly  in  tlie  bargain.  If  they 
are  unfit  for  the  task,  let  those  answer  for 
the  consequences  who  voluntarily  send 
them  to  me." 

Voluntarily ! — ^No,  it  is  not  a  voluntary 
act  You  well  know  that  the  cravings  of 
nature  must  be  satisfied ;  and  though  your 
poverty-stricken  brother  asks  no  more  than 
the  dry  morsel  from  which  your  pampered 
dog  would  turn  away,  still  without  that 
morsel  he  cannot  exist  You  enter  tacitly, 
at  least,  into  a  confederacy  with  your 
weedthy  compeers,  and  leave  liim  no  option 
between  actual  starvation  and  a  compact 
whereby  he  obtains  a  scanty  meal,  and  a 
shelter  from  the  inclement  sky,  at  the  price 
of  his  own  or  his  childrens'  life-blood. 
With  one  hand  you  niggardly  supply  that 
vital  stream,  with  the  other  you  copiously 
dram  it  away ;  and  when  by  this  sure  pro- 


cess of  daily  diminution  you  have  lefl  only 
the  breathless  carcase,  your  progress,  rol- 
ling along  tlie  middle  way  in  your  luxuri- 
ous carriage,  or  guiding  the  full-fed  steed 
upon  its  track,  will  not  be  impeded  by  yon 
miserable  group,  who,  stealing  past  upon 
the  narrow  causeway,  follow  a  pauper's 
fbneraL  Those  well-worn  cloaks  of  rusty 
black  are  but  thrown  on,  by  parochied 
charity,  for  the  occasion ;  the  interminable 
toil  of  those  now  lifeless  limbs,  though  it 
supplied  you  with  the  rich  caparisons  thaf. 
you  glory  in  displaymg,  could  not  lay  by 
the  superfluity  of  a  burial-fee  for  the  vic- 
tim, nor  provide  a  mourning  garment  for 
the  heart-broken,  conscience-stricken  sur- 
vivors. And  why  conscience-stricken? 
If  they  squandered  in  strong  drink,  or  ap- 
propriated in  idleness  the  child's  earnings, 
they  have  indeed  a  terrible  item  to  answer 
for  in  your  common  account  with  God: 
but  if  there  was  no  alternative — if  nothing 
short  of  wealth  would  satisfy  you,  where 
nothing  short  of  early  destruction  to  others 
was  its  probable,  its  almost  inevitable  price 
— then  will  they  stand,  not  as  fellow  cul- 
prits, beside  you,  but  as  accusing  witnesses 
against  your  soul ;  at  the  day  when  worldly 
riches  cannot  avail ;  when  worldly  honours 
shall  be  proved  a  mocking  dream ;  and  when 
worldly  gratifications  shall  but  be  remem- 
bered to  sharpen  the  gnawings  of  tlie  worm 
that  dieth  not ;  and  to  quicken  the  burn- 
ings of  the  fire  that  shall  not  be  quenched. 

"  What  a  pretty  girl  is  that,"  remarked 
a  visiter  to  the  junior  member  of  an  ex- 
tensive cotton-firm,  who  was  exhibiting  to 
him  the  difierent  departments  of  the  mill. 
"What  a  fine  creature  she  will  be  at 
twenty !" 

The  young  gentlemcui  looked  at  the 
beautiful  creature  pointed  out,  then 
glanced  his  eye  over  the  whole  throng  of 
her  youthful  companions,  and  turning  it 
on  the  visiter  with  a  significant  leer,  qui- 
etly answered  in  an  under-tone, — "  There 
are  not  many  in  this  room  who  will  live  to 
be  twenty !" 

When  Richard  Green  returned  home, 
he  found  his  grandmother  in  considerable 
alarm,  while  a  coarse-looking  man  was 
talking  in  the  loud  tone  of  self-satisfied 
superiority,  evidently  enjoying  her  trepi- 
dation, "  And  so,  good  woman,  as  I  said 
before,  fine  words  won't  butter  no  pars- 
nips.  'Tis  all  right  and  becoming  of  you 
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to  thank  me  for  waiting  so  long ;  but  as 
Pm  not  going  to  wait  longer,  down,  I  say, 
with  the  rent" 

Richard's  entrance  appeared  to  increase 
the  widow's  distress :  she  looked  appeal- 
ingly  at  him,  not  to  invite  but  to  deprecate 
his  interference.  He  understood  her,  and 
crossed  over  to  James,  who  placed  a  cold 
and  trembling  hand  in  his,  but  spoke  not 
"I  don't  believe,"  continued  the  land- 
lord, looking  round  him,  "that  all  the 
sticks  you've  got  here  would  fetch  the 
seven  and  sixpence,  to  say  nothing  of 
costs;  but  by  way  of  example  to  the 
neighbours  I  shall  be  forced  to  execute. 
I've  a  deal  of  property  in  this  court,"  he 
continued,  pompously  drawing  himself  up, 
"and  what's  to  become  of  my  rents  if 
tenants  go  on  for  a  matter  of  three  weeks 
together  without  paying  a  rap?" 

"Give  me  till  the  beginning  of  next 
week,  Mr.  Scott,  and  I  promise  you  it 
shall  all  be  paid." 

"  I  won't,  indeed  I  won't ;  for  I  can't ! 
woman.  I  must  buy  stock  for  my  trade, 
or  how  can  I  hve  ?  You  have  children  in 
the  mill,  and  they  get  their  wages  punc- 
tual; but  I,  a  respectable  tradesman, 
sends  in  my  bill  to  tiie  same  parties,  and 
is  told  by  the  footman  to  call  again.  They 
forget  my  account,  because  'tis  too  small 
for  their  big  pockets ;  and  you  refuse  it 
because  it's  too  big  for  your  httle  one, 
hey,  missus?" 

If  any  one  of  the  party  had  laughed  at 
this  facetiousness,  it  is  probable  that  Mr. 
Scott,  who  set  up  for  a  wit  in  his  way, 
would  have  been  mollified ;  but  his  audi- 
tors were  in  no  laughing  mood,  and  he 
became  more  lofYy  than  ever. 

"  I  tell  ye,  'tis  no  use  talking :  the  money 
to-day,  or  an  execution  to-morrow." 

Richard  had  remained  silent:  his  first 
impulse  was  to  be  rough ;  for  his  spirit 
was  strangely  chafed ;  but  a  better  feeling 
prevailed,  and  he  spoke  with  his  usual 
civility. 

"I'm  sorry,  sir,  my  grandmother  has 
been  obliged  to  keep  you  waiting:  but 
perhaps  you  will  consider  how  much  ill- 
ness there  has  been  in  the  family,  and 
take  her  promise  now.  I'm  sure  she  will 
keep  it" 

"  Why,  you  are  a  civil-spoken  lad,  and 
well  dressed  too :  how  came  you  here  ?" 

VOL.  II.  dl 


"  I  came  to  M.  on  business,  for  a  gen- 
tleman in  Suffolk." 

"  Who  did  you  come  to  ?" 

"  Mr.  H.  at  the  great  house  on  the  hilL" 

"  The  great  house  on  the  hill !  ha !  ha ! 
we've  great  houses  enow,  and  hills  enow, 
about  this  big  town.  However,  I  know 
who  you  mean ;  and  I've  some  notion  of 
obliging  you.  Let  me  see;  seven  and 
sixpence,  and  two  and  sixpence.  Well, 
old  woman,  I'll  call  on  you  when  this 
week,  that  began  yesterday,  is  out;  and 
you'll  come  down  with  your  ten  shillingSi 
will  you  ?" 

"  I  will,  God  helping  me,"  faltered  the 
widow. 

"  Don't  forget  then :  I  can  tell  you,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  that  young  fellow  speak- 
ing so  respectfully,  I'd  have  been  as  good 
as  my  word:  not  for  any  ill-will  I  bear 
you,  but  to  set  an  example,  as  I  told  you 
before."    He  nodded  and  went  out 

The  widow  ran  to  Richard,  and  leanmg 
on  his  shoulder  exclaimed,  while  her  tears 
streamed  fast,  "  I  would  fain  have  hid  tliis 
from  you,  my  child !" 

"  That  is  the  worst  of  it,  granny :  you 
conceal  from  me  things  that  I  must  know, 
sooner  or  later,  instead  of  speaking  out 
now  I  am  here  to  consult  with  you.  And 
you  may  speak  out,"  he  added,  mourn- 
fully, "  for  I  can't  well  be  more  miserable 
than  I  am." 

A  full  explanation  was  at  length  given ; 
and  the  fact  appeared  plain,  that  with  all 
their  struggling  they  could  barely  live 
upon  the  earnings  of  the  three  who  la- 
boured for  them.  Among  other  tilings, 
the  system  of  forfeitures  had  been  rigidly 
enforced  against  Mary,  whose  compa- 
nions easily  provoked  her,  by  noise  and  in 
other  ways,  to  incur  the  fine ;  and  many  a 
sixpence  was  thus  stopped  out  of  her 
wages.  The  overlooker  never  inquired 
into  particulars,  nor  listened  to  any  miti- 
gating statement:  he  had  redoubled  his 
vigilance  since  the  information  was  laid 
against  him  for  ill-treating  her,  and  care- 
fully visited  every  infringement  of  the 
rules  with  the  penalty.  Against  this  there 
was  no  appeal :  the  rules  were  hung  up 
in  the  work-room,  with  the  exact  sum  to 
be  paid  for  any  breach  of  them ;  and  the 
fact  once  proved,  the  consequence  was  in- 
evitable.   This  afibrded  a  sad  means  ol 
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oppression  in  some  casee ;  for  the  children 
naturally  thought  less  of  a  pecuniary  loss 
falling  on  their  parents  than  of  present 
severity  lo  iiemselves;  although  in  the 
irritation  of  disappointment  they  rarely 
escaped  double  punishment  at  home. 
Some  protection  against  idleness  and  in- 
subordination on  the  part  of  his  labourers, 
the  employer  must,  in  common  justice, 
have ;  and  of  the  two,  this  plan  of  penal- 
tics  is  undoubtedly  the  best:  but  that 
master-evil — the  want  of  due  enquiry  into 
the  temper  and  habits  of  tlie  men  to  whom 
are  committed  the  persons,  the  principles, 
the  interests  of  so  many  young  creatures, 
and  the  absence  of  a  wholesome  restraint 
on  their  bad  propensities,  poisons  the 
fountain-head,  and  carries  corruption 
tlirough  the  whole  mass. 

Mary  Green  needed  a  strict  hand  to 
control  her  rebellious  disposition ;  and  she 
found  one  perfectly  ready  to  do  it,  not  for 
her  good  or  for  the  advantage  of  their 
mutual  employer,  but  from  personal  dis- 
like. She  saw  this,  and  resentment  quick- 
ened her  hot  temper  to  more  frequent 
ebullitions,  which  generally  ended  in  an 
open  breach  of  some  standing  rule,  and 
the  imposition  of  its  attendant  fine. 

These  deductions  formed  no  incon- 
siderable item  in  the  widow's  list  of  losses: 
Richard  had  volunteered  to  make  out  an 
exact  scale  of  their  income  and  expendi- 
ture, in  order  to  discover  where  the  chief 
deficiency  on  the  one  hand,  or  extra  ex- 
pense on  the  other  lay :  the  first  was  soon 
calculated  and  noted  down,  the  latter 
reluctantly  given,  for  the  poor  old  woman 
well  knew  how  her  boy's  affectionate 
heart  would  be  wrung  by  the  miserable 
insufficiency  of  their  diet  and  fuel ;  but  he 
would  not  be  baffled,  and  many  a  time 
was  the  cuff  of  his  jacket  drawn  across 
his  eyes  while  writing  the  particulars.  At 
last  he  threw  the  pen  from  him,  exclaim- 
ing, '^  Granny,  the  workhouse  is  better 
than  this.'' 

"  The  work-house,  Richard,  is  not  open 
to  those  who  are  able  to  labour,  as  we 
are,  and  can  find  employment" 

**  Able ! "  thought  the  boy,  as  he  gazed 
at  the  withered  hand  which  gently  re- 
placed the  pen  in  his.  "Well,  dearest 
granny,  we  will  look  all  these  things  in 
the  face :  go  on." 

The  account  was  finished,  and  he  said, 


"  Poor  as  your  fare  is,  and  not  enough  to 
support  you  properly,  still  it  comes  pretty 
nigh  within  your  gains.  I  can't  make  out 
the  deficiency." 

He  was  then  told  of  Mary's  continual 
forfeits,  which  exasperated  him:  "  Are  not 
they  content  with  kicking  her  about,  but 
must  they  wrest  her  earnings  from  her 
too?" 

The  widow  told  him  that  it  could  not  be 
avoided ;  Mary's  conduct  really  provoking 
the  penalty,  as  Katy  herself  had  been 
obliged  to  admit,  when  closely  questioned ; 
Helen  corroborating  it  She  had  reasoned 
and  pleaded  with  the  child,  but  to  no  pur- 
pose, and  must  they  wait  patiently  till  God 
gave  her  a  better  mind. 

"  I  shall  talk  to  her  though,"  observed 
Richard,  "And  try  if  all  my  influence 
is  gone.  But,  oh,  granny,  those  mills 
are  fearful  places !  I  felt  as  if  tlie  hot, 
unnatural  air  would  melt  away  all  tliat 
was  good  for  anything  in  me,  and  leave 
me  like  one  of  the  senseless  machines,  to 
do  just  whatever  I  was  set  about,  right  or 
wrong ;  and  you  know  what  advantages 
tlie  devil  will  take  of  that  state  of  mind." 
Then,  after  a  pause,  he  exclaimed,  ^^  Helen 
must  be  an  angel  to  stand  it  all,  and  to  get 
better  and  better,  while  the  rest  go  to 


» 


ruin. 

"  She  is  no  angel,"  said  James,  whom 
they  supposed  to  be  asleep,  "  but  a  poor 
sinful  mortal ;  yet  a  dear  child  of  God, 
living  by  faith,  and  ripening  for  glory." 

Richard's  brow  contracted,  "  Must  every 
body  be  dying  who  lives  like  a  Christian? 
Why  does  not  Hudson  die  tlicn  ?" 

"  Some  of  us  die  for  our  good,  brother ; 
and  some  of  us  live  for  the  good  of  others." 

"Well,  darling  Jem,  we  won't  argue 
about  that,"  replied  Richard,  kissing  the 
cold  damp  brow  of  the  patient  suflerer. 
"  I  only  wish  it  might  please  the  Lord  to 
let  you  live  for  my  good,  and  I'd  work  the 
flesh  ofl*  my  bones  for  you,  James ;  indeed 
I  would." 

"I  don't  doubt  it:  but  He  who  loves 
me  better  than  even  you  do  is  going  to 
take  me  home  soon,  very  soon,"  he  added, 
with  empheisis. 

Richard  gazed  on  him ;  then  starting 
up,  he  said,  "  I  must  go  this  minute  to  Mr. 
H.,  for  he  bade  me  be  there.  The  day 
after  to-morrow — early  in  the  morning 
."    He  threw  himself  on  his  knees 
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beside  the  widow's  chair,  and  clasping  his 
arms  round  her  wept  and  sobbed  like  an 
infant 

And  oil,  how  that  maternal  bosom 
yearned  over  the  child  so  oflen  cradled 
upon  it !  She  had  no  words  of  comfort 
for  him ;  her  own  heart  was  too  full  for 
speech ;  she  could  but  mingle  her  tears 
with  his.  James  whispered,  **It  will  do 
him  good  ;  he  wanted  such  a  relief."  He 
was  right ;  Richard  with  swollen  eyes,  but 
a  calmer  spirit,  took  his  hat,  and  with  an 
affectionate  farewell  repaired  to  the  great 
house  on  the  hill,  where  Hudson  had  pre- 
pared for  him  a  more  than  usually  kind 
reception. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THICKENING   GLOOM. 

Mr.  H.  was  one  of  those  happy  indi- 
viduals who,  with  the  means,  possess  the 
will  to  benefit  their  fellow-creatures.  He 
was  not  a  mill-owner,  nor,  except  with  the 
most  benevolent  of  that  class,  was  he  a 
popular  character  among  them.  The  great 
point  of  difference  between  Mr.  H.  and  tlie 
generality  of  his  manufacturing  friends  con- 
sisled  in  this ;  that  whereas  they  consid- 
ered the  personal  interests  of  master  and 
labourer  to  be  things  not  only  irreconcila- 
ble, but  diametrically  opposed  one  to  an- 
other, he  regarded  them  as  identical. 
They  looked  on  him  as  their  enemy,  be- 
cause he  was  the  avowed,  uncompromising 
friend  of  their  work-people,  more  particu- 
larly interesting  himself  on  behalf  of  the 
children.  He  could  not  convince  them, 
nor  could  iliey  unconvince  him,  that  even  on 
the  grounds  of  worldly  policy,  they  would 
thrive  better  by  making  less  haste  to  be 
rich  at  the  expense  of  involving  their  fel- 
low-creatures in  so  much  misery  and  sin. 
They  wished  he  had  a  mill,  and  notlung 
else  to  subsist  by,  confident  that  the  plead- 
ings of  self-interest  would  soon  stifle  the 
voice  of  duixotic  benevolence :  he  was 
thankful  to  be  spared  the  temptation ;  but 
felt  confident  that  if  exposed  to  it  his  prin- 
ciples would  stand  the  test,  imbibed  as 
they  were  at  the  fountain  of  truth,  and 
nourished  by  its  streams. 

When  Richard  Green  appeared  before 


him  this  evening,  Mr.  H.  entered  at  once 
on  the  subject  of  the  factory  which  he  had 
visited,  asking  what  impression  it  had 
made  on  his  mind. 

"  Indeed,  sir,  I  canH  say  it  was  a  pleas- 
ant one.  I  never  saw  a  place  of  the  kind 
before,  so  could  not  judge  of  its  advan- 
tages above  others ;  and  having  always 
been  used  to  field-labour,  near  the  sea,  I 
could  hardly  fancy  myself  living  for  a 
week  in  such  a  pent-up,  sickly  place,  with 
the  smell,  and  the  noise,  and  the  weari- 
someness  of  doing  the  same  thing  over 
and  over  all  day  long." 

"  But  you  must  do  that  in  almost  any 
business.  For  instance,  in  ploughing  a  field, 
don't  you  go  on  much  in  the  same  way  ?" 

"  I  don't  plough  all  the  year  round,  sir  5 
nor  always  in  one  field.  Besides,  nothing 
out  of  doors  can  be  like  those  hot  rooms." 

"  Well,  what  say  you  to  a  blacksmith's 
shop  ?  There  is  violent  heat,  and  smoke, 
and  noise,  and  confinement" 

"  Oh,  but,  sir,  if  you  please,  there'4  a 
deal  of  skill  needed  to  become  a  good 
smith,  and  be  able  to  set  up  for  oneself 
soon.  Then,  too,  a  man  likes  to  feel  the 
strength  that's  in  his  arm,  and  I  hope  you 
see  the  difference  between  hammering  a 
bar  of  iron  and  frittering  bits  of  cotton,  sir  7^ 

Richard,  animated  by  his  theme,  suited 
the  action  to  the  word,  and  Mr.  G.  as  he 
marked  the  proud  swing  of  a  muscular 
arm,  ^joiced  in  his  heart  that  some  of 
England's  athletic  yeomanry  were  still  left 
to  pursue  their  manly  occupations. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  he,  smiling,  "  you 
would  not  object  to  be  a  miner,  shut  out 
from  day-light,  and  fathoms  deep  from  the 
air  of  heaven." 

"  I  don't  know  that,  sir ;  there  are  no 
mines  in  my  part  of  the  country,  and  I 
always  think  God  suits  the  people  to  the 
sort  of  work  he  has  prepared  for  them  in 
their  own  places.  Not  that  I  believe  any 
Englishman  is  made  to  be  stewed  for 
twelve  hours  a  day  in  such  a  place  as  I 
visited  this  morning,  which,  to  be  sure,  is 
none  of  God's  making.  However,  sir,  I 
would  engage  in  the  mines  to-morrow, 
and  do  my  best  in  that  gloomy  place ;  and 
at  any  rate,"  he  added,  in  a  tone  that 
spoke  his  deep  feeling,  "  at  any  rate  my 
heart  would'nt  be  pained  by  seeing  weak 
women  and  young  children  pining  about 
me.    JTiey  would  breathe  the  fresh  tiir\ 
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and  if  my  work  was  dark  and  hard,  it 
would  be  lightened  by  knowing  that  the 
wages  would  keep  them  in  freedom  and 
comfort" 

"  You  are  a  noble  young  fellow,  Green. 
I  wish  I  could  rouse  such  a  manly  spirit 
in  tlie  bosoms  of  some  who  have  power 
to  mitigate  ttie  hardships  of  those  you 
60  tenderly  speak  of,  or  even  among  the 
parents,  the  husbands,  the  brotliers,  of  our 
poor  factory  girls." 

"  Ah,  sir,  to  do  justly,  and  to  love  mercy, 
is  the  gifl  of  God.  I'm  afraid  you  can't 
teach  it  to  those  whose  hearts  are  hardened 
by  the  love  of  money ;  and  as  for  the  rest, 
why  what  can  they  do  ?  What  can  1  do, 
who  see  all  tiiat  I  love  better  than  myself 
pining  and  perishing  ?  They  must  work, 
or  starve;  and  no  work  is  within  their 
reach  except  what  the  mill-owners  give. 
I  see  no  remedy,  except  the  grave." 

"  Don't  despond.  Ilave  you  determined 
to  remove  the  young  person  of  whom 
Hudson  spoke  to  my  friend's  mill,  suppo- 
sing I  obtain  admittance  for  her  there  ?" 

"  I  have  not  talked  to  her  yet  about  it, 
sir,"  replied  Richard. 

"  Do,  then,  and  let  me  know.  You  are 
rcturiiing  to  L.,  I  believe,  in  a  day  or  two, 
and  my  packet  will  be  ready.  Meanwhile, 
as  I  know  you  have  a  sick  brother,  w^hose 
situation  requires  more  comforts  tlian  you 
can  well  procure  at  this  season,  oblige  me 
by  applying  a  trifle  to  his  advantage,  and 
for  the  present  good  bye  ;  God  bless  you. 
and  keep  you  from  all  evil !" 

As  with  one  hand  he  placed  two  sove- 
reigns in  Richard's,  wiUi  tlic  other  he 
opened  a  door,  and  was  gone  before  he 
could  have  even  received  a  word  of  tlianks ; 
but  the  parting  blessing  was  returned  on 
his  head  a  thousand-fold  by  the  astonished 
youth,  though  its  accents  did  not  reach 
bis  ear. 

As  an  alms  to  himself,  Richard's  inde- 
pendent spirit  would  have  shrank  from  the 
gift ;  but  the  situation  of  tliose  for  whom 
it  was  intended  forbade  all  feeling  save 
that  of  fervent  gratitude.  He  hastened 
away,  and  before  even  revisiting  home,  he 
found  the  landlord,  paid  the  arrear,  witli 
another  week's  rent  in  advance,  and  then 
proceeded  to  lay  the  balance  on  the  lap 
of  his  grandmother,  where  he  had  so  oflen 
deposited  his  little  earnings  before  want 
was  knowa  to  them.    She  received  it  with 


tears  of  gratitude,  and  the  gladdening  in- 
fluence of  such  a  providential  supply  once 
more  shed  a  gleam  of  cheerfulness  over 
the  little  circle. 

"  Helen,"  whispered  Richard,  *•  I  have 
a  deal  to  say  to  you  that  concerns  nobody 
else.    It  is  about  a  factory  I  saw  to-day." 

"  Don't  mention  it  just  now,  Richard  ; 
wait  till  we  are  alone,  or  with  James  only. 
To-morrow  is  Sunday,  and  we  shall  then 
have  opportunity  to  tcdk.  Not,  indeed, 
about  worldly  matters,"  she  added,  ''  but 
something  that  will  give  us  Ught  as  to 
what  course  we  are  to  take,  even  with  re- 
gard to  the  things  of  this  life." 

Witli  no  small  satisfaction  did  the 
widow  steal  away,  and  redeem  from 
pledge  a  few  articles,  the  absence  of 
which  on  the  Sunday  would  have  greatly 
distressed  her  boy.  Thus  supplied,  they 
made  a  comparatively  respectable  appear- 
ance, and  in  tlic  house  of  God  once  more 
united  their  voices  of  prayer  and  praise. 

In  the  afternoon,  the  widow  accompa- 
nied the  three  younger  children  to  tlieir 
Sunday  school,  leaving  Helen  with  Rich- 
ard and  James,  to  whom  they  read  and 
sang,  until  the  world,  with  all  its  cares, 
seemed  lost  to  sight,  and  the  holy  calm  of 
a  felt  sabbath  pervaded  tlieir  souls. 
James  asked  for  one  more  hymn,  and  se- 
lected thai  beautiful  one  of  Watts — ,' 


u 


There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 


t» 


When  the  last  note  died  away,  Helen 
spoke, 

"  Now,  dear  Richard,  while  our  hearts 
are  fixed,  as  I  hope,  on  tlic  tilings  that  are 
unseen  and  eternal,  let  me  say  a  few 
words  to  you.  It  may  be  the  means  of 
sparing  you  some  trouble — no,  not  trouble, 
but  anxiety.  I  well  know  you  would  count 
it  no  trouble,  but  a  great  pleasure,  to  do 
any  brotherly  kindness  to  me ;  so  please  not 
to  interrupt  me,  but  hear  me  patiently  out" 

"I  will,"  said  Richard,  whose  mind 
misgave  him  at  this  preface. 

'^  I  need  not  remind  you  what  I  am.  I 
will  not  pain  you  by  recounting  acts  of 
generous  kindness  to  a  poor  orphan,  done 
without  any  hope  or  thought  of  a  recom- 
pense, but  had  in  remembrance  before 
God,  and  printed  on  my  very  heart  Well, 
it  will  some  day  be  a  comfort  to  you  to 
know  that  none  of  it  all  has  been  lost  upon 
me.    Instead  of  feeling  the  desolateneis 
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of  a  friendless  child,  I  have  been  a  most 
happy  girl.-  I  was  taught  my  duty  in 
words,  apd  shown  how  to  perform  it  by  ex- 
ample. You  have  been  a  dear,  precious 
brother  to  me,  Richard ;  the  voice  of  un- 
kindness  never  reached  me,  the  finger  of 
scorn  never  was  pointed  at  me,  so  long  as 
I  was  under  your  watchful  eye ;  full  of 
kindness  to  me,  and  though  you  were  but 
a  boy,  full  of  protection,  too,  that  nobody 
cared  to  despise.  I  felt  the  value  of  it  be- 
fore I  lost  it,  and  now ." 

"  Helen,  Helen,"  exclaimed  the  agitated 
youth,  with  vehement  earnestness,  "as 
long  as  there's  a  breath  in  this  body ." 

"Hush,  now,  pray  do  be  silent  You 
promised  me,  and  I  can't  get  through 
what  I  have  to  say  unless  you  let  me  go  on 
w^ithout  interrupting.  I  should  not  say  so 
much  now,  only  for  what  is  to  follow  it  I 
never  was  very  strong  in  body ;  my  good 
health  was  owing  more  to  the  quiet  life  I 
led,  and  the  sea-breezes  of  our  own  dear 
home.  I  had  peace  within,  and  that  made 
all  seem  well  without;  but  I  dare  say 
wherever  I  had  gone,  any  change  in  my 
way  of  living  would  have  done  the  same." 

James  shook  his  head ;  and  the  dissent- 
ing movement  was  not  lost  on  Richard. 

"It  matters  nothing  now,"  pursued 
Helen,  "for  He  who  has  the  power  of  life 
and  death  sets  us  all  our  bounds,  which 
we  cannot  pass.  It  is  of  no  use  concealing 
the  truth ;  I  feel  sure,  quite  sure,  positively 
sure,  that  my  days  are  numbered,  and  that 
not  many  remain.  If  I  was  taken  back  to 
L.  to-morrow,  and  had  every  thing  again 
as  it  used  to  be,  no  good  could  come  of  it, 
as  to  my  health.  Death  is  at  work  in  me, 
and  all  the  care  I  can  have  for  this  world 
is  not  to  lose  the  comfort  and  blessing  of 
being  with  my  first,  best,  dearest  friend — 
our  own  granny." 

Her  voice  faltered,  and  tears  trickled 
down  her  cheeks,  but  Richard  was  mute. 
He  listened  in  desperate  calmness,  while 
James,  with  closed  eyes,  seemed  lost  in 
prayer.    Helen  resumed, — 

"  I  know,  Richard,  you  have  been  plan- 
ning to  have  me  removed  to  another  mill, 
where  more  attention  is  paid  to  the  com- 
fort of  the  labourers  ;  but  you  must  con- 
sider that  the  distance  is  too  great  for  a 
stronger  girl  than  me,  even  in  the  best 
weather;  and  you  could  not  get  us  all 
into  it,  and  move  granny  too  to  a  much 


I  more  expensive  place.  If  I  was  stout  I 
would  gladly  go  there,  for  I  might  be  able 
to  make  something  by  out-door  work,  late 
and  early ;  and  coming  here  on  Saturdays, 
with  a  better  penny  in  my  hand,  would 
almost  reconcile  me  to  being  away  all  the 
week ;  but  it  can't  be ;  eind  I  feel  sure  my 
path  of  duty  is  to  stop  here,  to  be  a  com- 
panion to  dear  granny,  and  to  do  what 
little  I  can  in  striving  to  keep  Mary,  Willy, 
and  poor  Katy  from  going  astray.  I  hope 
it  may  please  the  Lord  that  my  last  illness 
shan't  be  so  long  nor  so  helpless  as  this 
dear  boy's,"  stroking  James'  pale  face, 
"  but  even  if  it  is  so,  I'm  sure  of  the  ten- 
derest  care  from  those  that  never  forsook 
me  in  health,  and  never  will  when  I  am 
laid  on  my  dying  bed." 

She  paused,  and  Richard  quietly  asked, 

"  Have  you  any  more  to  say,  Helen,  or 
may  I  put  in  a  word  ?" 

"  I  have  no  more  to  say  on  that  subject" 

"  Well,  then,  in  the  first  place  you  are 
not  a  doctor ;  and  it  is  quite  impossible 
you  should  know  so  much  about  your 
health  as  you  fancy.  'Tis  that  vile,  infa- 
mous mill,  and  the  savages  you  have  to  do 
with,  and  the  fatigue,  and  the  confinement, 
and  the  unnatural  air  of  a  pent-up  place 
like  this.  If  once  you  were  on  the  clifis 
again ." 

"  I  should  die  the  sooner.  Richard.  I 
used  to  think  of  the  brisk  wind  blowing 
over  the  cliffs  to  refresh  me,  when  I  felt 
languid  and  ill,  but  now  the  thought  of  it 
makes  me  shiver,  and  I  rather  seem  to 
want  the  hot  air  of  the  work-rooms,  that 
suits  me  better." 

"  Ay,  as  the  dying  drunkard  wants  the 
dram  that  kills  him." 

"  Don't  speak  so  angrily,  Richard ;  but 
in  answer  to  what  you  say  about  the  doc- 
tors"— she  hesitated,  then  added,  "I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  know  the  real  state 
of  the  case,  and  I  went  to  a  skilful  doctor 
who  is  very  kind  to  the  poor.  He  told  me 
nothing  more  than  I  was  sure  of  already ; 
but  he  confirmed  me  in  my  opmion." 

"  Did  he  say  you  would  die  ?"  gasped 
Richard. 

"He  said  he  could  not  hold  out  any 
hope  of  a  long  life  to  me:  and  when  I 
pressed  him  to  speak  plainly,  he  owned 
that  by  a  long  life  he  meant  another  year 
or  two." 

<<  Now  tell  me  that  doctor's  name,  and 
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where  he  livesj  for  m  have  it  from  his 
own  lips." 

*'Mr.  Hudson  knows  him  well;  but, 
Richard,  what's  the  use  of  it  all  ?  Man's 
words  can  neither  shorten  nor  lengthen 
my  days.  We  must  look  to  Him  who  is 
all-powerful,  and  pray  that  he  will  give 
us  grace  to  receive  at  his  hand  both  good 
and  evil.  Not  that  it  will  be  evil  to  me," 
she  added,  looking  up  most  joyously,  ^^  to 
be  taken  to  where  my  dear  Saviour  is; 
but  it  will  be  a  trial  to  those  that  are  left, 
I  know." 

"  I  shan't  be  one  of  them,"  said  Jsunes. 
«  We  shall  be  together  still,  Helen." 

"  You  are  cruelly  unfeeling !"  exclaimed 
Richard.  *'  You  won't  lose  her,  and  you 
care  not  what  we  suffer." 

"  Yes,  dear,  [  care  much  for  it,"  replied 
James,  meekly :  "  tliere  is  nothing  I  would 
not  do  to  keep  her  on  earth,  if  it  was 
God's  will ;  for  she  has  been  tlie  blessing 
of  our  house  ever  since  she  set  foot  in  it 
I  have  great  peace  in  my  mind  j  great  joy 
sometimes,  and  always  a  clear  sight  of 
what  the  Lord  has  done  for  my  sinful  soul. 
That  is  a  mercy  that  He  alone  could  give, 
but  I  love  this  book,"  laying  one  hand  on 
the  Bible,  *•'  which  He  gave  to  teach  me 
the  right  way :  and  I  love  this  friend,"  lay- 
ing the  other  hand  on  Helen's,  "  whom  he 
sent  to  instruct  me  in  its  blessed  truths, 
and  to  encourage  me  in  my  short,  but 
rather  painful  pilgrimage.  Do  you  think 
I  love  you  so  lititle  as  not  to  wish  she  might 
remain,  to  be  the  same  blessing  to  you  all 
that  she  has  been  to  me  ?" 

Richard  hung  his  head  over  his  clasped 
hands :  then  suddenly  looking  up,  said,  "  I 
can't  beheve  and  I  won't  believe  but  that 
the  doctors  could  still  save  you,  by  the 
Lord's  blessing.  Now,  Helen,  promise 
me  solemnly  that  you  will  do  whatever 
they  bid  you,  when  I  have  spoken  to 
them." 

"  I  am  quite  ready  to  do  whatever  any 
skilful  and  honest  doctor  bids  me,  if  he 
declares  he  expects  it  will  restore  my 
health:  but  if  not,  Richard,  don't  embitter 
my  short  span  with  medicines  and  blister- 
ings,  and  such  things.  I  suffer  little  pain 
now ;  and  I  hope  I  may  sink  gently,  as  it 
were,  as  many  others  do."  She  spoke 
with  a  simple  feeling,  and  meek  submis- 
sion that  went  to  Richard's  heart  "  No," 
he  replied,  "  no  doctor  shall  lay  his  hand 


on  you  to  make  you  suffer,  for  my  selfish 
satisfaction,  only  if  he  promises  to  cure 
you.  And  if  not,  Helen,  if  not,  then  you 
must  pray  for  me  that  the  Lord  will  give 
me  grace  to  take  patiently  the  sorrow  he 
sees  fit  to  bring  over  my  young  years — a 
sorrow  that  will  last  as  long  as  life  itself. 
I  may  live  this  many  a  day,  for  1  am 
strong,  and  /  have  not  been  put  into  these 
murdering  mills;  but  it  will  be  like  that 
old  pear-tree  in  Mr.  Barlow's  orchard,  at 
home,  that  the  lightning  struck  when  we 
were  children.  It  stays  there,  with  life  in 
it,  but  it  has  few  leaves,  and  no  blossoms: 
when  all  the  other  trees  look  gay  in  spring, 
it  is  a  dark,  melancholy  thing,  unlike  all 
around  it  I  shall  be  like  that  tree,  Helen, 
when  you  are  gone." 

"Not  so,  Richard.  You  will  bear 
much  fruit,  to  the  glory  of  God  who  has 
planted  you  in  his  garden ;  and  to  the 
support  and  comfort  of  those  that  are  led." 
Richard  shook  his  head ;  James  remarked, 
"  It  will  be  a  storm  indeed,  but  not  to 
blast  you,  Richard,  as  the  lightning  did 
the  pear-tree's  branches.  Don't  you  re- 
member what  is  written — *  Every  branch 
in  me  that  beareth  fruit,  he  purge th  it, 
that  it  may  bring  forth  more  fruit'  This 
is  what  will  be  done  for  you." 

"  Nobody  wants  it  more,  Jem.  I  thought 
myself  a  bit  better  than  others  about  me ; 
but  since  I  came  here  I  have  found  out 
such  wicked,  rebellious,  impatient,  angry 
passions  in  my  heart,  that  I  hardly  be- 
lieve myself  so  good  as  a  heathen." 

"  Well,  I  cannot  deny  that  the  factory 
system  is  one  of  the  worst  and  cruellest 
things  ever  invented  to  pamper  the  rich 
at  the  expense  of  the  poor.  It  fattens 
them  and  melts  the  flesh  off  our  bones :  it 
clothes  them  in  grand  raiment,  and  bids 
us  shiver  in  our  rags :  it  brings  all  indul- 
gences within  their  reach,  and  kills  the  in- 
dustrious creatures  whose  toil  provides 
them:  but  even  in  the  factory,  Richard, 
Grod's  own  people  are  yet  his  care:  he 
makes  all  things  still  work  together  for 
good  to  them.  I  say,  and  I  don't  say  it  in 
anger  but  in  grief,  that  the  mill-work  has 
shortened  Helen's  life — it  has  murdered 
her,"  he  added,  crimsoning  with  emotion : 
"and  that  will  be  declared  at  the  judgment- 
seat,  before  all  the  angels  of  God,  not  only 
as  to  our  Helen,  but  thousands  and  thou- 
sands more ;   and  many  a  soul  it  has 
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sealed  up  in  Bin,  before  casting  the  poor 
body  into  the  grave.  But  to  her  it  has 
only  been  the  brightening  of  future  glory ; 
and  to  you,  Richard,  who  best  understand 
her  value,  it  will  be  a  chastening,  not  for 
the  present  joyous  but  grievous,  very  griev- 
ous, but  afterwards  yielding  the  peaceable 
fruit  of  righteousness.  We  all  want  sub- 
duing;, and  a  heart-break  like  this  will 
wean  you  from  the  world  more  than  any 
thing  else  would." 

Richard  could  not  answer;  he  buried 
his  face  in  his  brother's  pillow,  and  wept 

Alas!  many  such  a  blight  on  young 
affections  is  daily  falling  through  that 
most  inhuman  system,  where  no  such 
Christian  principle  exists  to  sanctify  the 
visitation.  Many  a  young  man  sees  the 
desire  of  his  eyes  taken  away,  as  with  a 
stroke  ;  and  while  the  vacancy  in  the  mill 
is  presently  filled  up  from  among  the  starv- 
ing hundreds  who  press  to  barter  tlieir 
lives  for  bread,  the  bereaved  bosom  aches 
beneath  the  sense  of  a  void  that  cannot  be 
filled.  Then  comes  the  hour  of  sore  temp- 
tation, when  the  gin-shop,  the  low  gam- 
bling-house, the  licentious  revel  proffer 
their  treacherous  solace,  and  the  house 
that  should  have  been  a  sanctuary  of  wed- 
ded love  becomes  the  filthy  den  of  a 
heartless  arunkard — the  rendezvous  of  all 
that  is  vile — a  habitation  for  devils.  On 
the  one  hand  the  great  enemy  of  man 
leaos  on  the  votaries  of  wealth  into  a  golden 
snare,  and  many  hurtful  lusts  that  drown 
them  in  destruction  and  perdition ;  on  the 
other  he  drives  the  poor  and  needy  into 
desperate  crimes,  either  as  a  set-off 
against  the  miseries  they  cannot  avoid,  or 
as  an  expected  means  of  improving  their 
wretched  condition.  In  no  light  can  the 
matter  be  honestly  viewed,  without  a  se- 
cret consciousness  that  the  curse  of  heaven 
is  upon  it ;  and  better  it  were  for  England 
that  her  commercial  greatness  were  anni- 
hilated, and  her  place  among  the  nations 
not  that  of  a  Clueen  but  of  a  vassal,  than 
that  in  her  skirts  should  be  found  the  blood 
of  so  many  poor  innocents  as  she  yearly 
sacrifices  at  the  shrine  of  her  trsmsient 
prosperity. 

But  would  such  loss  and  degradation 
follow  on  the  abandonment  of  this  system  ? 
Far  from  it  The  true  greatness  of  our 
country  has  ever  consisted  in  the  superi- 
ority of  her  humblest  classes  over  those  of 


other  lands.  The  independence  of  an 
English  labourer  is  as  proverbial  as  his 
industry :  and  now  that  this  is  becoming, 
through  the  money-loving  greediness  of 
the  few^  grinding  down  the  poverty- 
stricken  faces  of  the  rapidly  increasing 
many,  a  mere  name  without  a  reality,  so 
also  will  the  strength  of  England  be.  An 
unnatural  state  of  things,  wholly  foreign 
to  the  old«English  character,  is  transform- 
ing "a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's 
pride,"  into  a  degraded,  discontented,  rest- 
less, reckless,  turbulent  mob.  Two  classes, 
hitherto  bound  together  by  mutual  interest 
and  mutual  respect,  are  daily  becoming 
more  opposed  the  one  to  the  other.  We 
may  close  our  eyes  to  the  inevitable  con- 
sequences, appalling  even  as  concerns 
present  things  alone ;  but  no  such  wilful 
blindness  to  the  evil  will  cither  quench  its 
existence  or  arrest  its  course.  If  those 
who  alone  have  pewer  to  do  so  refuse  to 
listen,  we  cannot  help  it ;  but  as  we  must 
all  expect  to  be  buried  in  the  ruin  they  are 
bringing  on  the  country,  it  is  no  less  our 
duty  to  lift  the  voice  of  remonstrance,  than 
it  is  tlicirs  to  regard  that  voice.  If  God 
gives  over,  alike  the  senators  and  the 
commercial  classes  among  us  to  hardness 
of  heart,  we  must  bow  beneath  the  trying 
dispensation:  but  one  thing  is  certain — 
such  hardness  is  of  tlieir  own  choosing ; 
they  can  never  cast  off  the  responsibility 
that  rests  on  them;  and  the  curse  that 
through  their  callousness  smites  the  land, 
will  lie,  a  fearful  and  an  immoveable  weight, 
upon  their  own  guilty  souls  for  ever. 

We  return  now  to  the  tale,  which,  how- 
ever needfully  disguised  as  to  persons  and 
places,  we  can  assure  our  readers  is  sub- 
stantially correct  in  its  leading  particulars. 
To  this,  at  least,  the  experience  of  all  who 
are  at  all  conversant  in  the  cotton  and 
other  mill-works  will  bear  testimony,  that 
it  very  faintly  shadows  forth  realities 
which  have  crossed  their  daily  paths. 

Helen  Fleetwood  was,  as  she  had  said, 
not  a  girl  of  robust  make,  or  rude  strength ; 
but  no  tendency  to  a  sickly  habit  had  ever 
appeared  in  her  constitution.  The  rapid 
effect  of  mill-labour  upon  it  had  led  her  to 
suspect  some  lurking  unsoundness ;  but  a 
little  more  experience  and  observation 
would  have  proved  to  her  how  short  a  re- 
sistance the  stoutest  frame  could  offer  to 
the  debilitating  effects  of  the  atmosphere 
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and  other  evils  to  which  she  was  exposed 
throughout  the  live-long  day.  Neither 
could  it  be  questioned  that  the  mental  suf- 
ferings which  could  not  but  await  any  mo- 
dest, right-minded  female  in  such  society, 
had  a  very  large  share  in  undermining 
her  bodily  health.  This  is  one  of  the 
worst  features  of  mill-labour:  those  en- 
I  gaged  in  it  are  taken  chiefly  from  amongst 
the  lowest  class,  and  being  occupied  in  the 
work  at  a  time  when  education  should  be 
forming  the  character,  there  is  seldom  any 
power  of  resistance  provided  against  the 
flood  of  iniquity  that  always  deepens  and 
widens  in  proportion  to  the  number  of  hu- 
man beings  congregated  together.  Ac- 
customed to  associate  with  vice  in  all  its 
shapes,  while  the  natural  corruption  of  the 
heart  finds  a  congenial  element  in  what- 
soever is  opposed  to  holiness,  what  can  be 
expected  but  that  out  of  so  much  evil  trea- 
sure evil  things  should  be  perpetually 
poured  ?  The  absence  of  all  moral  re- 
straint, so  far  as  a  master's  authority  is 
concerned,  fosters  the  mischief:  it  is  true 
any  noisy  disturbance  is  punishable  ;  but 
nothing  short  of  that  is  taken  cognizance 
of;  there  is  no  protection  for  the  ear  of 
female  modesty,  against  all  that  can  out- 
rage it ;  and  the  hatred  borne  by  female 
depravity  against  its  opposite,  is  too  well 
authenticated  to  leave  a  doubt  that  the 
very  discovery  of  one  among  them  who 
abhors  such  proceedings,  will  ever  stimu- 
late the  vile  to  do  their  worst.  This  had 
been  the  great  ordeal  to  Helen,  who,  shi- 
ning still  like  gold  in  the  furnace,  found  its 
heat  well  nigh  insupportable.  She  felt 
herself  in  a  manner  degraded,  from  being 
the  unwilling  but  helpless  witness  to  so 
much  infamous  language,  accompanied  as 
it  will  always  be  by  conduct  no  less  aban- 
doned; and  contrasted  with  the  purity 
in  which  she  had  ever  been  shielded  un- 
der the  eye  of  her  parental  friend,  it 
seemed  a  removal  into  the  abode  of  evil 
spirits.  She  longed  to  escape  it;  she 
pined  for  deliverance :  and  this  grief  of 
heart  preyed  on  her  life  to  an  extent  that 
soon  defied  all  human  skill  to  stay  the  pro- 
gress of  decay.  The  blasphemy  that 
abounded  was  awful;  not  only  profane 
cursing  and  swearing  was  heard  on  every 
trivial  occasion,  but  deliberate  scoffing  at 
God's  name  and  word,  infidel  jests,  athe- 
istical arguments,  were  frequently  uttered : 


and  such  discourse  as  earth  alone  can  fur- 
nish ;  for  surely  in  hell  they  cannot  deny 
the  terrific  power  that  wreathes  the  burn- 
ing chain  around  them.  Weeping,  and 
wailing,  and  gnashing  of  teetli  are  there ; 
but  the  voice  of  impious  defiance  is  silenced ; 
for  there,  in  a  revelation  of  wrath  inde- 
scribable as  it  is  unappeasable,  the  Lord 
God  Omnipotent  reigneth. 

Lately  a  new  and  an  almost  unutterable 
curse  had  been  added  to  those  already  felt 
in  the  mills.  A  man  of  whom  it  is  hard 
to  think  otherwise  than  as  of  an  actual  in- 
carnation of  Satan,  had  been  among  them 
personally,  and  had  circulated  by  his  de- 
legates a  vast  deal  of  his  infernal  doctrine 
in  that  and  other  manufacturing  districts. 
It  will  sufiice  to  say  that  some  half  dozen 
of  the  young  men  in  that  mill  had  become 
Socialists.  Beyond  this  it  was  impossible 
to  go^Socialism  is  the  tie  plus  ultra  of 
six  thousand  years'  laborious  experience 
on  the  part  of  the  great  enemy  of  man — 
it  is  the  moral  Gorgon  upon  which  whom- 
soever can  be  compelled  to  look  must 
wither  away :  it  is  the  doubly  denounced 
woe  upon  the  inhabiters  of  earth — the  last 
effort  of  Satanic  venom  wrought  to  the 
madness  of  rage  by  the  consciousness  of 
his  shortened  time.  It  is  a  known,  a 
vaunted  fact,  that  a  large  contribution  was 
raised  to  provide  a  plentiful  supply  of  the 
most  horrible  publications,  for  the  express 
use  of  the  young  factory-labourers,  and 
to  engage  effective  distributors,  that  no 
opportunity  might  be  lost;  and  Helen 
Fleetwood  had  been  doomed  to  hear  some 
of  the  discourse  of  the  wretched  converts 
to  this  refinement  of  all  blasphemous  ini- 
quity. She  had,  however,  succeeded  in 
partially  putting  down  this  outrage  on  be- 
half of  herself,  and  a  few  companions  who 
were  not  wholly  lost ;  she  compelled  them 
to  join  her  in  a  sokmn  declaration  that 
they  would  lay  a  public  complaint  before 
the  Messrs.  Z.  by  means  of  the  newspaper, 
if  any  more  was  said  in  their  hearing  on 
the  subject:  and  the  aggressors  seeing 
them  in  earnest,  and  conscious  that  the 
mill-owners  must  in  that  case  take  it  up, 
thought  it  prudent  to  desist  This  spirited 
proceeding  had  rallied  a  little  party  around 
Helen ;  but  they,  too,  frequently  turned 
and  reproached  her  for  the  petty  persecu- 
tion to  which  they  were  exposed  by  hav- 
ing upheld  her  in  her  squeamish  notions. 


HELEN  FLEETWOOD. 


1G9 


What  harm,  they  asked,  could  a  little  talk 
do  ?  They  were  not  going  to  turn  heathens 
themselves ;  they  believed  in  God,  though 
those  foolish  fellows  laughed  at  his 
name  ;  and  in  the  Bible,  though  they  con- 
stantly tried  to  prove  it  the  vilest  book 
ever  written ;  but  now  they  had  made 
themselves  enemies,  and  all  to  please  her. 
Helen  bore  it  patiently,  as  incomparably 
the  least  of  two  evils ;  and  to  one  or  two 
who  seemed  more  in  earnest  in  their  pro- 
testations, she  tried  to  show  the  duty  of 
keeping  aloof  from  all  evil  communication ; 
but  this  trial  was  by  far  the  severest  of 
all  that  she  had  to  encounter,  while  con- 
tinual sorrow  oppressed  her  heart  fbr 
those  among  whom  she  saw  the  diaboli- 
cal doctrines  gradually  spreading,  to  the 
utter  ruin  of  body  and  soul. 

What  marvel,  then,  that  Helen  Fleet- 
wood should  rapidly  sink  under  these 
things?  Human  nature,  as  she  had  re- 
cently been  forced  to  see  it  in  the  mills, 
presented  to  her  view  an  aspect  so  fright- 
ful, that  even  the  companions  of  her  early 
days  seemed  to  her  to  rest  under  some 
heretofore  undiscovered  blot;  and  she 
oflen  sighed  to  flee  away  and  to  be  at  rest 
among  the  disembodied  spirits  of  the  re- 
deemed. James  alone,  standing  as  he  did 
on  the  extreme  verge  of  mortal  existence, 
with  heart  and  hope  already  fixed  in 
heaven,  was  an  object  of  unshrinking  re- 
gard to  the  poor  harassed  girl ;  and  even 
aa  she  looked  on  Richard's  honest  coun- 
tenance, beaming  with  integrity,  with 
manly  smcerity,  and  godly  simplicity,  the 
thought  arose  to  repel  the  yearnings  of 
innocent  affection  towards  the  dear  play- 
mate of  her  infancy.  "  If  he  was  brought 
among  those  blaspheming  profligates, 
what  a  wretch  might  he  soon  become !" 
She  had  continual  heaviness  and  sorrow 
of  heart,  for  those  around  her  in  the  mill ; 
and  at  home  she  marked  the  growth  of 
evil  dispositions  in  the  children  from  whom 
during  hours  of  work  she  was  usually  se- 
parated. These  were  the  things  that 
barbed  the  shaft  of  disease,  striking  her 
tender  frame  through  exhausting  labour 
in  unwholesome  air ;  and  she  felt  the  ef- 
fects too  powerfully  to  entertain  an  expec- 
tation, even  had  she  desired  it,  of  deriving 
benefit  from  any  change  that  would  have 
affected  the  body  only. 

But  Helen  Fleetwood  was  not  one  of 

▼ou  II.  22 


those  impatient  characters  who  having  ob- 
tained, through  faiih,  a  good  hope  for 
eternity,  desire  to  cheat  their  Master  of 
their  poor  services  here,  and  would  grasp 
at  the  crown  the  moment  the  cross  presses 
on  them.  She  had  no  desire  to  escape  its 
farther  endurance,  except  as  a  compulsory 
intercourse  with  the  wicked  at  times  bur- 
dened her  conscience  with  a  dread  of  being 
counted  a  partaker  in  their  guilt  When 
a  mind  keenly  alive  to  the  sanctity  of  God's 
name  and  word,  has  become  the  involun- 
tary receptacle  of  blasphemous  thoughts  ut- 
tered by  others,  the  merely  mechanical  act 
of  memory,  apart  from  all  volition,  bring- 
ing them  suddenly  forward,  perhaps  when 
engaged  in  the  very  act  of  worship,  will 
smite  the  soul  with  a  pang  that  none  can 
conceive  but  those  who  have  experienced 
it ;  nay,  the  very  effort  to  forget  will  im- 
print the  abhorred  idea  more  legibly  on  the 
brain.  Exposed  to  all  manner  of  evil  com- 
munication, though  Helen's  good  manners 
were  not  corrupted,  nor  her  principles  in 
the  smallest  degree  shaken  by  it,  still  the 
defilement  was  felt;  and  as  the  severity  of 
temptation  becomes  more  bitterly  trying  in 
proportion  to  the  holiness  of  the  mind  that 
encounters  it,  to  her  it  was  exceedingly 
terrible.  She  had  learned  to  practise  a 
greater  degree  of  abstraction  than  her  na- 
turally quick  and  observant  habits  would 
seem  to  have  admitted :  it  was  by  continu- 
ing in  secret,  ejaculatory  prayer,  by  speak- 
ing to  herself  in  psalms  and  hymns  and 
spiritual  songs,  singing  and  medcing  me- 
lody in  her  heart  unto  the  Lord,  that  she 
contrived  to  shut  out  a  great  deal  of  what 
others  drank  in  with  contented  if  not  with 
greedy  ear ;  but  the  relief  was  partial,  the 
trial  perpetual,  increasing,  and  oflen  wholly 
unavoidable.  Yet,  occasionally,  when  em- 
boldened to  speak  to  some  of  her  more 
immediate  associates  in  labour,  she  had 
marked  the  operations  of  the  hands  sus- 
pended, and  the  eye  turned  with  inquiry, 
not  immixed  with  anxiety,  to  her  face: 
and  one  such  instance  in  a  day  would  send 
her  home  resigned  to  endure  for  any  length 
of  time  the  trial  of  her  own  precious  faith,  if 
so  she  might  be  made  instrumental  in  lead- 
ing the  poorest,  the  vilest,  the  most  despised 
of  her  class  to  seek  the  same  mercy.  This 
is  Christian  principle  in  its  highest,  noblest 
exercise ;  to  stifle  self,  where  self  craves 
spiritual  -privileges  and  separation  from 
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the  wicked;  in  order  to  exhibit  befbre 
others  the  light  that  may  conduct  them 
into  ways  of  holiness  and  peace. 

But  what  shall  we  say  to  this  black  fea- 
ture in  the  factory  system  ?    Its  existence 
in  the  mills  generally  is  too  notorious  to 
be  denied :  no  guard  is  set,  no  watch  is 
kept,  no  thought   is    taken,  where    the 
morals  of  the  labourers  are  concerned.    It 
is  to  the  manufacturing  districts  that  evil 
men,  as  to  a  hot-house,  repair  to  sow  the 
seeds  that  they  desire  to  see  ripening  into 
blasphemy  and  sedition.    The  Beast  of 
Socialism  fails  not  indeed  to  stalk  over  our 
fields,  and  to  lay  in  wait  for  unwary  strag- 
glers among  the  rural  population ;  but  it  is 
in  the  manufacturing  towns  he  nestles,  and 
builds  around  him  huge  trophies  with  the 
bones  of  his  slain.    There  the  Chartist  is 
taught  secretly  to  whet  his  pike,  and  there 
the  blight  of  Popery  noiselessly  spreads, 
•ealing  up  in  a  false,  fatal  peace  such  souls 
as  may  not  be  prepared  to  enter  into  open 
league  with  hell.    And  against  this  host 
of  destroyers  with  what  armour  does  the 
instructed,    the    loyal,    the    professedly 
church-going  master  provide  his  poor  igno- 
rant dependents?    The  toil  in  which  they 
engage  for  his  advantage,  lays  them  espe- 
cially open  to  evil  influence,  while  it  de- 
bare  them  from  the  acquirement  of  neces- 
sary information  on  matters  where  to  be 
ignorant  is  to  perish.    True,  tliere  are  not 
many  of  Helen  Fleetwood's  stamp  to  be 
wounded  unto  death  by  the  hearing  of 
what  those  men  would  not  suffer  their  own 
daughtera  to  hear  for  the  wealth,  perhaps. 
of  all  England's  commercial  hoards :  but 
there  are  hundreds  and  thousands  daily 
yielding  to  the  torrent  of  iniquity  that 
sweeps  through  the  scene  of  their  insipid 
toil,  glad  of  any  excitement  to  awaken 
their  drowsy  spirits,  running  the   short 
quick  course  of  unbridled  sin,  and  early 
dropping  off  into  unnoticed  graves.    Yes, 
ye  thoughtless  holders  of  these  treasuries 
of  immortal  souls,  your  dead  are  quickly 
buried  out  of  your  sight,  and  speedily  for- 
gotten ;  but  do  they  not  live,  to  greet  you 
when  the  earth  discloses  her  blood,  and  no 
more  covera  her  slain;  and  when,  in  re- 
ference not  merely  to  the  perished  body, 
but  to  the  wnthing  souls  for  ever  cut  off 
from  life,  for  ever  doomed  to  conscious  un- 
utterable interminable  death,  a  voice  you 


cannot  close  your  ear  against,  asks  in  thun- 
der the  awful  question,  "  Who  slew  all 

THESE  ?" 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


FARTHER    EFFORTS. 


A  TEMPESTD0C8  night  of  wind  and  rain 
had  roughened  the  landscape  where  now 
the  autumnal  sun,  still  powerful  in  heat 
and  brilliancy,  threw  a  mantle  of  light  as 
h^ascended  from  the  verge  of  ocean,  whose 
agitated  swell  told  of  a  recent  tumult 
amongst  those  sparkling  waves.  The 
sounds  that  rose  upon  his  ear  seemed 
sounds  of  welcome  to  the  dejected  travel- 
ler, but  found  no  echo  in  his  bosom.  He 
was  weighed  down  by  a  sadness  that 
would  not  yield  to  any  cheering  influence, 
and  tlie  recognition  that  every  step  com- 
pelled him  to  make,  of  some  object  identi- 
fied with  his  dearest,  fondest  recollections, 
was  but  the  repetition  of  a  secret  pang. 
Richard  Green  was  changed,  wholly 
changed,  as  regarded  his  relationship  to 
the  things  about  him.  Once  they  had 
been  numbered  as  so  many  future  acces- 
sories to  the  happiness  of  which  his  young 
heart  loved  to  dream ;  now  they  were  tor- 
menting remembrancers  of  that  dream 
which  he  almost  at  times  longed  to  forget, 
but  to  which  he  still  clung,  as  a  mother  to 
the  corpse  of  her  only  babe.  He  moved 
with  a  gait  as  heavy  as  formerly  it  was 
lightsome ;  and,  when  the  gardener's  lodge 
first  caught  his  eye,  by  the  'Squire^s  gate, 
his  head  was  instantly  averted,  as  from 
some  unwelcome  spectre ;  but  as  quickly 
turned  again,  with  the  steadfast  resolution 
to  master  his  feelings,  or  rather  to  annihi- 
late them.  He  passed  on,  left  his  packet 
of  letters  at  the  house  of  the  gentleman 
whose  envoy  he  had  been,  and  then  bent 
his  steps  towards  the  parsonage. 

Mr.  Barlow  was  an  early  riser,  and  ac- 
cording to  Richard's  calculation, would  have 
finished  his  morning  meal ;  but  some  busi- 
ness had  detained  him,  and  when  tlie  sum- 
mons came  to  enter  the  study,  he  appeared 
seated  at  his  comfortable  breakfast,  a  well- 
worn  Bible  open  beside  him,  and  all  tlie 
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placid  animation  of  his  character  beaming 
from  a  countenance  that  none  could  look 
on  without  loving  him. 

"  Welcome  Richard,  my  good  lad,  your 
punctuality  delights  me ;  I  can  well  guess 
it  cost  you  something  to  bid  farewell  so 
soon ;  but,  my  dear  boy,  the  path  of  duty 
is  usually  a  path  of  self-denial.  You  look 
fatigued  too,  and  not  by  any  means  well. 
Come,  sit  down  with  me,  take  a  bit  of 
toast  and  a  cup  of  warm  cocoa ;  it  will  re- 
fresh you." 

Richard  obeyed,  so  far  as' to  seat  him- 
self on  the  opposite  side  of  the  table,  but 
not  a  word  escaped  his  compressed  lips. 
The  pastor  saw  that  a  severe  struggle  was 
going  on  within,  and  turning  back  to  the 
preceding  page  of  his  book,  remariced, 
"  I  may  as  well  give  you  a  share  in  better 
things  while  offering  a  portion  of  the  meat 
that  perisheth ;  hear  what  a  comfortable 
passage  has  presented  itself  to  me  this 
morning ;"  and  he  read  the  fourteenth  of 
Hosea.  Coming  to  the  3d  verse  he  re- 
peated, ^Un  thee  the  fatherless  findeth 
mercy,"  and  looking  up,  observed,  "  That 
promise  is  yours,  and  those  who  are  now, 
as  I  well  judge,  present  to  your  thought, 
even  as  though  they  sat  beside  us." 

Richard  made  an  attempt  to  speak,  but 
the  hoarse  sound  was  inarticulate;  and 
Mr.  Barlow,  afler  one  more  anxious  look 
in  his  face,  finished  the  chapter. 

"  And  now,  Richard,  drink  your  cocoa." 

The  effort  to  swallow  was  successful, 
though  so  strong  as  to  crimson  the  youth's 
face,  and  to  swell  every  vein  in  his  fore- 
head. This  was  succeeded  by  another 
conquest,  for  he  spoke,  and  in  a  voice 
though  tremulous,  yet  so  calm  and  clear, 
that  it  rather  surprized  Mr.  Barlow,  who 
was  prepared  for  a  burst  of  emotion. 

"  I  humbly  ask  your  pardon,  sir,  for  not 
speaking  directly.  Something  came  over 
me  at  first,  but  it's  gone,  quite  gone." 

''And  now  tell  me  how  you  found  and 
how  you  left  them  all." 

"I  found  them,  sir,  in  great  poverty: 
my  grandmother  changed,  as  if  by  twenty 
years;  Jem  dying,  and  the  rest — in  the 
factory." 

He  spoke  the  last  three  words  with  an 
expression  such  as  Mr.  Barlow  had  never 
before  seen  on  his  countenance:  then  after 
a  short  pause  resumed, 

^  I  left  them,  sir,  much  as  I  found  them, 


only  Jem  was  a  great  deal  nearer  death ; 
and  Helen  given  over." 

"Given  over! — Helen! — with  what — 
fever  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  sir ;  no  fever  but  that  fever  of 
heart  and  soul,  that  dries  up,  as  it  were, 
the  poor  body  when  it  is  worked  and 
worked,  to  death — ^the  death  of  the  fac- 
tories." 

'*  Richard,  you  astonish,  you  shock  me. 
I  would  rather  see  you  in  all  the  agony 
of  unrestrained  sorrow  than  with  that  un- 
natural expression.  Tears  would  be  pre- 
ferable to  if." 

"  You'll  see  no  tears  on  my  cheek,  Mr. 
Barlow :  I've  cried  them  all  out,  and  111 
cry  no  more,  but  be  a  man;  as  well  I 
need,  to  bear  all  I've  got  laid  upon  me." 

A  little  soothing  persuasion  soon  led 
the  poor  boy  to  a  full  disclosure  of  what 
had  befallen  the  family;  while  the  un- 
restrained sympathy,  and  still  more  per- 
haps the  undisguised  indignation  of  hifl 
hearer,  ministered  a  balm  to  his  spirit  that 
he  could  not  resist  He  went  on  to  ex- 
patiate, and  leaning  his  elbow  on  the  little 
table,  his  cheek  on  his  hand,  forgetful  of 
all  the  respectful  distance  that  he  had  al- 
ways observed,  he  told,  with  melancholy 
composure,  the  tale  of  his  youthful  hopes 
and  anticipations,  with  their  sudden 
blight;  ending  with,  "And  so,  as  you'll 
never  be  called  on  to  marry  us,  Mr.  Bar- 
low, I  can  only  hope  it  might  be  allowed 
her  to  come  here  alive,  that  you  mig^t 
bury  her." 

The  kind-hearted  minister  wept  out- 
right, and  Richard,  looking  at  him  with 
gratified  feeling,  said,  "I  should  like  to 
cry  too,  sir ;  but  somehow,  I  can't" 

"  My  poor  boy,  this  is  a  heavy  dispen- 
sation. Oh,  what  have  they  to  answer 
for  who  laid  this  cruel  snare  in  the  harm- 
less path  of  the  widow  and  the  fatherless? 
Kneel  down  with  me,  Richard ;  we  have 
one  Friend  able  and  willing  to  succour, 
and  to  save  to  the  uttermost"  He  poured 
forth  a  most  touching  supplication,  such 
as,  a  few  days  before,  would  have  melted 
Richard;  but  though  the  "Amen"  was 
breathed  from  his  inmost  heart  he  rose 
collected  and  tearless  as  ever.  In  answer 
to  farther  enquiries,  he  said, 

"Mary  and  Willy  may  be  got  out  of 
the  vile  mills  at  last;  but  you  see,  sir, 
Jem  will  hardly  live  through  the  week; 
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granDy  can't  hold  out  very  long,  she  is  bo 
broke  down ;  and  Helen,  they  tell  me,  will 
fail  all  at  once,  and  go  away  like  a  wreath 
of  smoke.  Ay,"  he  added,  with  sudden 
animation,  "  and  she'll  go,  like  smoke,  up- 
wards; and  when  we  lose  sight  of  her 
she'll  be  mingled  with  the  sky.  That's  a 
comforting  thought,  sir." 

Deeply  affected,  Mr.  Barlow  grasped 
his  hand,  and  bidding  him  be  sure  to  re- 
turn to  him  in  the  evening,  took  his  hat, 
to  search  out  his  friend  the  doctor. 

This  gentleman's  feelings  were  excited 
to  BO  high  a  pitch  that  he  ejaculated  a 
hope  he  should  not  fall  in  with  Stratton, 
till  he  had  time  to  cool.  Then  said, ''  Let 
Green  write  immediately  a  cheering  ac- 
count of  his  safe  arrival,  and  enclose  a 
note  from  me,  which  Helen  must  take  to 
her  doctor.  At  least,  I'll  find  out  whether 
returning  here  might  not  save  her." 

The  note  was  written,  sent,  delivered, 
and  answered  with  equal  candor  and 
skill :  the  case  was  at  least  hopeless ;  and 
the  removal  impracticable:  for,  as  the 
writer  observed,  the  violence  done  to  her 
feelings  in  separating  her  from  those  to 
whom  she  was  so  strongly  bound,  would 
speedily  finish  the  work  which  no  human 
means  were  likely  to  arrest  in  its  quiet  but 
rapid  course. 

A  few  days  more  brought  a  letter  from 
Helen  herself  to  Mr.  Barlow,  requesting 
him  to  break  as  gently  as  might  be,  to 
Richard,  the  tidings  it  conveyed.  She 
went  on — "  We  expected  it  too  long  to  be 
imprepared,  but  it  is  a  sore  stroke  too: 
and  yet,  honoured  sir,  if  you  were  here, 
looking  at  the  sweet  smile  upon  his  pale, 
cold  face,  you  would  say  death  is  more 
beautiful  than  life.  James  talked  of  you, 
and  prayed  for  you  to  the  last ;  and  said 
he  should  be  in  your  crown  of  rejoicing 
at  that  day.  He  said  if  you  knew  the 
Talue  of  but  one  soul,  as  nothing  but  a 
dying  bed  could  teach  you,  that  you 
would  think  a  whole  life's  labour  well 
st>ent  even  to  gather  in  the  soul  of  a  poor 
little  boy  like  him.  Oh,  sir,  it  must  be 
temble  to  feel  the  world  sliding  away,  as 
it  were,  from  imder  one's  feet,  and  the 
fiery  pit  standing  open  beneath,  and 
nothing  to  catch  hold  of  to  keep  one  from 
ftdling  into  it  Our  James  saw  it  all,  and 
he  said  things  that  I  cannot  tell  you  ex- 
actly, for  he  used  finer  words  than  1  can 


repeat,  and  we  wondered  ^ere  he  got 
them ;  but  the  meaning  was,  that  all  this 
only  made  him  feel  how  close  he  was  held 
within  the  arms  of  the  Lord  Jesus ;  so  that 
though  earth  might  pass  from  under  him, 
and  hell  open  before  him,  he  could  not 
feel  fear,  for  he  was  in  no  danger.  I 
humbly  crave  your  prayers,  honoured  sir, 
that  when  my  time  comes,  which  is  not 
long,  I  may  be  as  happy  as  James  was, 
and  as  little  afraid ;  but  if  not  as  happy,  I 
hope  I  shall  be  as  safe  as  he;  for  the 
same  Grod  is  my  God,  and  the  same  Sa- 
viour is  my  Saviour ;  and  the  same  light 
will  guide  me  through  the  dark  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death  to  the  place  where 
sorrow  and  sighing  flee  away." 

Mr.  Barlow  having  taken  a  copy  of  this 
letter,  gave  the  original  to  Richard,  rightly 
judging  it  contained  a  prospective  no  less 
than  a  present  consolation  for  the  poor 
youth,  who,  deeply  humbled  under  the 
afllicting  rod,  went  softly  and  sorrowfully 
about  his  daily  work,  uncomplaining,  but 
evidently  broken-hearted.  One  day,  some 
weeks  after  this  event,  he  was  surprised 
at  his  employment  by  the  doctor,  who, 
approaching  with  the  look  of  a  man  intent 
on  a  benevolent  object,  said,  "Green,  1 
know  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  busi- 
ness of  an  unexpected  nature  calls  me 
within  a  few  miles  of  M.  where  I  mean  to 
go,  and  to  devote  a  day  or  two  entirely  to 
your  family.  Such  an  opening  must  not 
be  neglected ;  and  I  want  to  consult  you 
as  to  the  plan  to  be  pursued." 

Richard  leaned  on  his  spade,  and  fixed 
his  sparkling  eyes  on  the  speaker,  as  if 
anxious  for  some  farther  confirmation  of 
what  seemed  too  good  to  be  true. 

"It  cannot  be  denied,"  pursued  the 
doctor,  "that  your  grandmother  was  un- 
fkirly  dealt  with  through  the  artifices  of  a 
strange  man,  who  found  but  too  ready  a 
co-operation  here.  We  must  take  the  laws 
as  we  find  them,  our  duty  is  to  submit^  for 
the  Lord's  sake  to  every  ordinance  of 
man ;  but  when  we  see  a  legal  enactment 
stretched  to  the  extent  of  oppressing  the 
poor,  it  becomes  the  duty  of  every  Chris- 
tian to  assist  his  afilicted  fellow-subjects  in 
bearing  a  burden  that  we  cannot  remove 
from  their  shoulders.  I  have  tried  my  ut- 
most at  the  vestry,  but  all  I  can  obtain  is 
a  conditional  promise  that  any  member  of 
the  family  who  may  be  found  wholly 
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unable  to  labour,  shaU  be  admitted,  to — 
to" 

"To  the  work-house,  air,"  interrupted 
Richard,  quietly. 

'*  Yee :  there  is  no  alternative :  it  would 
not  be  imposfiible  to  find  those  among  our 
gentry  who  might  contribute  to  render  the 
short  time  of  your  excellent  grand- 
mother's remaining  years  comfortable  in 
a  humble  home;  but  the  longnaighted 
parochial  policy  of  some  persons  is  op- 
posed to  this:  they  argue  that  private 
charity  is  subject  to  personal  caprice  ;  and 
that  the  temporary  relief  thus  given  at 
once  to  her  necessities  and  to  their  funds, 
might  end  in  throwing  her  at  last  upon 
them,  while  it  held  out  present  encourage- 
ment to  others  to  make  the  same  experi- 
ment of  return,  and  so  inundate  them  with 
claimants." 

Richard  was  silent :  and  his  friend  con- 
tinued :  "  I  feel  it  is  almost  cruel  to  speak 
thus  to  you,  but  as  you  are  a  sensible 
young  fellow,  and  one  who  habitually 
seeks  guidance  from  above,  it  is  right  you 
should  exactly  understand  the  case." 

"  It  is  better  that  I  should  do  so,  sir,  and 
I  thank  you  the  more  for  it  If  I  imder- 
stand  rightly,  the  parish  is  willing  to  take 
my  granny  into  the  work-house,  but  will 
do  nothing  for  the  others." 

"  Just  so ;  and  if  we  persist  in  opposing 
them,  it  will  be  at  the  expense  of  a  quarrel, 
when  all  has  hitherto  gone  on  well  through 
the  good-will  subsisting  among  us.  Mr. 
Stratton,  you  know,  holds  oi&ce  now ;  and 
he  is  very  positive." 

"  The  aggressor  seldom  forgives  the  in- 
jured person,"  remarked  Richard. 

^'  But  what  say  you  to  the  proposal  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  I  say  1  can't  help  wonder- 
ing that  a  man  so  sharp  in  those  matters 
should  not  know,  or  should  not  remember, 
or  should  not  tell  you  all,  that  Richard 
Green's  daily  earnings  can  feed  two 
mouths ;  and  that  while  he  has  strength 
to  do  this" — he  raised  the  spade  a  little, 
and  struck  it  forcibly  into  the  earth  up  to 
the  very  handle — "  his  grandmother  need 
not  depend  either  on  public  or  private 
charity  for  a  shelter  and  a  meal." 

^*  My  dear  lad,  there  was  one  present  at 
the  meeting  who  answered  for  you  that 
such  would  be  your  feeling,  and  more  than 
one  who  asserted  that  you  would  act  up 
to  it;  but  to  this  it  was  objected  that  other 


ties  might  soon  press  on  you,  and  the 
charge  of  a  growing  family  leave  yoa 
without  the  means,  however  strong  your 
inclination  might  be,  to  provide  for  your 
aged  parent" 

**Then,  doctor,  the  gentlemen  did  me 
wrong,"  said  Richard,  in  whose  bosom 
sorrow  seemed  struggling  against  sterner 
emotions. 

"  You  have  too  much  of  the  old  English 
character  about  you  for  these  altered 
times,  my  honest  friend." 

"  But,  sir,  we  are  free-bom  men ;  and  if 
I  choose  to  take  my  grandmother  to  live 
with  me,  and  work  for  her  and  myself 
without  being  chargeable  to  any,  is  there 
any  law  to  hinder  me  ?" 

"Let  me  ask  you,  in  return,  are  yoa 
able  to  do  so  ?" 

Richard  hung  his  head:  he  was  still 
very  young,  though  large  and  strong  for 
his  age ;  and  in  a  place  where  labourer! 
were  more  plentiful  than  work,  except  at 
some  seasons  of  the  year,  he  could  not  cal- 
culate on  a  sufficiency  for  housekeeping. 
The  doctor  observed  him  for  a  moment, 
and  resumed.  -^'It  is  right  I  should  tell 
you  that  the  squire,  by  whom  you  are  far 
better  paid  than  you  would  be  elsewhere, 
is  on  the  prudent  side  in  this  business,  and 
would  not  encourage  your  plan." 

This  was  a  sad  blow ;  for  Richard  had 
just  recoUected  the  advantages  to  be  ex- 
pected by  continuing  in  that  gentleman's 
service  and  favour.  He  shook  his  head 
despondingly,  and  looked  at  the  doctor. 

"  Well,  in  the  present  stage  of  the  busi- 
ness we  will  decide  nothing.  My  visit  to 
M.  will  enable  me  better  to  judge  of  the 
case,  as  regards  the  family ;  and  I  promise 
you  to  make  enquiry  into  every  thing,  and 
to  do  what  1  can  towards  improving  their 
condition  and  prospects." 

"  Oh,  sir,  I  have  nothing  but  thanks"— 

"And  those  you  can  keep  till  I  have 
done  something  to  deserve  them.  Mean- 
while, get  ready  any  thing  you  wish  to 
send;  and  pray  for* a  blessing  on  my 
journey." 

A  few  days  saw  the  kind-hearted  doctor 
shivering  within  his  comfortable  surtout, 
among  the  uncongenial  chills  of  a  foggy 
atmosphere  in  M.  He  made  his  way  to 
the  place  described  by  Ricliard,  but  the 
objects  of  his  search  were  not  tlicre ;  and 
with  some  difficulty  he  traced  them  to  a 
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yet  more  miserable  locality,  where  the 
broken  floor  of  their  narrow  apartment  lay 
level  with  the  street,  and  damps  were  ooz- 
ing and  shining  in  the  sickly  blaze  of  a 
ftw  sticks  over  which  the  widow  was  stir- 
ring a  little  meal-broth.  The  pot  very 
nearly  fell  from  her  hands,  as  she  turned 
round  at  the  wcll-remembered  tones  of  a 
voice  that  had  oflen  cheered  the  bed  of 
sickness  in  a  far  different  abode;  and 
^hen  that  hand  was  kindly  taken,  and  the 
voice  "that  greeted  her  grew  tremulous 
from  emotion,  at  beholding  her  altered  ap- 
pearance, she  sank  into  her  chair,  and 
wept  and  sobbed  most  piteously. 

A  few  drops  of  cordial  mixture,  consid- 
erately provided,  the  very  flavour  of  which 
had  the  sweetness  of  home  upon  it,  as- 
sisted her  to  overcome  this  burst  of  a  feel- 
ing too  strong  for  her  debilitated  frame ; 
ftod  a  gladness  not  to  be  repressed  bright- 
ened her  spirit  as  she  felt  the  reality  of 
that  most  cheering  sunshine  of  life — the 
presence  of  a  true,  an  old,  a  sympathizing 
friend. 

Richard's  health  and  welfare  were  the 
first  objects  discussed :  then  followed  the 
mention  of  James. 

"  Ah,  sir,"  said  the  widow,  "  it  ought  to 
stifle  every  murmur  of  my  unfaithful  heart, 
to  recollect  what  1  saw  in  that  precious 
child.  His  departure  was  as  if  the  gate 
of  heaven  had  been  for  a  moment  set  open 
before  me,  that  I  might  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  glories  within." 

"  And  has  it  been  blessed  to  the  others  ?" 

"  One  of  them,  sir,  is  as  ripe  for  heaven 
as  he  was :  the  two  children  I  can  hardly 
judge  of,  for  the  long  hours  of  work,  and 
^e  poverty  and  sickliness  they  are  brought 
to,  seem  so  to  freeze  them  up,  that  at 
home  they  seldom  speak,  and  I  cannot 
always  bear  to  rouse  the  poor  things  from 
the  sleepy  state  that  they  are  in." 

**  You  have  removed  from  tlie  lodging 
Richard  left  you  in." 

"  Yes,  we  found  it  too  expensive ;  and 
the  landlord  persisting  in  it  that  we  had 
means  of  our  own,  threatened  to  raise  the 
rent :  besides,  going  up  and  down  stairs  is 
a  trial  to  Helen,  and  I  was  glad  to  spare 
her  a  few  steps.  We  are  nearer  the  street, 
and  nearer  the  mill  too ;  and  oh,  sir,  I  do 
hope  I  may  say  that  every  new  step  in  the 
▼alley  of  humr'liation  brings  me  nearer  to 
God." 


"  You  have  his  presence :  and  what  are 
the  world's  riches  to  that  ?" 

"Or  the  world's  poverty  either,  sir, 
which  some  count  a  blessing  in  itself. 
But  there  is  as  much  pride  among  the 
poor  as  among  the  rich,  and  I  needed  to 
be  taught  that.  I  knew  I  wanted  daily 
sanctifying :  but  I  did  not  know  I  wanted 
daily  humbling.  He  who  knew  it  ordered 
it  for  me ;  and  truly  I  never  so  rejoiced  in 
Him  before  falling  from  what  was  in  my 
own  mind  a  little  height  among  my  equals, 
as  now  I  do  when  I  seem  to  have  reached 
the  bottom,  and  have  grace  to  be  there 
contented." 

"  If  such  is  your  experience,"  remarked 
the  doctor,  "  those  who  regard  you  must 
learn  to  look  more  contentedly  upon  this 
very  great  reverse  in  your  circumstances ; 
but  I  fear  the  children  cannot  view  it  in  so 
happy  a  light" 

*'  Ah,  sir,  1  spoke  selfishly.  Had  I  taken 
that  rash  step  with  a  single  thought  of 
bettering  our  condition  for  my  own  sake, 
or  with  any  other  intention  than  to  benefit 
them,  1  should  indeed  be  most  wretched 
now :  but  their  interest  was  all  I  had  at 
heart,  and  that  spares  me  an  aggravation 
of  the  self-reproach  that  I  must  always 
feel  on  their  account" 

"  How  are  they  going  on  ?" 

"  Helen  is  sinking  fast ;  but  nothing  can 
persuade  her  to  leave  ofl*  mill-work.  Since 
she  became  so  ill,  two  or  three  of  the  girls 
who  formerly  tormented  her  have  softened 
very  much,  and  even  appear  to  seek  the 
pious  instruction  that  she  is  so  anxious  to 
give.  This,  and  the  determination  to  help 
while  she  can,  make  her  proof  against  all 
persuasion  to  give  over;  and  your  visit, 
sir,  just  at  this  time,  is  a  providential 
thing,  for  you  can  judge  of  her  case,  and 
can  also  influence  her  to  act  as  you  see 
best" 

"And  what  of  my  lively  little  friend 
Mary  ?" 

"  She  has  been  too  long  a  factory-child, 
sir,  to  deserve  any  more  the  name  of 
lively." 

"  I  have  been  told  tlie  work  has  a  very 
depressing  eflect  on  those  engaged  in  it" 

"  It  has  many  bad  eflects,  sir,  and  that 
is  one.  You  are  aware  that  I  have,  by 
the  divine  blessing,  brought  up  my  family 
in  the  ways  of  godliness.  I  could  not  im- 
part to  the  deal  children  a  new  nature. 
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nor  spiritualize  their  minds;  but  I  have 
been  careful  to  accustom  them  to  religious 
exercises  and  profitable  discourse,  waiting 
for  the  blessing  that  alone  can  give  the 
increase,  when  we  have  sown  and  watered. 
Well,  sir,  our  evenings  at  home  were  very 
pleasant ;  and  I  always  found  the  children 
able  to  take  an  interest  in  scripture  stories, 
asking  questions,  listening  to  my  remarks, 
and  making  some  themselves.  But  now, 
with  Helen  to  help  me,  and  with  the 
blessed  experience  and  dying  testimony  of 
dear  James  so  fresh  in  their  memories, 
they  can  seldom  seem  even  decently  at- 
tentive to  what  I  feel  bound  to  say ;  and 
neither  the  most  beautiful  Bible  histories, 
nor  Helen's  delightful  way  of  explaining 
things  to  them,  will  keep  them  listening. 
They  are  heavy  and  sullen,  except  when 
they  talk  to  one  another  in  a  way  that 
grieves  me ;  telling  silly  tales,  making  ill- 
natured  speeches  about  their  companions, 
and  repeating  idle  jests,  often  not  fit  to  re- 
peat ;  besides  all  that  passes  in  whispers, 
and  which  no  doubt  is  worse.  It  seems  as 
if  the  weariness  brought  on  by  the  dull, 
but  fatiguing  work,  required  something  to 
remove  it,  more  exciting  to  the  bad  feel- 
ings than  engaging  to  the  mind.  Oh,  sir, 
I  fear  these  mills  are  slaughter-houses  to 
the  poor  little  lambs  of  the  flock  !" 

•*  Take  courage,  my  good  Mrs.  Green : 
remember  that  of  Christ's  own  flock  the 
weakest  lamb  shall  never  perish,  neither 
shall  any  be  able  to  pluck  it  out  of  his 
hand." 

"  True,  sir,  I  do  remember  it :  but  it  is 
a  grievous  thing  to  see  what  sorrows  are 
being  laid  up  in  this  life  even  for  those 
who  will  not  be  actually  lost,  through  the 
dreadful  wickedness  of  such  places.  We 
are  commanded  to  order  our  own  house- 
holds according  to  godliness — to  bring  up 
children  in  the  way  they  should  go^and 
it  is  a  bitter  thing  to  me  to  reflect  that  this 
hiindful  of  meal  which  I  am  making  into 
a  little  mess  for  their  supper,  was  bought 
at  the  price  of  their  health,  both  of  body 
and  mind ;  at  the  price  of  their  contcnted- 
ness,  at  the  price  of  their  modesty,  and, 
for  aught  I  know,  at  the  price  of  their 
souls." 

"  I  can  fully  comprehend  your  distress, 
my  poor  friend.  I  came  here,  sincerely 
anxious  to  render  you  service,  and  I  will 
■trive  so  to  do.    This  evemDg  when  your 


young  people  return,  you  must  have  a 
little  treat  in  readiness,  by  way  of  estab- 
lishing, or  rather  of  reviving  my  popu- 
larity among  them;  and  I  will  drop  in, 
and  take  a  full  survey  of  the  party  so 
oHen  interesting  to  me  in  better  days." 

He  shook  her  hand  kindly,  lefl  a  piece 
of  money  in  it,  and  departed. 

The  doctor  was  not  only  a  benevolent 
but  a  very  energetic  man.  His  decided 
temper,  and  fearless  advocacy  of  what  he 
knew  to  be  right,  had  oflen  turned  the 
tide  when  it  seemed  to  set  in  unfavour- 
ably for  the  interests  of  the  poor  in  hie 
extensive  district  A  Christian  philan- 
thropist will  be  a  blessmg  in  any  depart- 
ment ;  but  perhaps  in  none  so  effectually 
as  the  medical  line.  The  widow  Green 
perfectly  understood  his  character,  and  a 
ray  of  hope  brightened  her  earthly  pros- 
pect as  she  looked  upon  this  bold  honest 
servant  of  her  Master,  sent,  as  it  ap- 
peared, to  her  succour.  Railroad  com- 
munication, though  far  advanced,  had  not 
as  yet  thrown  open  a  path  for  rapid  tra- 
velling between  the  neighbourhood  of  L. 
and  the  place  that  she  then  inhabited: 
tedious  journeys  by  stage-coaches  must 
be  encountered :  and  this  rendered  a  visit 
from  him  so  utterly  improbable,  that  she 
had  never  even  imagined  such  an  event 
With  a  thankful  heart  she  hastened  to 
provide  the  unusual  refreshment  of  a  sub- 
stantial meal  for  the  young  labourers,  and 
invested  her  miserable  hovel  with  as  com- 
fortable an  aspect  as  it  could  be  made  to 
wear. 

When  the  doctor  paid  his  evening  visit, 
it  cost  him  an  effort  to  suppress  the  feel- 
ing of  mingled  sorrow  and  indignation 
excited  by  the  changed  aspect  of  his  ik- 
vorite  cottagers.  Although  still  a  young 
man,  he  had  been  settled  in  L.  long 
enough  to  have  attended  the  death-beds 
of  their  parents,  and  to  watch  their  own 
growth  from  infancy.  Mary's  frank  char- 
acter, and  her  sprightly  ways,  had  oflen 
amused  him ;  and  on  Helen  he  looked  as 
the  very  beau  ideal  of  an  English  village 
maiden.  He  had  secretly  pleased  himself 
with  the  probability  of  her  some  day  re- 
paying to  Richard,  in  particular,  the  kind- 
ness bestowed  on  her  helpless  childhood. 
He  was  prepared  to  witness  great  ravages 
on  her  blooming  appearance,  but  the  wan 
spectre  that  smiled  upon  him  in  all  the 
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unrestrained  gladness  of  a  heart-warm 
welcome — could  that  be  Helen  Fleet- 
wood? A  bright  fire  and  a  good-sized 
candid  threw  their  mingled  light  upon  her 
bent  and  emaciated  but  still  graceful 
agnre;  and  the  total  absence  of  colour 
from  her  cheek,  when  the  hectic  of  plea- 
sure faded,  the  apparent  enlargement  of 
the  sparkling  eye,  and  swell  of  the  pallid 
lip,  all  opened  to  him  at  one  glance  a 
page  in  her  history  that  showed  how 
nearly  the  brief  tale  was  ended. 

Near  her  sat  Mary,  her  pretty  wild 
curls  confined  in  a  stiiT  braid,  set  round 
the  crown  of  her  head  with  an  attempt  at 
smartness.  Her  long  arms  bony  and 
bare,  and  her  general  air  that  of  a  person 
who  is  conscious  of  having  greatly  out- 
grown the  expectations  of  the  spectator. 
Grown,  indeed,  the  poor  child  was,  but 
more  in  the  knowledge  of  evil  than  either 
in  wisdom,  or  in  stature.  She  had  estab- 
lished the  reputation  of  one  who  was  not 
to  be  put  down  by  ordinary  means ;  and 
this  character  she  looked  very  legibly. 
The  doctor  thought  her  more  painfully 
changed  than  Helen.  Willy,  who  had 
seriously  endeavoured  to  fulfil  his  pro- 
mises to  Richard,  and  thereby  exposed 
himself  to  ridicule  and  persecution,  had 
effected  a  sort  of  compromise  with  his 
conscience,  openly  running  in  the  way  of 
his  evil  companions,  but  secretly  protest- 
ing against  it  The  dying  admonitions  of 
his  brother  had  sensibly  affected  him,  and 
a  very  marked  change  for  the  better  had 
followed  on  his  departure;  but  Mary 
seemed  bent  on  not  allowing  him  to  out- 
run her  in  the  right  path,  and  by  exerci- 
■ing  the  influence  that  seniority  and  a  dic- 
tatorial spirit  gave  her  over  him,  she  ef- 
l^tually  kept  his  better  feelings  in  check. 
This  produced  a  heavy,  downcast  look, 
occasionally  varied  by  one  of  sly  enquiry, 
as  to  whether  he  was  observed.  The 
poor  child  was  indeed  suffering  a  conflict 
that  no  one  suspected :  for  he  fondly  loved 
Richard,  and  deeply  felt  the  solemnity  of 
the  pledge  he  had  given  him,  and  found 
his  conscience  much  awakened  ;  yet,  lack- 
ing courage  to  open  his  mind  to  his  grand- 
mother or  Helen,  he  quailed  before  Mary's 
power,  aided  by  that  of  the  evil  examples 
around  him ;  and  was  in  the  condition  of 
one  who,  desiring  to  reach  a  distant  ob- 
ject, yet  allows  himself  to  be  pulled  back 


by  what  he  had  not  boldness  to  resist. 
Such  a  case  is  frequently  known  in  the 
experience  of  more  matured  years ;  but  it 
occurs  among  children  oflener  than  is  sus- 
pected, and  often  is  the  tender  bud  of 
early  promise  blighted  through  the  neglect 
of  those  who  leave  it  exposed  to  the 
rough  blast,  the  nipping  frost,  or  the 
parching  ray. 

The  doctor  took  but  a  cursory  view  of 
poor  little  Willy,  and  withdrew  his  eye, 
satisfied  that  he  was  changed  into  a  sul- 
len, stupid  child.  All  his  interest  became 
centered  in  Helen,  whose  natural  rustic 
reserve  seemed  to  have  given  place  not  to 
the  acquired  boldness  of  a  town-life,  but 
to  the  expansion  of  a  spirit  about  to  wing 
its  way  to  the  company  of  the  redeemed 
in  heaven,  and  to  embrace  in  one  wide 
grasp  the  whole  church,  as  well  militant 
as  triumphant  She  answered  all  enquiries 
as  to  her  bodily  health  with  a  simple  as- 
surance that  she  endured  little  pain,  but 
felt  herself,  she  said,  melting  away,  like  a 
snow-ball.  When  asked  why  she  did  not 
discontinue  her  labours,  and  devote  the 
little  time  that  might  remain  to  prepara- 
tion for  the  great  change,  she  raised  her 
eyes  to  the  enquirer's  face,  and  meekly 
asked,  "  Wliat  preparation,  sir  ?" 

"  Why,  it  is  a  solemn  thing  to  be  ex- 
pecting a  summons  into  the  immediate 
presence  of  God;  and  should  not  the 
spirit  be  composed  by  meditation  and 
prayer  into  a  frame  suited  for  such  transi- 
Uon  ?» 

"  I  am  not  enough  of  a  scholar,  sir,  to 
answer  you  rightly,  and  perhaps  I  am 
wrong  in  my  notion,  too ;  but  I  do  think 
that  all  our  euflicicncy  being  of  Christ, 
who  also  himself  makes  us  meet  to  be 
partakers  of  the  inheritance  of  the  saints 
in  light,  we  can  have  no  better  prepara- 
tion for  the  change  that  is  coming,  than 
to  be  diligent  in  such  work  as  he  gives  us 
to  do,  even  to  the  last  moment" 

"But,  Helen,  is  it  not  right  to  take  a 
solemn  review  of  our  past  lives,  our  past 
sins,  our  many  short-comings,  our  un- 
faithfulness to  God,  our  neglected  oppor- 
tunities, our  abused  privileges,  and  sup- 
plicate a  total  oblivion  of  them  in  the 
blood  that  cleanseth  from  all  sins  ?" 

"  Doctor,  I  humbly  hope  that  I  do  so , 
but  at  the  same  time  I  know  tliat  my  think- 
ing about  my  past  sins  will  not  help  to 
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wash  away  their  guilt  HuU  is  done  al- 
ready through  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus; 
and  when  I  go  to  him  I  shall  be  always 
praising  him  for  doing  it,  and  surely  I  shall 
then  remember  how  great  my  sins  have 
been,  that  I  may  the  more  magnify  the  great 
love  of  my  Redeemer  in  dying  to  save  me 
from  them !  But  should  not  I  redeem  the 
time  that  remains,  and  do  as  the  Lord  bade 
the  man  do  out  of  whom  he  cast  the 
devils ; — that  is,  tell  my  friends  what  great 
things  he  has  done  for  me  ?" 

The  doctor  was  puzzled;  he  had 
brought  forward  some  of  the  common- 
place discourse  on  a  subject  on  which 
Helen  was  evidently  clearer  than  himself. 
Instead  of  replying,  he  abruptly  asked, 
''Would  you  hke  to  die  in  the  factory, 
Helen,  surrounded  by  the  profane  who 
mock  your  hope  ?" 

"  Indeed,  sir,  if  such  were  God's  will  I 
should  like  it  exceedingly." 

"Don't  say  so,  my  child!"  cried  the 
widow  anxiously." 

"We  know  very  well,  granny,  that 
though  one  even  came  to  them  from  the 
dead,  they  would  not  believe,  if  their  hearts 
were  not  soflened  by  the  Holy  Spirit; 
much  less  if  one  only  departed  this  life  be- 
fore them;  but  such  a  thing  might  be 
blessed  to  some  thoughtless  soul,  by  his 
mercy ;  and  Fm  sure  I  don't  know  what 
could  be  more  delightful  in  a  dying  hour 
than  to  think  so." 

Here  Willy,  almost  unconsciously,  ex- 
claimed, "  Blessed  is  that  servant  whom 
his  Lord  when  he  cometh  shall  find  so  do- 
ing." 

"Doing  what?"  asked  Mary  in  a  sharp 
tone.  The  child  blushed,  and  hung  his 
head,  muttering,  "  It  was  Jem  said  it" 

This  little  incident  was  not  lost  on  the 
doctor;  but  he  only  repeated  in  a  low 
voice,  "Who,  then,  is  that  faithful  and 
wise  servant?'  "Well,  Helen,  I  confess 
you  have  the  best  of  the  argument  He 
who  with  the  talent  given  continues  to  trade 
and  occupy  till  the  Lord  comes,  is  the  ob- 
ject of  that  blessing.  I  will  not  seek  to  turn 
you  from  the  path  of  usefulness ;  for  you 
cannot  spend  your  remnant  of  strength 
better  than  in  promoting  your  Master's 
cause  where,  I  fear.  He  is  sorely  dis- 
honoured. And  now,  Mary,  how  are  you 
occupying  ?" 

"  I  mind  my  work,  sir ;  I  don't  feel  able 
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to  preach  like  some  others;  but  I  set  as 
good  an  example  as  I  can." 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it,  my  dear ;  for, 
however  little  effect  a  good  example  alone 
may  produce,  still  if  you  did  otherwise, 
you  would  incur  a  terrible  condemnation. 
Just  before  leaving  L.  I  saw  my  dear 
cousin,  your  own  kind  teacher  at  the  Sun- 
day school,  who  charged  me  with  many 
anxious  inquiries  about  you.  'I  never,' 
she  said,  ^took  more  pains  with  a  child 
than  with  little  Mary  Green,  and  certainly 
none  understood  better  the  instruction* 
given.  She  learned  a  great  deal  of  scrip- 
ture, and  her  answering  proved  that  she 
thoroughly  knew  her  duty  to  God  and  to 
her  neighbour.  I  expect  to  hear  on  your 
return  that  Mary  is  a  great  blessing  to  the 
poor  ignorant  children  about  her.  She  m 
not  afraid  to  speak  her  mind,  and  that  is  a 
great  advantage  where  good  treasure  ii 
lodged  in  the  heart,  and  where  there  is 
such  a  very  great  need  of  its  being  con- 
stantly brought  forth.  I  hope  my  Mary  is 
quite  a  little  missionary,  as  she  often  said 
she  should  like  to  be  among  those  who  are 
heathens  in  ignorance  and  sin.'  So  spoke 
my  excellent  cousin ;  and  added  that  she 
prayed  for  you  continually,  trusting  that 
you  too  lived  in  the  habits  of  prayer  for 
yourself,  without  which  the  intercession  of 
friends  was  vain.  Am  t  then  to  rejoice 
her  affectionate  heart  by  confirming  all ' 
these  pious  hopes  ?" 

Mary's  face  underwent  many  changes 
during  this  searching  speech.  He  had 
struck  a  chord  long  silent  in  her  bosom, 
and  one  that  she  did  not  expect  would 
sound  again.  All  eyes  were  fixed  on  her ; 
the  doctor's  with  a  penetrating  scrutiny 
pecuhar  to  his  character ;  the  widow^i 
and  Helen's  with  tender  anxiety;  and 
those  of  Katy  and  Willy  with  mingled 
sympathy  and  curiosity.  She  made  an  at- 
tempt to  look  pert,  but  wholly  failed ;  and 
at  last  with  a  half-sob  exclaimed, 

"If  I  have  lost  all  the  good  I  once  got, 
they  must  answer  for  it  who  brought  me 
here,  and  placed  me  among  devils." 

"  Nay,  Mary,  the  Lord  says  to  the  weak- 
est of  his  children,  however  beset  and  how- 
ever perplexed,  ^  My  grace  is  sufficient  for 
thee.'  Can  you  tell  me  that  you  have 
daily,  fervently,  believingly,  asked  that 
grace  and  not  received  it  ?" 

Mary's  agitation  increased.    Shesaid^ 
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"If  you  want  to  lave  my  ■oul,  take  me 
back  to  my  teacher !" 

"  Your  teacher,  my  poor  child,  can  do 
no  more  than  direct  you  to  the  great 
Teacher  above,  to  whom  you  have  already 
learned  the  way.  There  is  no  need  to  take 
you  back,  to  find  access  to  him ;  for  he 
dwells  no  less  beneath  this  roof  than  in  the 
Sunday  school  at  home." 

He  continued  to  speak  in  the  same  strain, 
Mary  now  weeping,  now  justifying  her 
faUing  off:  but  evidently  very  much 
affected  by  his  calm,  firm  language. 

An  interruption  occurred  by  the  sudden 
entrance  of  Charles  Wright,  who,  without 
any  preface,  told  the  widow  that  his  sister 
Sarah  was  very  near  death,  and  wanted 
to  see  her  and  Helen.  Then  added  with 
a  flushed  face,  ^^She  has  some  fancy  or 
other,  and  insists  on  your  bringing  a  third 
person,  not  related  to  the  family.  Hudson 
would  do,  she  says ;  but  he  lives  so  far 
oC" 

The  widow  looked  at  her  guest,  who  in- 
stantly said,  ^  As  a  medical  man,  no  less 
than  as  a  friend,  I  may  be  useful ;  shall  I 
go?" 

Charles  cast  a  rapid  glance  over  him, 
and  replied.  "  If  you  please,  sir ;  not  that 
a  doctor  csm  now  be  of  any  use ;  but  she 
is  impatient  poor  thing,  and  we  can't  deny 
the  request  of  her  dying  breath."  He  hur- 
ried out,  evidently  in  great  agitation ;  and 
the  widow  throwing  on  herself  and  Helen 
the  slight  additional  covering  they  posses- 
ted,  led  the  way  towards  her  daughter's 
bouse. 

"I  wish,"  thought  the  doctor,  as  he 
closely  followed  them,  "I  could  change 
this  luxurious  surtout  into  a  cloak  to  throw 
oyer  the  shoulders  of  that  dying  girl. 
Rather  ought  I  to  wish  that  the  mantle  of 
tier  active  zealous  spirit  might  descend  on 
ine,  when  she  is  taken  hence,  that  I  too 
may  be  found,  like  her,  not  only  watching 
but  working  when  my  Lord  cometh." 


CHAPTER  IXII. 

CONCLUSION. 

The  diamber  of  death  mto  which  our 
nocturnal  visiters  entered  from  the  dark 
and  dreary  street,  looked  bright    Charles 


had  run  home,  with  the  welcome  intelli- 
gence that  the  witness  whom  Sarah  had 
insisted  on  summoning  was  a  perfect 
'stranger,  and  a  doctor  likewise.  Prepara- 
tions were  made  accordingly,  things 
righted;  and  the  mother  ready  with  a 
burst  of  suitable  feeling  to  welcome  her 
own  aged  parent,  whose  very  existence 
she  seemed  of  late  to  have  forgotten. 
Thanks  for  her  ready  appearance,  and  re* 
grets  for  calling  her  out  at  such  an  unsuit- 
able hour,  were  mingled  with  lamentations 
about  her  dying  child ;  but  little  heed  was 
given,  as  the  party  drew  near  the  bed 
where  Sarah's  mutilated  form  lay  dread- 
fuUy  convulsed,  her  cries  every  now  and 
then  ringing  through  the  room.  The  doc- 
tor threw  of  his  surtout,  and  inwardly 
grieving  that  Helen  should  be  exposed  to 
so  agitating  a  scene,  did  all  in  hiis  power 
to  facilitate  the  poor  girl's  recovery  from 
what  he  saw  was  but  a  temporary  strug- 
gle of  departing  life. 

The  convulsions  ceased  ;  she  asked  for 
drink,  and  in  a  voice  of  surprising  clear- 
ness, desired  her  brotlier  to  raise  and  sup- 
port her.  Then  looking  at  the  stranger, 
asked  who  he  was. 

"  Our  own  kind  doctor  from  L.  my  love," 
answered  the  widow.  "  One  who  has  tended 
us  all  in  sickness,  and  soothed  the  dying 
pillow  of  some,  with  the  blessed  consola- 
tions of  the  gospel  of  Christ" 

"  God  reward  you  for  it,"  said  the  dying 
girl,  turnmg  her  large  eyes  full  upon  him. 
"  Ay,  he  is  going  to  reward  you  this  min- 
ute :  listen  to  me,  for  I  have  more  words 
to  speak  than  breath  to  utter  them  with.' 

"  Speak  gendy,  then,  my  dear  girl,  and 
we  will  listen,"  replied  the  doctor :  for  he 
was  not  one  of  the  class,  too  numerous, 
who  would  bid  the  full  heart  of  the  dying 
repress  its  utterance  on  the  score  of  there- 
by retaining  its  pulsation  a  few  seconds 
longer. 

"I  am  a  factory  girl,  crippled,  and 
wounded  as  you  see  to  death,  though  not 
all  at  once,  in  the  cruel  mills;  but  that 
would  be  a  small  thing  if  the  poor  body 
alone  had  suffered.  My  soul  was  in  igno- 
rance and  sin  when  I  entered  the  mills, 
and  became  ten  times  more  sinful  while 
there." 

"I'm  sure,"  whimpered  Mrs.  Wright, 
"  though  we  had  no  preaching  ways  sunong 
us," . 
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Sarah  looked  at  Charles,  who  in  a  stern, 
stifled  tone  said,  "  Mother,  you  know  my 
promise :  anybody  trying  to  interrupt  her 
shall  be  put  out  of  the  room." 

<^  I  left  the  mills,"  pursued  Sarah, ''  the 
miserable  object  you  see,  and  drew  on  a 
painful  existence  without  the  knowledge 
that  there  was  hope  for  the  poor  sinner — 
nay,  without  knowing  that  I  was  sinful,  or 
that  God  was  holy,  or  that  heaven  had  a 
mansion  for  the  penitent  wretch.  I  haven't 
strength  to  tell  you  what  she  did  for  my 
soul,"  nodding  her  head  towards  Helen ; 
'^  my  dear  grandmother,  and  the  blessed 
boy  that's  gone,  gave  me  much  instruc- 
tion ;  but  it  was  her  conduct,  while  sufier- 
mg  dreadful,  cruel  things  for  my  sake, 
that  convinced  me  there  was  more  than 
words  could  tell  in  the  faith  they  all 
held.  I  was  led  to  Christ  by  it;  I  was 
taught  to  cling  to  him  through  every 
trial,  of  every  kind,  and  I  have  found 
Him  the  faithful  and  true  Witness  that  He 
says  He  is.  But  I  have  a  sister ;  one  who 
is  gone  astray  openly ;  and  no  wonder,  for 
she  hated  the  Gospel,  and  hated  Helen 
for  tlie  Gk>spel's  sedce:  and  I  have  this 
brother  now  holding  me  in  his  arms — 
the  kmdest  friend  I  have  ever  had,  in 
attending  to  me ;  but  he  hated  godliness 
and  I  am  afraid  he  hates  it  still ;  and  he 
ocnfederated  with  Phoebe  to  wrong  Helen, 
without  really  wishing  her  any  harm ;  but 
only  because,  as  the  Psalm  says,  'the 
wicked  seeth  the  righteous,  and  seeketh 
occasion  to  slay  him,'  not  because  of  any 
particular  spite  against  the  person,  but  be- 
cause he  can't  bear  the  righteousness." 

It  was  wonderful  how  calmly  and  firmly 
she  spoke  this,  looking  all  the  while  with 
great  tenderness  in  her  brother's  face, 
who  returned  her  look  without  a  shade  oC 
dispIeaRure. 

"  The  Lord  will  visit  you,  Charles :  but 
whether  to  save  or  to  destroy  I  cannot  tell. 
You  wronged  Helen — now  right  her !" 

She  uttered  the  last  words  in  a  voice, 
and  with  a  gesture  that  bespoke  exulta- 
tion. Charles  cleared  his  throat,  and  still 
looking  at  her,  said,  "Pve  told  you  al- 
ready, and  I  tell  again,  before  these  wit- 
nesses, I  had  no  personal  spite:  PhoBbe 
had  plenty,  and  put  me  up  to  it ;  and  I 
did  it  as  much  joking  as  not  We  arn't 
so  squeamish  in  the  mills  as  in  the  coun- 
try villages ;  and  if  Helen  had  taken  more 


to  our  ways,  she  might  have  got  on  well 
enough.  All  I  know  is  that  she  never 
did,  nor  ever  said  a  single  thing  that  any 
body  could  call  wrong.  She  was  righ- 
teous over-much,  and  that  nettled  us.  She 
oflen  gave  me  good  advice,  and  I  let  her, 
because  I  wanted  to  put  another  face  on 
the  talking  between  us.  So  now  are  you 
satisfied  ?" 

<*  Is  Helen  satisfied  ?"  asked  &(arah. 

"Yes — oh,  yes !  quite  enough  has  been 
said  about  it,  and  more  than  I  wished : 
and  now,  dearest  Sarah,  compose  yourself." 

"I  am  composed,  Helen:  my  mother 
must  speak  too,  and  say  if  she  has  any 
thing  against  you." 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say,"  muttered  Mrs. 
Wright 

"  Then  sir,"  pursued  Sarah,  looking  at 
the  doctor,  "you  will  bear  witness  that 
every  thing  ever  said  against  Helen  Fleet- 
wood is  confessed  to  be  false  by  the  per- 
sons who  spoke  it  I  know  she  does  not 
want  this,  for  she  looks  up  higher  than 
anything  man  can  say  or  think  of  her; 
but  in  case  an  unkind  report  ever  gets  about 
again,  you  are  her  witness.  Now  I  have 
done  with  this  world." 

She  closed  her  eyes ;  and  Charies  as 
he  bent  over  her  was  heard  to  whisper, 
"Nobody  ever  shall  say  any  one  word 
against  her:  she  is  almost  dying,  poor 
thing!" 

Sarah  looked  round;  "Helen,  come 
here;  are  you  dying?'* 

"  Not  exactly  that,  dear :  but  I  have  a 
very  short  time  to  stay  behind  you ;  and  I 
trust  we  shall  meet  in  glory." 

"  Yes,  in  glory.  I  know  it  well,  Helen, 
for  the  Lord  Jesus  is  in  glory,  and  he  says 
to  us,  even  to  you  and  I,  '  where  I  am 
there  shall  ye  be  also.'  I  never  should 
have  known  that,  only  for  your  coming 
here ;  I  was  more  ignorant  Uian  a  beast ; 
for  they  know  the  hand  that  feeds  them, 
and  I  did  not  Never  leave  off  telling  the 
sinful  children  and  people  in  the  mills 
^hat  you  told  me.  It  may  be  forgot  or 
not  imderstood  at  the  time;  but  some- 
thing will  happen  to  bring  it  to  mind,  per- 
haps when  you  are  long  dead,  and  souls 
will  be  saved." 

Helen  looked  at  the  doctor,  who  nodded 
his  head  »»  acquiescence,  and  then  asked 
Sarah  if  he  should  pray ;  she  gratefully 
assented,  and  after  a  most  solemn  and 
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touching  supplication,  mingled  with  thanks- 
giving, in  both  of  which  she  audibly  joined, 
he  told  her  to  run  with  patience  the  very 
little  that  remained  of  her  painful  race, 
for  that  the  prize  was  already  within  her 
grasp.  A  fond  farewell,  accompanied 
with  fervent  thanks,  and  expressions  of 
great  joy,  was  then  bestowed  by  Sarah 
on  the  Widow  and  Helen ;  and  they  led 
her  in  the  act  of  once  more  inviting  her 
family  to  flee  for  refuge  to  the  hope  set 
before  them  in  the  gospel. 

"  This  was  a  striking  scene,"  remarked 
the  doctor,  "  and  it  teaches  us  a  lesson  of 
■ubmission  to  many  things  that  we  consi- 
der hard.  You  were  not  led  to  this  place 
by  chance:  the  practices,  unfair  and 
cruel,  that  brought  you  from  your  native 
home  were  over-ruled  for  good.  I  rejoice 
10  having  been  here,  if  only  for  poor  Rich- 
ard's sake." 

The  doctor  had  resolved  in  his  own 
mind  to  avail  himself  of  this  incident,  in 
introducing  to  one  of  the  Messrs.  Z.  a 
representation  he  proposed  making  on  be- 
hidf  of  the  young  people  employed  in  their 
mill.  The  next  morning  saw  him  at  the 
house  where  the  poor  widow  had  made 
her  first,  unsuccessful  attempt  The  high 
respectability  of  his  connexions,  some  of 
whom  were  known  to  Mr.  Z.  ensured  him 
a  polite  reception ;  and  afler  some  general 
conversation,  he  introduced  the  subject  by 
asking  if  Mr.  Z.  recollected  the  names 
of  Green  and  Fleetwood,  as  labourers  in 
his  establishment  Mr.  Z.  recollected 
them  well ;  but  it  suited  his  convenience 
better  to  say  that  the  names  of  his  work- 
people were  entered  in  the  books,  kept  by 
his  Agent ;  and  into  which  he  very  rarely 
had  occasion  to  look. 

"  They  came  to  you,"  persisted  the  doc- 
tor, "  from  my  district,  at  L.  and  brought 
a  recommendation  from  my  neighbour,  Mr. 
Stratton,  to  you." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  remember — a  pauper  fam- 
ily, sent  to  relieve  the  parish  of  a  burden. 
You  did  quite  right — I  believe  Ferris  gane 
you  the  first  hint,  eh?"  and  he  smiled 
knowingly. 

**  I  took  no  part  in  the  proceed mg,  sir, 
except  as  regarded  a  deep  interest  in  the 
whole  family,  whom  I  have  known  from 
my  first  professional  outset  In  fact,  my 
present  visit  to  M.  is  principally  on  their 


account }  and  my  calling  on  you  entirely 
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80. 

Mr.  Z.  could  only  reply  by  a  courteous 
bow :  a  gentleman  among  his  equals  must 
be  the  gentleman  still.  The  doctor  entered 
upon  a  brief  outline  of  the  story  that  to  him 
was  so  touching ;  and  his  hearer  listened 
with  exemplary  patience,  even  to  the  clo- 
sing point  of  the  last  night's  adventure. 
When  the  doctor  paused,  he  spoke. 

"Upon  my  word,  a  very  interesting 
little  history,  and  almost  fit  for  a  book.  I 
am  glad  it  has  all  ended  so  well ;  and  no 
doubt  you  feel  much  gratified  in  being  the 
bearer  of  such  a  vindication  to  the  girl's 
former  neighbourhood.  We  in  large 
towns  are  perhaps  somewhat  lax  in  mat- 
ters that  are  more  strictly  regarded  in  the 
country:  'tis  a  pity  it  should  be  so,  but 
such  is  the  universal  experience.  Have 
you  seen  the  lions  of  M.-— doctor  ?  Can  1 
be  of  service  as  an  exhibitor  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Z.  but  my  time  is  too 
limited  for  sight-seeing.  I  would  rather 
engage  your  benevolent  feelings  on  be- 
half of  my  poor  friends  than  tax  your  po- 
liteness, or  intrude  on  your  leisure." 

"  My  feelings,  I  assure  you,  are  greatly 
interested  already,  by  your  narrative :  but 
how  does  that  affect  the  case  ?  I  have  no 
power  to  act,  were  it  even  requisite ;  and 
from  your  statement  it  seems  the  only 
wrong  inflicted  on  your  proteg6  has  been 
already  redressed.  Of  course  it  is  wholly 
impossible  that  I  should  enter  into  the  per- 
sonal bickerings  of  some  hundreds  of  peo- 
ple, just  because  it  happens  to  be  my 
money  that  they  receive  on  a  Saturday 
night  instead  of  any  other  mill  owner's." 

"  Certainly,  that  would  be  scarcely  prac- 
ticable ;  but  in  a  case  Uke  this,  where  an 
innocent  young  girl  has  been  persecuted 
to  death's  door,  and  where  the  wrong  has 
been  so  publicly  inflicted,  so  extensively 
connived  at,  a  few  words  of  admonition 
generally  applied  might  produce  an  eflect 
salutary  to  the  whole  establishment" 

Mr.  Z.  smiled :  "  My  good  sir,  we  are 
peculiarly  favoured  on  all  sides  by  the 
gratuitous  counsel  of  philanthropic  friends, 
who,  without  possessing  the  slightest  know- 
ledge of  the  matter — hasten  to  our  assist- 
ance, each  with  some  infallible  panacea 
for  evils  that  exist  only  in  his  imagination 
and  that  of  his  party.    Listen  to  them,  and 
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you  will  conclude  that  we  kidnap  stray 
innocente,  chaining  them  to  our  machinery, 
and  compulsoriiy  working  them  to  death : 
whereas  the  fact  is  that  we  can  scarcely 
find  employment  for  a  moiety  of  the  appli- 
cants thronging  our  doors ;  and  of  all  evils 
ilie  one  most  dreaded  by  our  supposed 
victims  is  that  of  dismissal.  Allow  me  to 
ask  would  it  suit  the  wishes  of  your  poor 
friends,  these  Greens,  to  have  their  names 
erased  from  our  books  to-morrow?" 

*'  No,  for  they  are  without  resource." 

"  There  are  numerous  establishments  in 
the  place,  and  perhaps  in  some  a  lack  of 
practised  hands :  but  they  well  know  that 
such  change  would  not  better  their  condi- 
tion. In  fact,  since  you  oblige  me  to  speak 
plainly,  they  are  a  particularly  trouble- 
some family,  of  whom  we  should  be  hearti- 
ly glad  to  rid  ourselves;  but  the  know- 
ledge of  their  having  little  chance  of  admis- 
sion elsewhere,  particularly  since  the  pub- 
lic disproof  of  a  charge  unjustly  brought 
against  an  excellent  servant  of  mine,  in- 
duces us  out  of  mere  charity  to  let  them 
continue.  Trust  me,  doctor,  these  low- 
bred people  of  the  working  class  are  abun- 
dantly cunning.  They  make  out  a  plausi- 
ble story,  calculated  to  move  the  commis- 
eration of  the  upper  ranks,  but  keep  back 
what  would  neutralize  its  effects.  We 
are  not  to  judge  of  the  conversation  kept 
up  in  a  mill  by  the  standard  of  drawings 
room  propriety ;  nor  to  suppose  that  what 
would  wound  the  delicacy  of  a  young  lady 
causes  any  trouble  to  a  bobbin-filler." 

"  Granting  all  this,  Mr.  Z.,  it  remains 
to  prove  that  female  modesty,  where  it 
does  unquestionably  exist,  among  those 
who  are  not  gifled  with  wealth  and  accom- 
plishments, is  to  be  led  wholly  without 
protection ;  female  virtue  without  a  guard 
where  its  possessor  is  industriously  dis- 
posed to  labour  for  a  subsistence  in  the 
service  of  Christian  masters :  that  while 
the  body  is  worn  out  by  exhausting  em- 
ployment, the  mind  must  needs  be  exposed 
to  every  contaminating  influence,  and  the 
heart  broken  by  unkindness  if  the  indi- 
vidual dares  to  remain  what  every  En- 
glishman must  desire  his  countrywomen 
to  be,  chaste  and  honest" 

^  Ay,  there  spoke  the  prejudice  that  al- 
ways lurks  under  these  demonstrations. 
You  consider  us  as  pursuing  a  course  of 
injustice,  and  view  every  thing  accord- 


ingly. Because  a  coarse,  rude,  vulgar 
impudent  young  person,  belonging  to  the 
dregs  of  society  does  not,  on  entering  the  . 
mills,  undergo  as  marvellous  a  transforma- 
tion as  the  cotton  itself,  and  come  out  a 
manufactured  article  prepared  to  figure 
in  the  high  places  of  the  land,  we  are  de- 
nounced as  though  we  had  opened  institu- 
tions to  demoralize  the  virtuous,  and  vul- 
garize the  refined  of  our  species." 

The  doctor  felt  provoked,  not  so  mach 
at  his  opponent's  ingenuity  in  eluding  the 
attack,  as  at  his  own  want  of  boldness  in 
taking  up  the  only  sure  vantage  ground : 
this  he  now  resolved  to  do,  emd  spoke  out 

"  We  are  talking  beside,  or  rather  be- 
low the  real  mark.  Whatever  may  be 
the  relative  duties  of  man  to  his  fellow, 
the  central  points  where  all  meet,  and 
whence  again  they  all  harmoniously  di- 
verge, is  the  mutal  duty  of  each  to  hia 
God.  The  master  who  desires  to  render 
to  his  servants  that  which  is  equal,  be- 
cause he  knows  that  he  also  has  a  Master 
in  heaven,  will  above  all  things  seek  to 
prevent  the  placing  of  a  stumbling-block 
in  the  way  of  their  souls,  while  using  their 
bodily  faculties  for  his  own  profit  Now, 
sir,  you  cannot  deny  the  plain  words  ot 
scripture,  that  '  the  wicked  shall  be  turned 
into  hell,  with  all  the  people  that  forget 
God;'  nor  do  you,  1  presume,  in  your 
own  family,  represent  or  regard  a  life  of 
debauchery  and  crime  as  well-pleasing 
before  God.  Even  were  all  labourer! 
persons  of  mature  age,  this  plea  would 
hold  good :  for,  of  course,  you  would  not 
keep  a  footman  to  attend  on  your  family, 
whom  you  knew  to  be  a  drunkard,  a  blas- 
phemer, a  thief,  a  profligate:  but  when 
we  consider  that  the  vast  majority  of  those 
taken  into  your  mills  are  children  of  ten- 
der years,  easily  influenced,  and  suscep- 
tible of  lasting  impressions,  for  evil  or  for 
good,  oh,  surely  it  becomes  a  solemn  ques- 
tion between  you  and  that  ^Master  in 
heaven'  how  you  use  the  great  authority, 
the  weighty  responsibility  inseparable 
from  your  position  with  regard  to  these, 
your  fellow  immortals." 

"  I  protest,  doctor,  you  are  making  out 
a  connexion  between  the  office  of  a  *  cotton 
lord,'  as  you  call  us,  and  that  of  a  spiritual 
lord  or  bishop,  that  I  never  dreamed  of. 
Why,  according  to  your  views,  we  should 
each  regard  his  mill  as  a  diocese,  and 
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preach  in  itP  He  laughed,  then  pro- 
ceeded with  Buppreseed  bitterness.  ^*I 
am  aware  that  your  friend  Lord  Ashley 
labours  hard  to  put  this  simple  matter  in 
the  perplexing  light  of  a  theological  ques- 
tion, and  thereby  misleads  many." 

'^  Lord  Ashley,"  replied  the  doctor,  "  is 
no  otherwise  my  friend  than  as  he  has  en- 
titled himself  to  the  affectionate  regard  of 
every  one  who  loves  his  God  and  his  fel- 
low-creatures. Neither  am  I  aware  that 
he  has  done  what  you  say :  quite  the  con- 
trary. Proceeding  on  Christian  principles, 
he  has  steadily  kept  in  view  the  declared 
object  of  his  compassionate  efforts — an 
amelioration  of  bodily  suffering  to  the  fac- 
tory children.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  have 
strenuously  avoided  that  topic,  although  I 
could  say  much,  very  much,  upon  it,  from 
actual  observation  during  the  last  few 
hours  in  this  town.  I  wished  to  direct 
your  attention  to  another  point ;  and  in  so 
doing  to  give  no  offence  either  to  your 
feelings  or  to  my  own  conscience." 

"  Believe  me,  doctor,  I  highly  appreciate 
your  candor :  our  position  is  by  no  means 
an  enviable  one." 

<*  I  admit  it ;  but  I  think  tlxe  remedy  lies 
within  your  reach." 

"So  they  tell  us ;  but  we  take  leave  to 
think  differently,  and  to  fight  our  own  bat- 
tle with  some  hope  of  a  final  triumph. 
Pho !  why  every  man  who  has  any  thing 
10  do  with  the  working  classes  knows 
their  proverbial  discontent :  the  more  nu- 
merous, important  and  well-paid  they  are, 
the  readier  to  strike  for  higher  wages,  and 
to  pull  our  houses  down  about  our  ears." 
He  spoke  with  an  air  that  proved  how 
wholly  at  variance  with  his  real  feeling 
was  the  moderation  he  had  expressed,  and 
then,  with  cool  politeness  asked  if  his  guest 
would  honour  him  with  his  company  at 
dinner  in  the  evening.  The  doctor  thanked 
him,  but  said  his  time  was  fully  occupied ; 
and*while  taking  his  hat,  inquired  if  any 
extra  indulgence  was  ever  allowed  to  such 
as  had  lost  their  health  in  the  factories. 

"  Of  course  not  It  would  open  a  door 
to  endless  imposition,  extortion,  and 
wrong,  if  adopted  as  a  rule ;  and  if  occa- 
sionally done,  would  furnish  matter  of  dis- 
content While  the  people  choose  to 
work,  they  have  their  wages  regularly 
paid ;  and  when  they  choose  to  leave  off, 
there  is  an  end  of  our  acquaintance." 


"  Well,  Mr.  Z.,  I  have  no  wish  to  quar- 
rel with  any  of  your  plans,  nor  to  arraign 
the  justice  of  your  proceedings.  To  his 
own  Master  must  each  of  us  stand  or  fall. 
I  will  entertain  a  hope  that  on  reflection, 
what  I  have  related  to  you  may  lead  to 
some  practical  results.  Here  is  the  case 
of  a  family,  an  aged  widow  and  orphan 
children,  deluded  into  migration  from  a  safe 
and  peaceful  though  humble  home,  by 
printed  representations  roost  grossly  and 
palpably  false  in  the  sight  of  those  who 
published  them.  They  settle  to  work, 
anxious  to  procure  an  honest  maintenance, 
and  find  themselves  surrounded  by  every 
description  of  evil,  without  an  effort,  or  the 
semblance  of  an  effort,  on  the  part  of  the 
emplo3rers,  to  enforce  any  thing  but  a 
rigorous  exaction  of  bodily  labour  flrom 
them,  and  a  strict  performance  of  the  con- 
tract, as  regards  their  master's  interests. 
They  are  taxed  to  the  utmost  of  their 
strength,  and  so  far  beyond  it  as  to  sap  the 
stream  of  life,  dooming  the  young  frame  to 
a  premature  grave.  Severity,  in  every 
possible  shape,  is  practised ;  and  justice, 
by  every  available  device,  frustrated. 
The  men  to  whom  you  delegate  all  power 
in  the  mills  may  abuse  it  to  any  extent : 
you  will  not  leave  your  sphere  of  refined 
gratification  to  look  into  such  details :  and 
should  a  complaint  reach  your  ear  it  is 
quickly  met  by  the  crafl}r  representations 
of  thoee  who  know  too  well  how  to  place 
your  worldly  interests  in  such  a  promi- 
nence as  to  eclipse  the  weightier  concerns 
of  eternity.  Bodies  are  daily  perishing : 
souls  continually  swelling  the  multitude 
whose  hope  is  cut  off  for  ever :  and  in  all 
this  you  have  a  responsible  part  to  bear, 
whether  you  believe  it  or  no :  a  part  as- 
signed you  of  God,  who  will  assuredly  re- 
quire an  account  of  such  stewardship.  I 
pray  that  He  may  convince  you  of  this, 
and  while  blotting  out  the  past  in  the  blood 
of  the  cross,  so  assist  you  in  your  future 
course,  that  ihe  great  account  may  be 
rendered  at  last  with  joy,  and  not  with 
grief" 

Helen  did  not  die  in  the  mill :  but  her 
last  seizure  took  place  there,  and  so 
alarmed  her  companions  as  to  give  a  great 
effect  to  the  few  words  she  was  enabled  to 
speak  to  them  before  being  carried  home. 
Short,  but   severe,  were  her  sufferiogB; 
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and  in  a  few  day«  a  rough  shell  enclosed 
her  wasted  remains,  which  were  laid  be- 
side those  of  Sarah  Wright  This  stroke 
fell  too  heavily  on  the  poor  widow  to  be 
parried;  and aAer many fhiitless straggles 
she  was  compelled  to  submit ;  accepting  a 
pass  back  to  her  parish,  and  taking  up  her 
abode  in  the  workhouse  of  L.  To  her  the 
event  was  one  of  little  moment,  save  as  it 
inflicted  a  pang,  of  which  she  well  knew 
the  severity,  on  her  Richard.  He  had 
done  his  utmost  to  avert  it,  but  in  vain ; 
and  to  soften  the  stroke  Mr.  Barlow  pre- 
vailed on  the  squire  to  take  Willy  into  his 
•ervioe,  as  a  helper  in  that  department 
where  Richard  was  giving  sach  perfect 
aatisfkctioa.  Mary  was,  by  the  doctor's 
kind  interest,  apprenticed  out  to  an  humble 
business ;  where  pride  had  little  to  feed  on, 
and  passion  dared  not  flame  out  The 
most  distressing  part  of  the  business  was 
what  related  to  poor  little  Katy.  She  had  no 
home,  no  friends  but  among  her  o^fn  coun- 
try-people :  and  with  anguish  of  heart  the 
widow  Green  delivered  her  up  to  the  care 
of  one  whom  she  knew  to  be  a  bigoted 
Romanist  ]  and  who,  by  the  priest's  aid, 
made  out  a  sort  of  claim  that  could  not  be 
opposed  by  those  who  had  no  means  to 
ofier  any  other  resource.  Hudson  pro- 
mised to  keep  an  eye  on  her,  and  this 
was  the  only  earthly  solace  of  the  friend 
who  had  fondly  hoped  to  see  her  grow  up 
a  second  Helen  under  her  fostering  care. 

It  was  on  a  bright  day  in  Spring,  after 
labouring  together  in  their  master's  park, 
that  Richard  and  Willy  seated  themselves 
to  eat  their  frugal  meal  beneath  an  ash, 
just  putting  forth  its  tender  leaves  to  the 
fostering  ray. 

"Oh,"  said  the  little  boy,  "what  a 
thankful  heart  I  ought  to  have ;  being  in 
the  dear  country  again,  to  see  the  flowers 
grow,  and  to  hear  the  birds  sing,  and  to 
feel  the  fine  fresh  breeze  blowing  upon 
me!  I  think,  Richard,  I  should  be  as 
happy  as  ever  I  was,  if  I  could  only  see 
you  as  gay  and  sprightly  as  you  used  to 
be." 

"  I  can't,  WiUy :  for  half  my  sprightli- 
ness  was  owing  to  the  pleasant  thoughts  1 
used  to  be  having  about  days  to  come 
when  you  would  all  be  about  me,  and  I 
working  for  you  all,  and  helping  you  to  be 
independent" 


"  But,  Richard,  is  it  not  better  wa 
should  be  working  for  ourselves,  as  I  and 
Mary  do,  instead  of  depending  on  yoa  ? 
Besides,  what  I  earn  would  not  keep  me 
by  half,  only  for  idiat  you  do  for  me,  my 
own  kind  brother." 

"  True,  darling,  it  is  better  yon  should 
be  labouring  honestly  for  yourselves :  and 
I  ought  to  be  very  thankful  that  dear 
Granny  is  decently  comfortable  in——*, 
where  she  is :  But,  Willy,  we  are  a  broken 
family,  and  the  best  and  brightest  of  vm 
are  no  longer  on  earth.  Tou  most  not  be 
surprised  if  I  never  get  up  my  spirits  m 
they  used  to  be :  for  my  thoughts  ue  hat 
away,  in  a  better  place  than  this." 

"  'Tis  true,  Rkhard,  you  are  ehangvd 
greatly:  I  sometimes  firet  lo  see  you  al- 
ways so  grave,  but  I  can't  wonder  at  it 
I  wish  you  would  consider  what  a  great 
mercy  it  is  you  have  got  us  out  of  the 
factories :  it  would  be  far  better  to  beg  our 
bread  along  these  roads  than  to  earn  it 
there." 

"  I  believe  so,  indeed." 

"Yes:  seeing  the  spring  comes  on 
medces  us  feel  it  more  than  ever.  I  am 
sure  I  am  ready  to  cry  when  I  think  of  the 
poor  children  in  those  frightful  mills,  who 
don't  know  what  simshine  is  like,  except 
that  it  makes  the  work-rooms  hotter,  and 
shows  them  the  dirty  flue  flying  about,  and 
makes  them  think  how  pleasant  it  would 
be  to  get  a  run,  and  a  play,  in  the  fields, 
or  even  in  the  street  You  can't  think 
how  dreadful  it  is :  it  makes  us  feel  as  if 
we  hated  every  body  and  every  thing,  and 
could  do  wickedly  for  the  mere  pleasure 
of  being  wicked.  If  any  good  thought 
comes  into  the  mind,  it  is  sure  to  be  driven 
out  by  hearing  something  very  bad ;  and 
as  neither  God  nor  man  seem  to  care 
about  us,  we  have  little  care  of  ofiending 
either." 

"  Don't  say  we,  Willy." 

"  No,  I  was  speaking  as  if  I  still  be- 
longed to  them,  the  remembrance  is  so 
strong  on  my  mind :  and  I  am  sure  it  was 
the  wickedness  of  the  place,  more  than 
the  work,  that  killed  Helen." 

"  But  the  work  was  enough  to  do  it" 

"  Yes,  if  she  had  been  a  younger  girl 
I  don't  know  if  a  grown  person  can  stand 
it  better,  indeed ;  but  1  am  sure  the  little 
ones  must  be  made  of  iron  if  they  do. 
Only  think  what  it  is  to  feel  you  imui  go 
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to  deep,  out  of  downright  fatigue,  and 
yet  you  dare  not:  to  see  the  children 
about  you,  moving  their  fingers  with  their 
eyes  shut,  dreaming  they  are  at  work, 
and  the  overlooker  giving  the  poor  things 
a  cut  to  wake  them;  so  that  the  fright 
•ets  their  hearts  going  like  mad,  and  then 
they  feel  weaker  and  sillier  them  before. 
I  can't  bear  to  think,"  added  the  boy, 
while  tears  stole  down  his  cheeks,  ^I 
can't  bear  to  think  that  now,  when  I  am 
basking  in  this  beautiful  sunshine,  leaning 
on  your  kind  knee,  and  having  you  watch 
that  I  don't  even  overtire  myself  at  any 
pleasant  work,  my  poor  little  companions 
are  going  on,  on,  on,  in  their  weary  slavery, 
the  whirligig  wheels  always  whirring,  and 
not  a  pleasant  sight  nor  a  cheerful  sound 


to  make  a  variety.  Their  bare  feet  hot 
on  the  boards,  and  to  be  pattering  through 
the  cold  mud  at  night  to  their  close,  dirty 
homes,  where  they  won't  be  let  sleep  long 
enough  to  get  up  refreshed  for  to-morrow's 
toil" 

"  It  does  cheer  me,  Willy,  to  think  you 
are  out  of  it  all." 

"  It  ought :  and  oh,  Richard,  we  should 
pray  for  those  men  who  are  trying  to 
make  the  factory  children  less  miserable; 
and  whenever  you  speak  to  the  great 
folks,  put  in  a  word:  for  I  can't  help 
thinking  God  must  be  angry  with  them 
while  they  take  so  much  care  about  their 
own  little  ones,  and  have  no  thought,  no 
feeling  for  the  perishing  children  of  the 
poor!" 


PASSING    THOUGHTS 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  short  Essays  contained  in  the  following  pages  are  what  their  title  im* 
ports — Passing  Thoughts,  excited  by  familiar  objects,  or  recollections,  which 
were  noted  down  as  they  arose,  with  such  application  as  the  theme  suggested. 
The  greater  part  have  appeared  in  that  excellent  periodical,  "  The  Church  of 
England  Magazine,"  whence  they  are  now  collected,  and,  with  some  additions, 
formed  into  a  volume. 

Christians  in  general  find  it  a  delightful  exercise  to  trace  the  hand  of  God 
through  the  various  operations  of  his  power,  in  the  kingdom  of  providence,  as 
in  that  of  grace.  It  was  the  favourite  occupation  of  David ;  and  he  who  fol- 
lows it  in  th^  Psalmist's  spirit,  seeing  Christ  in  all,  and  enjoying  all  in  Christ, 
will  always  be  led  to  the  Psalmist's  conclusion :  "  O  Lord,  how  manifold  are 
thy  works!  in  wisdom  hast  thou  made  them  all:  the  earth  is  full  of  thy 
riches !" 

February,  1838. 
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THE  BRANCH. 

One  of  those  sadden  and  violent  gales, 
that  occasionally  sweep  over  the  fkir  face 
of  Slimmer  to  wrinkle  and  deform  it,  had 
blown  so  strongly  during  the  night,  that 
morning  presented  the  unwelcome  spec- 
tacle of  a  branch — the  only  one  left  by  the 
woodman's  axe  on  an  aged  elm  before  my 
window — broken  from  the  trunk,  and  hang- 
ing suspended  by  a  merely  external  con- 
nexion, which  could  convey  no  nourish- 
ment to  it  During  the  day,  I  watched, 
with  regretful  looks,  the  evident  fading  of 
those  leaves  that  had  formed  so  graceful 
a  screen  to  the  window  of  my  study  :  while 
tossing  more  wildly  in  every  fresh  gust  of 
wind,  the  broken  branch  seemed  hasten- 
ing to  its  final  fall. 

Towards  evening,  a  party  of  idle  boys 
congregated  on  the  open  space ;  and,  after 
trying  various  pastimes,  took  it  into  their 
heads  to  enjoy  a  swing,  as  they  said,  on, 
or  rather  with  the  drooping  branch.  By 
turns  they  seized  it,  springing  fVom  the 
ground,  or  climbing  by  the  trunk;  and, 
struggling  as  high  as  they  could,  they  set 
the  bough  in  motion  by  their  weight,  wav- 
ing to  and  fro,  in  desperate  glee,  at  such  a 
distance  from  the  ground,  that  had  the 
slender  strip  of  rind  given  way,  the  conse- 
quences must  have  been  dreadful.  Em- 
boldened by  impunity  each  foolish  lad  en- 
deavoured to  surpass  his  predecessor  in 
this  wanton  exposure  of  life  and  limb ;  un- 
til, alarmed  at  the  scene,  I  privately  sent  to 
a  person  sufHciently  authorized,  who,  plac- 
ing a  ladder  against  the  trunk,  mounted, 
and  with  one  blow  of  an  axe  rendered  the 
separation     complete.      The    withering 


branch,  thus  cut  ofij  fell,  and  was  borne 
away,  to  be  cast  into  the  fire  and  burned. 
Perhaps  few  seasons  are  more  friendly 
to  solemn  thought  than  the  closing  eve  of 
a  summer's  day,  clouded  over,  and  ruffled 
by  the  stormy  wind.  Here  was  a  text, 
that  would  require  very  little  skill  to  spin 
it  oat  to  a  long  discourse;  a  similitude 
clear  to  the  dullest  apprehension,  and 
fraught  with  humbling  considerations. 
Likening  my  elm  to  '^the  True  Vine," 
how  could  I  fail  to  follow  up  the  compari- 
son ?  A  fair  professor,  with  much  to  in- 
vite the  good  opinion  of  men,  unable  to 
withstand  the  trial  of  trouble  and  persecu- 
tion arising  because  of  the  word,  and  vir- 
tually broken  off  through  unbelief;  yet 
maintaining  that  outward  hold,  which  in- 
cludes no  spiritual  participation  in  the  root 
and  fatness  of  the  tree ;  hanging  on,  with 
weak  though  vaunting  tenacity,  and  point- 
ing downward,  while  every  living  branch 
bears  its  head  toward  the  sky ;  the  very 
abundance  of  his  leafy  professions  only 
rendering  more  conspicuous  his  progress 
towards  utter  corruption,  and  holding  out 
a  perilous  temptation  to  thoughtless  souk. 
They,  perhaps,  not  stopping  to  investigate 
the  reality  of  his  union  with  the  tree,  and 
delighted  to  find  him  tending  to  their  own 
earthly  region,  fW>m  which  his  fellows  la- 
bour more  and  more  to  rise,  catch  at  him 
B»  a  sort  of  connecting  link — professing  to 
rely  on  the  stock  that  he  seems  to  spring 
from ;  clinging  to  him  rather  than  to  that 
stock ;  and,  by  the  weight  of  their  worth- 
less fellowship,  hastening  the  fall  that  may 
prove  as  fatal  to  themselves.  I  marked 
how  the  grasp  of  those  climbers  continn- 
ally  tore  down  the  leaves,  which  lay 
heaped  beneath,  untfl  a  Tery  rude,  «hBtt 
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gust  of  wind  swept  them  off  in  a  moment, 
amid  clouds  of  dust  Here  was  the  posi- 
tive reality  of  the  prophet's  touching  image, 
"  We  all  do  fade  as  a  leaf;  and  our  iniqui- 
ties, like  the  wind,  have  carried  us  away." 

I  turned  from  the  window  at  length,  over- 
powered by  the  thought — how  awful  is  the 
responsibility  of  a  branch,  a  recognized 
member  of  the  visible  Church  !  Either  it 
is  good,  pleasant,  profitable,  doing  honour 
to  the  stem  that  bears  it ;  or  a  blemish,  a 
disgrace  to  that  stem,  and  to  those  who 
behold  it  a  snare.  And  oh,  how  mysteri- 
ous is  the  union,  which,  abiding,  gives  Ufc, 
strength,  beauty,  and  fertility ;  but  which 
may  be  destroyed  without  immediately 
breaking  the  outward  tie.  May  not  such 
a  branch,  under  the  power  of  self-decep- 
tion, conceive  that  still  it  lives,  though  pal- 
pably withering  in  its  place  ?  It  is  an  im- 
pressive call  for  deep  searching  of  heart, 
when,  for  aught  we  know,  the  axe  may  be 
sharpening  that  is  to  lay  us  in  the  dust 

As  these  ideas  occupied  me,  I  happened 
to  glance  on  a  favourite  greenhouse  plant, 
the  principal  pcut  of  which  had  once,  by  a 
fhll,  been  apparently  broken  as  hopelessly 
as  the  elm-bough ;  but  my  anxiety  to  save 
it  had  prompted  so  many  expedients,  that, 
by  dint  of  propping,  binding,  and  other 
careful  helps,  the  injury  was  repaired,  and 
my  plant  stood  as  vigorously  blooming  as 
ever.  Sweet  lesson!  I  mentally  said;  may 
it  be  mine  to  become  a  healer  wherever 
I  see  a  weak  branch  in  danger  of  se- 
parating from  the  tree.  Many  a  wounded 
spirit  is  utterly  broken  by  the  injudicious 
harshness,  or  unbelieving  hopelessness,  of 
those  who  might  bind  it  up,  if  they  would 
heartily  set  themselves  to  the  work.  Surely 
this,  one  of  the  blessed  offices  of  tlie 
Baviour,  well  becomes  his  followers.  To 
crush  a  weak  brother  is  an  easy,  and,  to 
our  corrupt  nature,  congenial  task  ;  but  to 
raise  the  falling,  to  support  the  wavering, 
to  dress  the  wound,  and,  by  dressing,  to 
hide  it  from  unfeeling  eyes — this  is  an  act- 
ing of  the  new  nature,  which  God  the 
Spirit  alone  can  create  and  sustain. 


letters  are  worn  past  all  hope  of  decipher- 
ing a  single  sentence.    Come  away." 

And  thus  ends  the  last  effort  of  poor 
humanity  to  perpetuate  its  cherished  sor- 
rows, or  to  display  its  pompous  boastings, 
in  the  sight  of  posterity.  That  old.  grey, 
mossy  stone,  with  its  half-shadow  of  a 
cherub's  face  peeping  out  from  the  broken 
outline  of  a  pair  of  wings ;  its  green  and 
yellow  patches  of  corroded  surface,  where 
the  long  inscription  once  appeared;  and 
its  slanting  position,  bending  forward  while 
it  sinks  sideways  into  the  soil, — that  is  the 
sole  surviving  memento  of— what  ?  It  is  a 
memento,  for  it  says  "Remember;"  but 
who  or  what  is  to  be  remembered  by  it. 
all  the  wit  of  all  eeulh's  wise  ones  cannot 
discover.  Nay,  though,  right  under  the 
cherub's  chin,  we  may  trace  the  course  of 
the  "Hie  jacet,"  by  knowing  where  it 
should  stand,  still,  no  more  is  communi- 
cated than  the  bare  existence  of  such  a 
tablet  in  that  place  must  make  known.  It 
is  a  grave — its  inmate  has  long  tenanted 
the  silent  dwelling;  and  here  our  infor- 
mation ceases. 

Is  it,  then,  idle  and  vain  so  to  mark  a 
spot,  endeared,  perhaps,  to  some  fond 
breast  far  beyond  all  that  the  residue  of 
the  globe  contains  ?  No ;  it  is  comely  and 
befitting  our  nature  so  to  do;  though  I 
look  on  the  practice  not  as  a  mere  natural 
impulse,  but  as  one  among  the  multitude 
of  unregarded  evidences  afforded  of  the 
doctrine  of  the  resurrection,  as  having 
been  revealed  to  man  from  the  earliest 
period.  We  find  the  art,  not  only  of  se- 
pulture, but  of  preserving  the  human 
body  itself  after  death,  carried  to  a  pitch 
of  perfection  at  which  modern  science 
can  only  gaze  and  wonder,  when  unrolling 
from  its  delicate  wrappers  the  corpse  of 
two  or  three  thousand  years'  unchanged 
existence.  It  seems  to  bespeak  a  thorough 
conviction  that  the  spirit  would  reanimate 
its  earthly  tenement ;  but  with  a  total  ig- 
norance or  mistrust  of  the  Power  that 
could  gather  up  the  scattered  dust,  and 
say,  • 

"  Lost  in  earth,  In  air,  or  main, 
Kindred  atoma  meet  again !" 

Probably  not  to  one  in  a  thousand  who 
puts  a  head-stone  at  the  grave  of  a  de- 
parted friend  does  it  occur,  that  there  is 
longer  over  what  is  utterly  illegible — the  I  the  remotest  connexion  between  his  act 


THE  GRAVE  STONE. 

"It  is  useless  to  puzzle  yourself  any 
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and  the  recognition  of  a  great  and  glo- 
rious truth;  yet  I  cannot  sever  them. 
That  the  custom  prevails,  ^th  extrava- 
gant additions,  such  as  the  periodical  dig- 
ging up  and  caressing  of  the  dry  bones, 
among  some  people  lost  in  the  lowest 
depths  of  barbarism,  and  destitute  even 
of  a  ray  of  spiritual  understanding,  does 
not  militate  against  the  supposition.  It  is 
in  such  circumstances  that  we  find  the 
rites  of  propitiatory  sacrifice  observed 
with  jealous  care,  and  practised  with  un- 
sparing cruelty.  Yet  who  questions  the 
divine  origin  of  the  sacrificial  rite,  or  fails 
to  recognise  in  it  a  testimony  to  the  truth 
of  holy  writ,  proving  that  the  sons  of 
Noah,  of  whom  the  whole  earth  was  over- 
spread, transmitted,  each  to  his  descend- 
ants, an  obligatory  knowledge  of  the  act 
which  they  with  their  fathers  first  per- 
formed upon  issuing  from  the  ark,  by 
offering  on  an  altar  the  victims  miracu- 
lously preserved  for  that  purpose?  I 
know  it  is  a  question  with  some,  whether 
the  doctrine  of  the  resurrection  of  the 
body  was  held  in  the  patriarchal  church ; 
but  so  clear  to  my  apprehension  is  the 
language  of  Scripture  on  this  point,  that 
I  never  could  contrive  to  perplex  myself 
with  a  doubt  I  believe  it  to  have  been 
as  well  understood  by  the  earliest  of  the 
Old  Testament  saints  as  the  nature  and 
end  of  sacrifices.  I  love  to. think  so.  And 
on  an  old  illegible  grave-stone  I  can  find 
a  lesson  written,  beyond  the  mere  tale  of. 
how  the  fashion  of  this  world  passeth 
away. 

The  feeling  to  which  I  refer  the  origin 
of  monuments  erected  on  the  spot  where 
the  dead  moulder,  is  distinct  from  that 
which  would  record  their  names  in  his- 
torical tablets.  In  the  former  there  would 
be  something  as  humiliating  as  in  the  lat- 
ter there  is  honourable  distinction,  were  it 
not  connected  with  a  higher  destiny.  The 
old  custom  of  burning  the  dead  is  far  less 
harrowing  to  the  mind,  than,  on  deliberate 
reflection,  is  the  fearful  process  of  gradual 
decomposition,  and  ultimate  mingling  with 
a  cold  damp  soil.  The  ancients  enclosed 
in  an  urn  the  calcined  mass  obtained  from 
their  funeral  pyres,  and  stored  it  up ;  but 
to  put  a  mark  upon  the  spot  where  cor- 
ruption and  the  worm  are  fulfilling  their 
slow,  noisome  task  on  the  body  of  a  be- 
loved object,  does  really  seem  like  a  tri- 1 


umph  of  faith  over  sight,  of  hope  over 
experience,  worthy  of  those  who  have 
been  taught  concerning  them  that  sleep 
in  Jesus,  that  their  scattered  dust  shall 
rise  again.  Then,  how  sublime  becomes 
the  language  of  a  grave-stone ! 

"  Stop,"  says  the  crumbling  monument 
of  by-gone  generations, — "  Stop,  pas- 
senger, and  mark  roe.  Here  lies  a  brother 
of  your  race ;  I  show  you  precisely  where 
he  was  laid  under  the  sod.  Dig  now,  even 
to  the  centre,  in  quest  of  the  frame  so 
fearfully  and  wonderfully  made.  Search, 
sift  every  handful  of  earth  as  you  cast  it 
forth,  you  shall  not  find  a  vestige  of  my 
charge.  All  is  resolved  into  the  parent 
element,  beyond  the  power  of  your  keen- 
est investigation  to  separate  or  discern  the 
one  from  the  other.  Yet,  read  me  again. 
Here  lies  that  mortal ;  and  hence  he  shall 
again  come  forth,  in  a  moment,  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  at  the  last  trump. 
What  you  toss  around  you  is  the  corrup- 
tible that  must  put  on  incorruption ;  the 
mortal  that  must  put  on  immortality.  Go, 
learn  from  my  defaced  surface  a  lesson  of 
faith, — '  Blessed  are  they  which  believe, 
yet  see  not' " 

Summon  me  not,  therefore,  from  gazing 
on  this  crumbling  head-stone.  I  may  rove 
far,  and  look  upon  many  an  object,  before 
I  encounter  a  monitor  at  once  so  humble, 
so  venerable,  so  faithful,  and  so  just 


THE  CAPTIVE. 

During  a  day's  visit  to  the  great  metro- 
polis, I  had  occasion  to  pass  through  one 
of  the  narrow  streets  of  Bloomsbury ;  and 
there,  suspended  from  a  nail,  below  a  dirty 
ground-floor  window,  I  saw  a  cage  of  very 
small  dimensions,  in  which  was  a  full- 
grown  lark.  Painful  as  it  is  at  all  times, 
and  under  any  circumstances,  to  behold 
any  of  God's  creatures  in  captivity,  there 
is  something  peculiarly  revolting  to  every 
humane  feeling  when  the  prisoner  is  a 
British  bird,  formed  to  rejoice  and  revel 
in  our  own  free  atmosphere.  But  in  this 
case,  something  more  touching  was  super- 
added. Just  on  the  top  of  the  opposite 
house  fell  a  ray  of  brilliant  sunshine; 
while  a  casual  opening  between  some 
roofs  presented  the  most  inviting  Irack  of 
azure  sky:  and,  to  complete  the  picture, 
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several  sparrowB  were  fluttering  and  twit- 
tering upon  the  tiles.  The  poor  lark,  with 
back  depressed,  beak  pointing  upwards, 
and  wings  half-liiled  from  his  sides,  stood 
close  to  the  front  of  his  cage,  as  in  the 
very  act  to  spring,  and  rise  to  the  spot  on 
which  liis  eyes  were  intently  fixed.  But, 
alas!  the  prison-bars  were  around  himj 
and,  taught  by  sad  experience,  he  forbore 
the  ciTorts  wliich  would  have  but  bruised 
and  lacerated  his  tender  frame.  I  walked 
on,  under  feelings  of  indignant  sympathy, 
almost  regretting  that  the  laws  of  pro- 
perty forbade  my  opening  tlie  cage-door 
and  setting  the  captive  free. 

I  could  not  forget  the  poor  lark :  alike 
in  the  broad,  busy  street,  in  the  narrow, 
cheeriess  lane,  and  in  the  spacious  square, 
thickly  set  with  trees  and  flowering  shrubs, 
did  the  image  of  the  pining  prisoner  haunt 
me.  I  believe  it  was  the  attitude  of  the 
bird,  rather  tlian  the  mere  fact  of  his  cap- 
tivity, tliat  moved  me  so  much.  It  was 
that  he  evidently  feU  his  doom — that  he 
9aw  his  way  to  happier  scenes ;  and  yet, 
from  utter  hopelessness  of  success,  re- 
frained from  trying  the  wires,  of  which  he 
but  too  well  knew  the  unyielding  strength. 
A  lark — a  creature  made  to  soar,  and  sing 
at  a  height  whereto  the  eye  of  man  cannot 
follow  him,  though  tlie  ear  may  catch 
those  powerful  tones  of  free  and  fearless 
melody:  a  lark — to  whom  the  highest 
tree-top  is  an  insignificant  exaltation,  and 
the  circuit  of  a  hundred  fields  too  narrow 
for  Ills  ken :  a  lark  to  be  shut  in,  where, 
literally,  he  had  not  space  to  stretch  his 
aching  wmgs,  and  where  no  enlivening 
sunbeam,  no  gush  of  pleasant  air,  could 
reach  him ;  where  the  windings  of  a  dirty 
lane  bounded  his  prospects,  and  the  dis- 
cordant din  of  annoying  sounds  alone  fell 
CD  his  ear.  Poor  bird!  where  in  this 
world  shall  I  find  a  suitable  comparison 
for  thee? 

Perhaps  in  him,  who,  having  once  felt 
that  he  was  originally  created  to  inhabit  a 
higher  sphere,  and  that  his  true  field  of 
enjoyment  lies  far,  far  beyond  the  wretched 
vanities  of  earth,  is  yet  so  tied  and  bound 
with  the  chain  of  his  sins,  that  he  cannot 
break  away.  He  has  tried  it  in  his  own 
strength,  and  has  been  cast  down  wounded. 
He  looks  at  the  children  of  God  in  the 
world,  and  sees  that  they  have  a  sunbeam 
flhad  upon  then  which  never  visits  him: 


they  can  rise  towards  heaven,  and  pour 
wide  the  songs  of  praise  which  his  heavy 
heart  refuses  to  utter.  He  feels  himself  a 
captive — he  longs  to  be  free — he  gazes  up- 
wards, and  standS;  as  it  were,  prepared  to 
start  away ;  but  still  he  moves  not  a  step 
towards  the  accomplisliment  of  his  desire ; 
for  his  prison-door  is  fast,  and  open  it  he 
cannot,  by  any  skill  or  power  of  his  own. 
He  hates  his  dungeon ;  he  hates  ail  that 
surrounds  him  of  sight  and  sound,  so  un- 
congenial to  the  new  nature  that  he  begins 
to  feel.  His  soul  is  prepared  for  liberty, 
but  it  is  yet  heavy  within  him;  and  his 
secret  cry  is, — •'  I  am  so  fast  in  prison,  I 
cannot  get  loose." 

Happy  mourner!  escape  is  nigh.  No 
fellow  of  thine,  no  created  being,  is  per- 
mitted to  loose  the  bonds  that  enchain  thee ; 
but  the  pitifulness  of  His  great  mercy  who 
has  purchased  thee  at  the  price  of  his  own 
blood,  and  whose  property,  therefore,  thou 
art,  will  surely  do  so.  It  is  He  who  has 
directed  thine  upturned  gaze  to  those  re- 
gions afler  which  thou  pantest ;  and  He, 
ere  long,  will  stretch  the  hberating  hand, 
and  withdraw  tiie  mysterious  bolt,  and 
make  thee  free  indeed.  Then,  up  and  away 
to  the  loftiest  heights  of  unfettered  con- 
templation, where  ttie  eye  of  carnal  reason 
cannot  pursue  thee,  and  bid  the  concave 
echo  to  thy  song.  And  then  again,  like 
the  descending  lark,  shut  close  thy  pinions 
to  thy  breast  in  shrinking  self-abasement, 
and  fall,  low  as  the  dust  of  the  earth,  to 
wonder  at  the  height  tliou  haet  attained. 
Nestle  among  kindred  sods  of  the  field, 
until  the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  casting  an- 
other of  his  glowing  beams  upon  thy  soul, 
shall  once  more  call  thee  heavenward,  to 
rise,  and  rejoice,  and  make  melody,  in  an 
atmosphere  all  thine  own. 


THE  BALLOON. 

duiETLY  seated  near  the  window,  on  a 
clear  evening,  very  lately,  my  attention 
was  attracted  to  an  object  floating  far 
alofl,  which  I  knew  to  be  a  balloon.  Re- 
cent events  had  attached  a  painful  interest 
to  the  scene  ;  and  as  my  eye  followed  the 
receding  speck,  and  imagination  pictured 
the  atrial  voyagers  looking  down  from 
their  dizzy  height,  I  fell  into  a  train  of 
thought,  founded  on  the  query,  whether 
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Mich  perilous  exploits  can  bear  the  test  of 
scriptural  examiDation, — can  be  lawful  to 
a  Christian  man. 

The  precept  was  forcibly  brought  to 
mind,  *'  Whether  ye  eat  or  drink,  or  what- 
soever ye  do,  do  all  to  the  glory  of  God." 
I  can  well  conceive  that  I  eat  and  drink  to 
the  glory  of  God,  when  I  desire,  by  due 
sustenance,  to  render  my  bodily  powers 
more  active  in  the  duties  of  my  particular 
sphere  and  calling;  and,  in  like  manner,  a 
blessing  may  be  conscientiously  asked  on 
many  actions  that  have  apparently  no  im- 
mediate connexion  with  the  glory  of  God, 
but  to  which,  under  right  government, 
they  ultimately  tend.  I  cannot,  however, 
think  thus  of  the  desperate  venture  made 
by  those  who  commit  themselves  to  an 
element  in  which  they  are  not  fitted  to 
move,  and  where  they  cannot  ibr  an  in- 
stant sustain  themselves,  but  by  the  aid  of 
machinery,  that  may  fail  them  in  the  mo- 
ment of  greatest  need.  The  same  objec- 
tion may,  in  some  measure,  be  advanced 
against  a  sea-voyage;  but  there  is  this 
material  difference,  that,  formed  as  our 
globe  is  with  intersecting  oceans,  the  great 
command  of  Christ, — "  Go  ye  into  all  the 
world,  and  presu^h  the  Gospel  to  every 
creature,"  cannot  be  fulfilled  without  the 
aid  of  navigation ;  and  whatever  conduces 
to  the  exercise  and  improvement  of  that 
art,  is,  in  the  eye  of  a  Christian,  "  to  the 
glory  of  God." 

But  who  can,  in  the  act  of  stepping  into 
%  bedloon,  utter  from  his  heart  the  prayer, 
•!-^^  Keep  thy  servant  from  presumptuous 
sins  ?"  Who  can  persuade  himself  that 
such  wanton  hazarding  of  life  and  limb 
will,  directly  or  indirectly,  promote  "  the 
glory  of  God  ?"  Is  there  any  spot  of  earth', 
otherwise  inaccessible,  but  to  which  the 
Qospel  may  be  carried  in  a  balloon  ?  Is 
there  any  warrant  in  Scripture  for  expect- 
ing that  the  providential  succour  continu- 
ally afibrded  those  ^'  that  go  down  to  the 
sea  in  ships,  that  do  business  in  great  wa- 
ters," will  be  extended  to  such  as,  for  the 
gratification  of  idle  curiosity,  or  the  pam- 
pering of  their  boastful  vanity,  essay  to 
''mount  up  with  wings  as  eagles,"  in  a 
sense  and  a  fashion  that  God  never  in- 
tended or  authorized  man  to  mount  in? 
No.  Assuredly,  thought  I,  as  the  balloon 
gradually  disappeared  from  my  sight, 
those  poor  people  are  doing  nothing  to 


the  glory  of  God  at  this  moment,  unless 
their  presumption  should  be  overruled  to 
the  permanent  humbling  of  their  high  as- 
pirations. High! — The  black  speck  had 
floated  ofi*  towards  the  west,  and  in  the 
dark,  cool  blue  of  the  eastern  sky,  a  bril- 
liant star  had  already  become  visible, 
twinkling  with  liquid  lustre  through  the 
Gur.  Alas  for  the  height  that  oar  balloon- 
ing brethren,  with  all  the  powers  of  gas, 
C€Ln  aspire  to !  That  little  star  had  thrown 
open  the  illimitable,  unfathomable  ocean 
of  space :  and  the  idea  of  a  balloon,  at  its 
utmost  attainable  distance  from  earth,  was 
that  of  a  buoy  bobbing  about  in  seeming 
independence,  under  the  bows  of  its  own 
ship.  Man  is  so  ver^  little,  at  the  tip-top 
of  his  self-invested  greatness,  so  very 
earthly  in  his  most  aerial  flights,  that, 
until  he  becomes,  by  regenerating  grace, 
a  temple  of  God,  he  can  excite  no  admira- 
tion unmixed  with  pity,  in  a  breast  where 
the  law  of  truth  is  written. 

That  twinkling  star  had  cast  a  sad  cloud 
on  the  achievements  of  the  aeronauts. 
They  had  not  ascended  high  enough  to 
add  a  hsiir's  breath  to  tlie  apparent  diam- 
eter of  any  heavenly  body;  but  they 
soared  at  a  fearful  altitude  as  regarded 
their  own  safety.  The  question  forced 
itself  on  my  mind, — Are  they  now,  with 
adoring  thankfulness,  acknowledging  the 
hand  that  upholds  them  in  their  giddy 
course,  and  looking  to  that  hand  alone  for 
a  safe  return  to  earth?  Have  their  souls 
risen  heavenward,  even  in  the  small  pro- 
portion in  which  their  bodies  have  as- 
cended ;  and  do  earthly  things  appear  as 
little  in  their  estimation  as  to  their  visual 
organs?  Do  they  consider  that,  fly  where 
they  may,  their  destination  is  fixed  beyond 
recall, — '*  To  dust  thou  shalt  return ;"  and 
that,  after  a  while,  the  globe  from  which 
they  have  wantonly  started  ofi*  for  a  small 
season,  shall  in  turn  glide  away  from  them, 
and  for  ever  ?  They  must  yet  again  be 
launched  forth  on  space ;  but  whether 
caught  up  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air,  or 
borne  away  to  regic^s  of  eternal  woe, — I 
greatly  fear  this  all-important  question  is 
not  the  subject  of  their  converse,  under 
circumstances  so  strikingly  calculated  to 
force  it  on  them.  And  why  not?  Because, 
I  have  come  to  the  conclusion,  that  no  man 
who  holds  his  life  and  faculties  as  a  trust 
committed  to  him  for  the  glory  of  God,  will, 
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without  any  adequate  motive,  place  them 
in  such  manifest  jeopardy.  Surely  be 
would,  through  grace,  be  enabled  to  think 
of  his  Master  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  tem- 
ple, and  answer  the  presumptuous  sugges- 
tion in  the  words  of  that  Master, — "  It  is 
written.  Thou  shedt  not  tempt  the  Lord 
thy  Gk)d." 


DREAMING. 

Among  the  many  beauties  of  Campbell's 
earlier  poetry,  and,  indeed,  in  the  whole 
collection  of  our  lighter  modem  lyrics,  there 
is  nothing  more  true  to  nature  than  the 
little  piece  called  "The  Soldier's  Dream." 
So  short  as  to  become  a  favourite  song,  it 
contains  within  it  the  story  of  a  life ;  and  I 
question  whether  among  men  there  is  one 
whose  heart's  recess  it  would  not  reach. 
The  contrast  between  present  and  past  is 
slightly,  yet  how  powerfully  sketched! 
The  soldier,  who  bivouacs 

"Where  thousands  had  sank  on  the  groond  over- 
power'd, 
The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  wounded  to  die,** 

represents  himself  in  a  situation  that  com- 
bines as  many  images  of  hardship,  horror, 
or  peril,  as  over  were  compressed  into  two 
lines: 

**Eepoting  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw, 

By  the  wolf-scaring  fitggot  that  guarded  the  slain  ;** 

And  then  comes  the  exquisite  transition  to 
all  that  is  soft,  and  familiar,  and  endear- 
ing, in  the  tranquillity  of  rural  scenery ; 

**I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields,  traveri'd  so  oft 

In  life's  nuxmlng  watch,  when  my  bosom  was  young ; 

I  hMrd  my  own  mountain-goats  bleating  aloft, 

And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn-reapers 


sung 
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This  gem  of  a  poem  will  probably  com- 
mend itself  to  the  feelings,  just  in  propor- 
tion as  the  contrast  is  marked,  and  deep, 
and  striking,  between  what  is  and  what 
bai  been.  The  traveller,  who,  from  a  dis- 
tant spot,  where  clouds  are  louring  and  the 
rough  breeze  assailing  him,  looks  back  to 
behold  the  home  he  has  quitted,  with  all 
iti  Bweet  associations  gathered  round  it, 
lying  just  within  the  range  of  a  slanting 
sunbeam,  and  thereby  thrown  out  in  warm 
and  beautiful  relief  from  the  shadowy  re- 
gion that  interposes — such  a  traveller  will 
linger  to  gaze  on  the  past  with  feelings 
peculiar  to  the  daik  and  dreary  present 


Thus  it  is  with  the  dreamer,  who,  during 
the  hours  of  sleep,  has  been  carried  back 
to  scenes  long  lost,  and  heard  the  tone 
of  voices  long  silent  He  cannot  recall 
the  sweet  vision,  but  he  closes  his  eye,  and 
summons  memory  to  recount  to  him  what 
memory  has  recently  shown  him.  She 
has,  as  it  were,  unlocked  the  casket  con- 
taining jewels  that  once  were  his,  but  now 
are  hers  only ;  and  feasted  his  sight  with 
what  has  for  ever  eluded  his  grasp.  And 
he  submits,  for  it  is  the  universal  lot  of 
man ;  but  he  sighs  over  the  treasure  that 
never  looked  so  lovely  as  when  for  ever 
lost 

How  wonderful  is  this  faculty  of  the 
mind  !  I  write  under  the  impression  of 
recent  experience,  having  retraced  in  a 
dream  the  beloved  hatmts  of  early  years, 
expatiating  as  I  thought,  to  one  who  had 
never  before  seen  them,  on  the  various  ob- 
jects, the  noble  relics  of  antiquity,  and 
beautiful  intermixture  of  orchard  and  gar- 
den-ground. At  one  spot  I  paused — it 
was  an  old  brick  house,  placed  back  in  a 
neglected,  overgrown  shrubbery.  That 
building  I  have  not  seen  for  nearly  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century,  nor  has  any  circum- 
stance brought  it  to  my  remembrance.  I 
never  visited  the  inmates,  but  merely 
knew  their  name  as  residents  there.  I 
had  long  forgotten  that  name,  and  stood, 
as  it  seemed,  for  a  few  moments,  until  en- 
abled to  recall  it  I  awoke  with  a  vivid  re- 
C/Ollection  of  all  the  minutiee  connected  with 
the  old  house — never  remarkable  for  any 
thing  to  me  or  others — and  with  the  aa- 
pect  of  its  former  inhabitants  portrayed 
with  the  liveliest  fidelity  to  my  mental 
view.  In  all  this  there  was  nothing  extra- 
ordinary, merely  because  every  body  Kas 
experienced  something  similar.  Yet,  among 
the  phenomena  of  mind,  as  acted  upon  by 
external  circumstances,  this  faculty  of  re- 
ceiving the  impresssion  of  an  indifferent 
object,  retaining  it  through  a  series  of  years 
amid  a  multitude  of  afler-impressions, — I 
may  say  burnt  into  it,  such  was  the  sever- 
ity of  the  stamp, — and  restoring  it  on  de- 
mand is  most  wonderful.  It  is  a  part  of 
the  mystery  of  our  compound  being  that 
makes  itself  felt ;  it  strikes  a  chord,  caus- 
ing the  whole  heart  to  vibrate  ;  it  brings 
home  to  us  the  beautiful  remark  of  Chal- 
mers, that  every  man  has  in  himself  his 
own  peculiar  and  exclusive  world,  into  the 
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recesses  of  which  the  dearest,  the  most 
sympathising  of  friends  cannot  enter. 

There  breathes  not  the  mortal  to  whom 
I  could  unfold  the  long  chain  of  recollec- 
tions revived  by  the  single  idea  of  a  pass- 
ing dream.  Some  would  listen,  would  try 
to  sympathise,  but,  except  by  transferring 
the  feeling  to  their  own  bosoms,  and  con- 
necting with  it  their  individual  experience, 
no  sympathy  could  they  afford ;  nor  would 
that  be  a  real  participation  of  my  thoughts, 
but  an  awakening  of  their  own.  There  is 
only  one  to  whom  the  desolate  heart  can 
turn  with  the  deep  and  sweet  conviction 
that  he  knows  alL  An  awful  considera- 
tion mdeed,  when  we  call  to  mind  the  in- 
numerable transgressions  that  stand  re- 
corded together  with  those  scenes  and 
events ;  but  to  him  who  is  in  Christ  Jesus, 
him  to  whom  there  is  now  no  condemna- 
tion, bemg  redeemed  from  the  curse  of  the 
law  and  brought  nigh  to  a  reconciled  Fa- 
ther, it  is  a  thought  full  of  heavenly  conso- 
lation. The  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitter- 
ness ;  Grod  is  greater  than  the  heart,  and 
knoweth  all  things.  If  in  his  wise  dispen- 
sations he  has  seen  good  to  crush  the  flow- 
ers, and  to  suffer  many  thorns  to  remain, 
he  knows  the  sweetness  of  the  former,  the 
keen  points  of  the  latter,  and  weighs  in  a 
just  balance  the  burden  that  he  has  laid 
on  his  child.  He  does  not,  like  our  fellow- 
man,  make  light  of  the  sorrow,  nor,  like 
ourselves,  view  it  in  exaggerated  propor- 
tions ;  but  with  the  perfection  of  wisdom. 
Knowledge,  and  tender  compassion,  "He 
Knoweth  our  frame ;  he  remembereth  that 
we  are  but  dust''  It  is  astonishing  with 
what  soothing  power  a  dream  may  come 
across  a  harassed  mind,  blunting  the 
edge  of  the  present  with  sweet  remem- 
brances of  the  past :  and  I  should  be  slow 
to  deny  to  the  God  of  all  consolation  the 
praise  due  for  this  mercy.  Those  who 
from  a  distempered  digestion,  or  other- 
wise, are  habitually  oppressed  by  gloomy 
and  terrific  dreams,  scruple  not  to  pray 
against  the  visitation*  why  should  they 
whose  bosom  is  soothed  by  visions  of  a 
very  opposite  tendency,  hesitate  to  render 
thanli^  to  the  Giver,  not  only  of  the  staff 
that  supports  our  pilgrim-step  on  the  hea- 
venward path,  but  of  the  little  wild  flower 
that  flings  a  breath  of  momentary  fra- 
grance across  it  ? 

VOL.  II.  25 


THE  WHITE  PLUMES. 

Walking  slowly  on  a  sultry  day  along 
the  high  path  that  skirted  a  public  road, 
my  attention  was  roused  by  the  sudden 
question  of  a  litile  child,  "  What  is  coming 
behind  us  ?  See,  it  is  all  black  and  white." 
I  turned,  and  saw  a  mournlng-coach| 
through  the  side-windows  of  which  pro- 
jected the  ends  of  a  small  coffin,  with  itm 
velvet  pall;  followed  by  a  similar  car- 
riage, containing  three  or  four  geotlemea 
in  black  cloaks.  The  usual  attendanti^ 
with  their  long  staves,  walked  with  mea* 
sured  steps  on  either  side  the  coachesi 
their  hat-bands  being  of  white  silk,  as 
were  those  of  the  drivers.  But  what  had 
chiefly  attracted  the  observation  of  my 
little  companion,  was,  the  stately  plume 
of  white  feathers  waving  on  the  heads  of' 
noble  horses,  whose  glossy  coats  of  jet 
black,  velvet  housings,  long  flowing  manes 
and  tails,  and  majestic  bearing,  as  they 
paced  along  with  restrained  animatioii, 
could  derive  no  additional  grace  from 
what,  nevertheless,  gave  a  striking  finiflh 
to  the  spectacle. 

^*  It  is  a  baby's  funeral,"  said  I. 

^^  But  why  are  the  feathers  white  ?  I 
thought  all  funerals  went  in  mourning, 
and  white  is  no  mourning,  you  know." 

I  explained  to  the  little  inquirer  the 
custom  of  substituting  white  for  black  oa 
such  an  occasion ;  and  then  gratified  hk 
wish  by  accompanying,  or  rather  foUow- 
ing,  the  procession  to  the  church,  whioh 
was  not  far  distant 

Why  are  the  plumes  white  7  I  mentally 
repeated,  and  looked  again  at  thoie 
waving  crests.  In  point  of  fact  they  were 
not  white,  for  the  dusty  road  had  imparted 
to  them  enough  of  its  own  subgCance  to 
disguise  their  snowy  aspect  Belonging, 
as  they  certainly  did,  to  the  pompe  and 
vanities  of  this  world,  they  wore  its  livery 
— defilement  Still,  as  distinguished  from 
customary  black,  they  were  white  plumoi^ 
and,  with  the  other  admixtures  of  that 
hue,  shed  light  upon  the  darksome  accom- 
paniments, like  sunshine  breaking  into 
smiles  the  cloudy  shadows  on  some  dis- 
tant hill.  *^As  sorrowful,  yet  always 
rejoicing,"  was  the  text  that  occurred  to 
my  mind:  and  I  dwelt  upon  the  "sure 
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and  certain  hope  "  that,  in  the  case  of  an 
infant  taken  away,  as  infants  undoubtedly 
are,  from  the  evil  to  come,  cannot  fail  to 
mingle  a  beam  of  gladneFs  even  with  the 
first  deep  sorrow  of  a  bereaved  parent. 

Again  I  looked ;  and  again  the  proud 
tread  of  those  stately  horses,  the  waving 
of  their  bright  crests,  and  the  fluttering 
of  the  white-edged  pall,  as  a  current  of 
air  passed  occasionally  through  the  win- 
dows, bespoke  a  character  less  of  mourn- 
ing than  of  triumph.  I  thought  of  the 
little  inmate,  riding  there  in  solitary  state, 
as  of  one  who  had  conquered  in  the  battle 
without  striking  a  blow,  succeeded  in  the 
race  without  moving  a  foot ;  and  who  now 
was  crowned  with  glory  incorruptible, 
never  to  fade  away.  It  seemed  almost  a 
inrivilegc  to  follow  in  such  a  train,  to  assist 
at  such  an  ovation.  But  when  the  pro- 
cession had  reached  its  appointed  place, 
and  the  pageantry,  withdrawing,  \e(t  the 
cofiin  to  be  laid  upon  its  tresscls  in  the 
aisle  of  the  church,  and  David's  touching 
lament  over  frail  mortality  was  poured 
forth,  the  joyousness  of  the  preceding 
moments  gave  place  to  feelings  sad  and 
solemn,  as  the  mind  reverted  to  what  man 
was  at  his  bright  creation,  and  what  he  is 
become  through  the  entrance  of  sin  and 
death.  Scarcely  could  a  handful  of  earth 
be  selected  from  the  ground  whereon  we 
itood,  when  the  coffin  was  lowered  to  its 
final  resting-place,  which  had  not  once 
been  instinct  with  rational  life,  capable  of 
glorifying  God,  whose  is  the  body  no  less 
than  the  soul ;  and  O,  among  the  multi- 
tude who  had  there  become  dust,  how  few 
might  I  dare  to  hope  had  so  glorified  him ! 
Dark  indeed  is  the  history  of  man,  as 
written  on  earth's  surface  in  characters 
formed  by  its  rising  mounds ;  and  again  I 
rejoiced  that  another  had  been  rescued 
ere  he  could  Iif\  a  hand,  or  form  a  thought 
in  rebellion  against  his  God.  Still,  rebel- 
lion was  his  inheritance;  and  the  taint 
would  have  speedily  showed  itself  in  open 
acts  of  presumptuous  sin,  proving  his 
natural  claim  to  a  rebel's  doom ;  a  portion 
of  which,  the  penalty  of  bodily  death, 
had  edready  been  awarded,  in  token  that 
he  was  liable  to  the  whole  infliction ;  but 
the  short  history  of  that  babe  was  beau- 
tiiblly  summed  up  in  one  line  of  the  well- 
known  epitaph ; 

^fls  dttd,  tat  AMm  rinifwl :  heUvw^teJitutdied.** 


As  I  passed  where  the  carriages  waited 
to  convey  the  mourners  back  to  their 
distant  residence,  I  looked  for  the  white 
plumes;  but  they  were  gone.  It  was 
well ;  for  what  had  he  farther  to  do  with 
any  of  tliis  world's  idle  show  ?  The  earth 
had  enclosed  him,  to  open  no  more  tliat 
portal,  till  she  shall  be  called  to  yield  up 
her  dead,  and  to  restore,  in  power  and 
incorruption,  what  had  been  sown  in 
weakness  and  dishonour.  The  white 
plumes,  wherewith  parental  love  had 
done  honour  to  the  baby's  obsequies, 
could  honour  him  no  longer;  but  white 
robes  had  glittered  in  heaven,  and  palms 
had  waved,  and  harps  of  gold  had  been 
tuned,  to  welcome  a  lamb,  from  among 
the  lost  sheep,  to  the  soft  green  pastures 
and  fountains  of  living  waters,  where  the 
good  Shepherd  tends  his  happy  flock  for 
ever. 

O  that  we  could  realize  these  things 
more  feelingly !  We  live  in  a  shadowy 
world,  and  grasp  at  those  shadows,  as 
though  they  were  the  only  real  substance : 
while  on  that  which  endureth  for  ever  we 
cast  but  now  and  then  a  transient  thought, 
or  stretch  forth  a  wishful  hand,  without 
any  real  and  vigorous  effort  to  lay  hold 
on  eternal  life.  The  trappings  of  woe 
are  soon  laid  aside,  and  with  them,  too 
readily,  the  lesson  that  they  perchance 
had  brought  to  our  reluctant  minds.  May 
the  Holy  Spirit,  helping  our  infirmities, 
put  life  and  meaning  into  the  prayer  too 
often  mechanically  uttered,  ''  So  teach  us 
to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply 
our  hearts  unto  wisdom !" 


LOYALTY. 

It  has  often  struck  me,  tlmt  one  of  the 
glaring  evils  characteristic  of  these  latter 
days,  that  of  despising  dominion,  is  al- 
lowed to  creep  into  places  where  it  ought 
to  be  especially  guarded  against  It  is 
not  unusual  among  persons  who  profess 
to  take  the  holy  Scriptures  as  their  daily 
and  hourly  guide,  to  hear  the  proceedings 
of  those  in  highest  authority  commented 
on  in  a  severe,  censorious  strain,  for 
which  there  is  no  warrant  in  tlie  word  of 
God,  and  to  which  the  whole  tenor  and 
spirit,  no  less  than  tlie  letter,  of  our  litur- 
gical   services    are    strongly    opposed. 
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Among  the  godly  men  who  were  raised 
up  to  be  the  reformers  of  our  national 
religion,  the  fathers  of  our  English 
Church,  no  feature  perhaps  m&re  promi- 
nently marks  their  characters  than  that 
of  reverence  for  the  kingly  authority, 
even  when,  by  its  dreadful  abuse,  they 
were  led  to  the  dungeon,  the  rack,  and 
the  stake.  They  saw  in  the  reigning 
monarch  Grod's  "chosen  servant,"  ap- 
pointed to  be  their  sovereign.  They 
knew  that,  the  hearts  of  kings  being  in 
his  rule  and  governance,  every  ordinance, 
whether  for  present  prosperity,  or  whole- 
some affliction,  to  the  militant  Church, 
dispensed  through  the  hand  of  that  vice- 
gerent, was  to  be  received  as  coming  from 
Him  by  whom  kings  rule :  and  it  would 
be  difficult  to  collect,  from  the  voluminous 
annals  of  even  Mary's  reign,  instances  of 
deviation  from  this  heaven-taught  prin- 
ciple of  loyalty.  Rebuke  was  indeed  ad- 
ministered occasionally  by  those  who, 
coming  as  "ambassadors  for  Christ," 
delivered  a  message  from  him,  even  to 
crowned  heads :  but  this  was  done  rever- 
ently and  carefully ;  while  they  who  were 
commissioned  so  to  do,  ceased  not  to  urge 
on  their  flocks  the  submission  due  from 
subjects  to  their  sovereign.  Intercessory 
prayer  then  held  the  place  which  is  now 
too  often  usurped  by  severe  animadver- 
sion. "  Lord,  open  the  King  of  England's 
eyes!"  were  the  dying  words  of  exiled 
Tyndal,  when  suffering  strangulation  at 
the  stake  in  a  foreign  land ;  and  many  a 
beautiful  prayer  of  like  import  is  recorded 
of  that  noble  army  of  martyrs.  Are  we 
wiser,  or  more  enlightened  than  they  ?  A 
royal  deviation  from  the  straight  line, 
even  in  comparatively  unimportant  mat- 
ters, cannot  now  be  traced,  but  it  calls 
forth  a  strain  of  observations  such  as  our 
pious  fathers  would  have  silenced  with  no 
light  rebuke :  and  the  evil  effects  of  this 
unguarded  concurrence  in  what  is,  alas ! 
too  justly  termed  the  spirit  of  the  age, 
are  incalculable.  In  God's  word  we  see 
the  welfare  of  Christian  subjects  inse- 
parably connected  with  the  well-being  of 
their  king;  and  the  scriptural  means  of 
promoting  that  well-being  distinctly 
pointed  out  "I  exhort,  therefore,  that, 
first  of  ail,  supplications,  prayers,  inter- 
cessions, and  giving  of  thanks,  be  made 
for  all  men :  far  kingi  and  for  all  thai 


are  in  authority^  that  we  may  lead  a  quiet 
and  peaceable  life,  in  all  godliness  and 
honesty."  We  do  greatly  err,  if,  putting 
aside  the  governing  powers  that  be,  or- 
dained of  Godj  we  seek  good  things  for  the 
country  apart  from  the  recognition  of  that 
ordinance.  Do  we  recognise  it  aright, 
when,  exercising  what  we  conceive  to  be 
Christian  liberty,  we  bandy  severe  re- 
marks, even  to  the  extent  of  speaking  evil 
of  dignities  ?  Our  sympathies  are  readily 
awakened  by  a  scene  of  poverty  and 
grief;  why  are  they  so  deadened  when 
contemplating  the  splendours  that  neces- 
sarily surround  those  who  must  often 
carry  an  aching  head  and  anxious  Y^enxt 
beneath  the  hereditary  honours  that  de- 
volve on  them  ?  How  frequently  do  we 
find  our  own  feet  entangled  in  the  snares 
spread  by  our  crafty  foe ;  and  if  every 
secret  fall  were  publicly  exposed,  what  a 
spectacle  would  the  holiest  of  us  become  1 
Yet  the  humbling  effect  of  this  individual 
experience  appears  to  be  lost  when  the 
actions  of  the  great  come  under  review ; 
though  the  enemy  of  mankind  has  a 
manifest  interest  in  redoubling  his  efforts 
to  ensnare  them. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  revered  father 
of  our  present  king  lived  in  the  practice  of 
continual  intercession  for  his  people ;  and 
that  his  prayer  was  accepted,  let  the  stu- 
pendous mercies,  the  wondrous  deliver- 
ance that  exempted  our  nation  from  the 
scourge  which  desolated  Europe,  testify. 
Do  we  owe  no  debt  of  grateful  love  to  the 
progeny  of  our  Hezekiah  ?  Does  no  se- 
cret consciousness  of  especial  obligation  bid 
English  hearts  respond  to  the  Divine  call, 
"  Honour  the  king?"  O,  if  one  of  us,  yet 
vigorous  in  life  and  strength,  with  every 
advantage  of  spiritual  knowledge,  and 
deep  experience  of  the  loving-kindness  of 
the  Lord,  were  to-morrow  exalted  to  that 
giddy  height,  and  surrounded  with  those 
fearfully  perplexing  cares  that  it  is  now  the 
lot  of  one  aged  individual  to  encounter, 
how  would  he  look  around  upon  the 
Church  that  hailed  him  its  temporal  head, 
and  from  the  inmost  recesses  of  a  trembling 
heart,  exclaim,  "  Brethren,  pray  for  us  !" 
Let  no  Christian  be  beguiled  into  the  sin 
of  omission  in  this  most  solemn  and  imper- 
ative duty ;  it  is  a  sin  that  will  be  visited 
on  his  children's  children.  Be  ours,  in  its 
fiill,  its  richly  spiritual  meaaing,  that  sab- 
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lime  aspiration  which  the  Holy  Ghost  put 
into  the  mouths  of  Israel's  high-priest  and 
faithful  prophet  of  old:  "God  save  the 
king :  long  live  the  king :  may  tlie  king 

live  FOR  EVER  !" 


THE  GIPSY. 

'•'Do  you  'want  your  fortune  told, 
ma'am?"  said  one  of  this  outcast  tribe, 
as  we  met,  a  short  time  ago,  on  a  broad 
heath.  I  shrunk  instinctively  from  the  bold, 
half-laughing  stare  of  her  brilliant  eyes, 
and,  with  a  silent  shake  of  the  head, 
walked  on.  This  was  followed  by  a  feel- 
ing of  self-reproach,  that  I  could  not  stifle : 
the  circumstances  were  such,  that  I  could 
not  have  spoken  to  the  unhappy  creature ; 
for  a  number  of  carriages,  donkeys,  and 
disorderly  persons,  were  there  clustered 
together,  on  the  occasion  of  some  neigh- 
bouring fair  or  races ;  and  I  had  difficulty 
in  conducting  two  or  three  children  over 
the  disagreeable  spot  which  we  were 
obliged  to  pass.  But  tlie  question  forced 
itself  on  my  mind,  whether,  if  I  had  been 
80  accosted  under  less  imfavourable  cir- 
cumstances, I  should  have  resisted  the  im- 
pulse of  natural  aversion,  and  addressed 
that  poor  depraved  gipsy  as  an  immortal 
soul,  destined  to  an  eternal,  unchangeable 
state  of  being,  and  evidently  hastening 
along  the  path  of  destruction.  I  could  not 
mtisfactorily  answer  my  own  query ; 
there  is  no  aptitude  in  the  natural  heart 
to  such  work ;  and  it  is  idle  to  speculate 
OD  what  we  would  do  in  circumstances 
merely  suppositious.  Many  have,  like 
Peter,  vaunted,  in  the  hour  of  safety,  how 
boldly  they  would  go  to  prison  and  to 
death  for  Christ's  sake  and  tlie  Gospel's, 
who,  when  the  trial  actually  came,  were 
made  ashamed  of  their  vain  boasting,  and 
denied  their  faith :  others,  shrinking  with 
terror  from  the  anticipated  hour  of  temp- 
tation, in  mistrust  of  their  own  experienced 
weakness,  have,  out  of  that  weakness, 
been  made  so  strong,  that  their  names 
now  stand  enrolled  among  the  boldest 
and  brightest  in  the  noble  army  of  mar- 
tyrs. The  habit  of  fancying  scenes  and 
■ituations,  with  the  part  tliat  we  ourselves 
should  take  in  them,  is  more  hurtful  than 
ii  generally  supposed.  *^  As  thy  day,  so 
■hall  thy  strength  be,"  is  the  promise 


given ;  and  we  ought  by  no  means  to  an- 
ticipate the  day,  seeing  that  we  cannot 
anticipate  or  .calculate  the  measure  of 
strength  that  God  may  see  good  to  vouch- 
safe. 

But  I  must  return  to  the  gipsy.  The 
rencontre  with  her  gave  rise  to  a  long  train 
of  thought,  which  occupied  me  during  the 
rest  of  my  walk.  I  was  near  an  abode  of 
royally,  and  could  not  but  recall  the  touch- 
ing anecdote  of  the  beloved  and  venerated 
monarch  George  III.,  wl^o,  when  hunting 
near  Windsor  once,  with  his  characteristic 
tenderness  of  feeling,  relinquished  the  en- 
joyment of  the  chase  out  of  compassion  to 
his  exhausted  horse,  and,  gently  riding 
alone  through  an  avenue  of  the  forest,  was 
led  by  the  cry  of  distress  to  an  open  space, 
where,  under  a  branching  oak,  on  a  little 
pallet  of  straw,  lay  a  dying  gipsy  woman. 
Dismounting  and  hastening  to  the  spot, 
his  majesty  anxiously  inquired  of  a  girl, 
who  was  weeping  over  the  sufferer, 
"  What,  my  dear  child,  can  be  done  for 
you  ?"  "  Oh,  sir,  my  dying  mother  w^anted 
a  religious  person  to  teach  her,  and  to 
pray  witli  her  before  she  died.  I  ran  all 
the  way  before  it  was  Ught  this  morning 
to  Windsor,  and  asked  for  a  minister,  but 
no  one  could  I  find  to  come  to  pray  with 
my  dear  mother."  The  dying  woman's 
agitated  countenance  bore  witness  that 
she  understood  and  felt  the  cruel  disap- 
pointment The  king, — O  lovely  lesson 
for  kings  ! — exclaimed,  "  /  am  a  minister ; 
and  God  has  sent  me  to  instruct  and  com- 
fort your  mother."  Then,  seating  himself 
on  a  pack,  he  took  the  hand  of  the  gipsy 
woman,  showed  the  nature  and  demerit  of 
sin,  and  pointed  her  to  Jesus,  the  one  and 
all-sufficient  Saviour.  His  words  ap- 
peared to  sink  deep  into  her  heart ;  her 
eyes  brightened,  she  looked  up,  she  smiled; 
and,  while  an  expression  of  peace  stole 
over  her  pallid  features,  her  spirit  fled 
away,  to  bear  a  precious  testimony  before 
the  Ring  of  kings,  of  that  minister's  faith- 
fulness to  his  awful  charge.  When  the 
party,  who  had  missed  their  sovereign,  and 
were  anxiously  searching  the  wood  for 
him,  rode  up,  they  found  him  seated  by 
the  corpse,  speaking  comfort  to  the  weep- 
ing children.  The  sequel  is  not  less  beauti- 
ful: I  quote  the  words  of  the  narrative. 
"  He  now  rose  up,  put  some  gold  into  the 
hands  of  the  afflicted  girls,  promised  them 
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nis  protection,  and  bade  them  look  to 
Heaven.  He  then^  wiped  the  tears  from 
his  eyes,  and  mounted  his  horse.  His  at- 
tendants, greatly  affected,  stood  in  silent 
admiration.  Lord  L.  was  going  to  speak; 
but  his  majesty,  turning  to  the  gipsies,  and 
pointing  to  the  breathless  corpse,  and  to 
the  weeping  girls,  said,  with  strong  emo- 
tion, '  Who,  my  lord,  who,  thinkest  thou, 
was  neighbour  unto  these?'" 

Reader,  do  you  hold  in  affectionate 
reverence  the  memory  of  this  English 
Hezekiah,  now  gone  to  receive  a  brighter 
crown  than  earth  can  give?  Let,  then, 
his  eloquent  example  plead  with  you, 
when  God  gives  you  opportunity  of  fol- 
lowing it  You  will  occasionally  meet  a 
gipsy  in  your  path,  or  some  other  poor 
wanderer  from  the  ways  of  God,  to  whom 
you  can  deliver  the  message  of  reconciha- 
tion,  whether  they  will  hear,  or  whether 
they  will  forbear ;  and  you  know  not  but 
the  Lord  may  even  then  be  awakening  in 
that  outcast's  mind  a  desire  for  the  teach- 
ing, that  you,  if  you  know  Christ  as  your 
Saviour,  can  certainly  afford.  Remember 
the  good  king's  words,  and  the  high 
authority  whence  he  quoted  them.  Ask 
yourself  "Who  is  neighbour  unto  this 
wounded  soul?"  and  strive  to  be  that 
neighbour,  pouring  in  the  wine  and  oil  of 
Christian  consolation,  if  the  case  be  one 
of  awakened  conscience  ;  and  if  the  spirit 
be  yet  lulled  in  the  fatal  slumber  of  habit- 
ual and  allowed  sin,  sounding  the  call  to 
awake,  to  arise  from  the  dead,  and  receive 
light  from  Christ  However  bright  the 
eye,  and  ruddy  the  cheek,  and  active  the 
frame,  still  the  poor  gipsy  is  dyings  and  so 
are  you.  Work  while  it  is  day ;  for  the 
night  Cometh,  when  you  can  work  no 
bnger. 


THE  NEEDLE. 

In  my  younger  days  I  was  very  fond  of 
a  pretty  poem  entitled  "  A  Prayer  for  In- 
difference." I  have  since  learned  to  pray 
for  better  tilings,  and  and  to  look  for  some- 
tliing  more  in  literary  composition  than 
touching  thought  and  graceful  expression : 
but  ttiere  is  a  stanza  in  that  well-known 
little  piece  that  I  often  think  on,  with  a 
difierent  application  indeed : 


**  Nor  pMce  nor  eaae  the  heart  can 
Thau  like  the  needle  true, 
Tumi  at  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe. 
And  turning,  tremUea  too.** 


The  property  of  the  magnetic  needle  be- 
ing to  point  due  north,  whatever  unsettles 
its  position  produces  a  wavering  tremu- 
lous motion,  perhaps  causing  it  to  diverge 
greatly  from  its  right  aim,  but  never  in- 
ducing it  to  fix,  to  reat^  until  it  has  recov- 
ered that  position  How  truly,  how  stri- 
kingly does  this  portray  the  state  of  aheart| 
which,  having  been  touched  by  the  mag- 
net of  Divine  love,  finds  its  point  of  attrac- 
tion in  Christ,  and  can,  by  the  force  of 
that  attraction,  without  any  visible  aid, 
remain  steady,  as  though  bound  by  many 
cords,  looking  to  him  alone.  Hold  forth 
to  such  a  believer  any  other  refuge,  any 
other  hope,  and  it  is  as  when  you  sud- 
denly reverse  a  mariner's  compass:  the 
needle  surprised  for  sm  instant  out  of  its 
right  point,  hurries  round,  eagerly  seeking 
that  from  which  it  had  been  involuntarily 
diverted,  and  again  settling  with  undevia- 
ting  precision.  So  the  heart,  rightly  influ- 
enced, starts  away  from  any  suggestion 
that  would  alienate  it  from  its  Lord,  ex- 
claiming, as  it  flies  to  him,  "  Whom  have 
I  in  heaven  but  thee  ?  and  there  is  none 
on  earth  that  I  desire  beside  thee."  In 
proportion,  also,  to  the  force  and  abrupt- 
ness of  the  foreign  and  momentary  im- 
pulse, is  the  jealous  speed  with  which  it  is 
resisted  and  overcome.  Has  not  the 
Christian  felt  his  heart,  as  it  were,  spring 
back  to  Jesus,  with  somewhat  of  indignant 
velocity,  when  aught  else  has  been  set 
forth  as  a  source  of  wisdom,  righteous- 
ness, sanctification,  or  redemption  to  him  ? 
But  there  is  another  species  of  distress 
much  more  trying  than  this.  We  some- 
times see  the  compass,  from  being  held  in 
an  unsteady  hand,  communicating  to  the 
needle  a  constant  trembling  motion,  so 
that,  while  pointing  aright,  it  still  does  not 
rest  This  uneasy  appearance  gave  rise 
to  the  poetical  comparison  already  alluded 
to,  and  illustrates  a  state  of  mind  familiar 
to  multitudes  of  God's  children.  Peace 
and  ease  tlicy  cannot  be  said  to  know, 
being  kept  continually  doubting  whether 
they  do  indeed  look  unto  Jesus  in  the  way 
that  he  would  have  tlicm.  Conscience 
bears  them  witness  that  tliey  are  looking 
to  nothing  else  \  that  they  neither  seek  nor 
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wiah  for  rest  in  any  other  quarter;  and 
that  the  desire  of  their  souls  is  to  make 
him  their  chief  joy :  but,  cither  through 
infirmity  of  faith  or  knowledge,  or  else 
from  having  their  minds  and  spirits  un- 
consciously afiected  by  bodily  ailment,  or 
from  other  causes  foreign  to  their  will, 
and  beyond  their  control,  they  continue 
trembling,  doubting,  desponding.  Not  hav- 
ing a  steady  and  clear  view  of  Christ, 
they  question  their  interest  in  him ;  these 
distressing  doubts  deaden  and  distract 
their  prayers;  such  dead,  distracted  pray- 
ers farther  obscure  their  already  em- 
barrassed view;  and  so  the  heart,  uncer- 
tain of  its  portion,  and  tempted  to  look 
more  to  its  own  wavering  frame,  than  to 
Ilim  who  cannot  waver,  and  substituting 
feeling  for  faith, 

**  Toms  at  tho  touch  of  Joy  or  woe, 
And  turning,  trembles  too." 

There  is  a  spiritual  joy,  and  a  spiritual 
woe,  alike  inimical  to  spiritual  peace  and 
ease.  Excitement,  on  the  one  hand,  will, 
in  religion  as  in  other  things,  produce  a 
state  of  collapse,  the  more  overwhelming 
from  tlie  contrast  connected  with  it  Over- 
much sorrow  will  swallow^  up  tlie  com- 
forts that  God  has  provided  fop  his  mourn- 
ing children,  and  be  nothing  the  better  for 
them.  Extreme  depression  certainly 
wrongs  the  Lord,  though  it  is,  perhaps,  a 
■afer  state  than  undue  elation ;  and  peace, 
rest,  ease,  are  found  only  in  such,  a  fixed 
view  of  Christ,  as  presents  him  constantly 
to  the  soul  as  Him  in  whom  are  hid  all 
the  treasures  of  wisdom  and  knowledge, 
oat  of  whose  fulness  we  have  received 
whatever  is  ours,  although  it  be  but  tlie 
knowledge  of  our  emptiness,  and  may  de- 
mand whatsoever  we  require,  on  the 
strength  of  that  promise,  "My  God  shall 
■apply  all  your  need,  according  to  the 
riches  of  his  grace  in  Christ  Jesus." 
It  IB  no  uncommon  tiling  for  the  Christian 
to  sit  down  and  number  over  his  gifls,  un- 
til he  forgets  that  he  is  still,  in  himself, 
wretched,  and  poor,  and  miserable,  and 
blind,  and  naked ;  or  else  to  stretch  him- 
self along  in  utter  despondency,  restrain- 
ing prayer  for  more,  because  ho  feels  that 
as  yet  he  has  received  but  little  in  com- 
parison with  the  acquirements  of  others, 
and  bis  own  desires.  The  heart  may  be 
•^like  the  needle  true**  to  its  own  sugges- 


tions and  misgivings ;  but  let  it  be  true  to 
Christ  alone,  and  it  shall  know  both 
peace  and  ease,  in  the  consciousness  that 
he  is  pledged,  for  time  and  eternity,  to  be 
its  strength,  its  portion,  its  sufficiency,  its 

ALL. 


THE  COVERT. 

Attending  lately  some  lectures  on 
electricity,  I  was  struck  by  the  earnest- 
ness with  which  the  speaker  dissuaded  his 
auditors  from  yielding  to  the  temptation 
of  taking  refuge  under  em  oak,  during  a 
tliunder-storm.  He  described  this  king 
of  the  forest  as  being  the  most  unsafe  of 
all  apparent  shelters,  from  its  peculiar  ten- 
dency to  attract  the  electric  fluid;  illus- 
trating, by  experiments,  the  fearful  conse- 
quences of  the  invited  shock.  The  sub- 
ject long  occupied  my  mind,  giving  rise 
to  reflections  of  more  deep  and  solemn  in- 
terest than  the  apprehensions  of  mere 
bodily  destruction  could  excite. 

When  the  judgments  of  the  Lord  arc 
abroad  upon  Uie  earth,  when  the  thunder 
of  his  reproof  is  heard,  and  the  lightning 
of  his  awakened  wrath  flashes  before  the 
starded  eye  of  man,  the  sinner,  conscience- 
struck,  will  look  around,  seeking  a  covert 
from  the  storm.  In  less  alarming  seasons 
he  found  a  shelter  tliat  seemed  to  answer 
all  his  purposes — some  system  of  man's 
devising ;  a  stately  specimen,  it  may  bd( 
of  the  wisdom  that  is  from  beneath.  A 
religion  of  forms,  and  words,  and  senti- 
ments, has  perhaps  often  helped  to  ward 
ofi*  the  little  peltings  of  a  passing  cloud, 
and  moderated,  or  seemed  to  moderate, 
the  scorching  rays  of  temptation.  It  has 
helped  to  keep  him  externally  decent; 
while  others,  who  lacked  such  a  shelter, 
walked  about  openly  discomfited  and  de- 
filed. Why  should  he  now  question  its 
powers  of  defence?  In  vain  is  he  cau- 
tioned, in  vain  admonished,  that  he  trusts 
in  a  refuge  of  lies,  and,  by  so  doing,  has- 
tens to  a  switter  and  more  sure  destruc- 
tion. He  credits  not  the  warning  voice ; 
he  clings  to  his  old  covert,  his  own  righ- 
teousness, his  moral  respectability,  his 
stated  duties  of  lip-service  and  will-wor- 
ship ;  and  there  he  abides,  until  the  fiery 
bolt  descends,  cleaving  his  vain  defence, 
and  smiting  him  with  everlasting  destnio* 
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tion.  Such  is  the  miserable  end  of  him 
who  seeks,  by  the  works  of  the  law,  to  be 
justified  before  God. 

And  who  shall  then  be  safe  when  the 
quiver  of  the  Almighty  is  scattered  around 
and  the  dart  of  vengeance  seems  pointed 
at  each  guilty  bosom  ?    He  shall  be  safe, 
who,  rejecting  all  that  earth  can  offer,  re- 
nouncing all  that  flesh  can  do,  goes  forth 
into  an  unsheltered  space,  and  casts  him- 
self upon  the  Lord  alone.     Does  he  dread 
the  hand  upraised  to  smite  ? — the  shadow 
of  that  hsmd  is  his  only  hiding-place.    O, 
let  him  but  behold  in  it  the  hand  that  was 
nailed  to  the  cross  on  Calvary ;  the  hand 
from  which  trickled  a  crimson  stream  to 
wash  away  his  sin ;  and,  though  it  grasp 
the   lightning  that  shall  consume  every 
unbeliever,  it  has  no  terrors  for  him.    He 
knows  that  the  briars  and  thorns,  yea,  the 
oaks  and  palaces  that  man  confides  in,  are 
but  set  in  array  against  Grod,  provoking 
him  to  go  through  and  consume  them ; 
but  he  who  flies  to  Jesus,  and,  in  the  bold- 
ness of  simple   faith,   takes  hold  of  his 
strength,  shall  find  that  in  him  is  perfect 
security.    Appointed  to  be  the  Judge  of 
all  men,  Christ  is  terrible  indeed  to  those 
who  reject  his  rule.    Rocks  and  mountains 
shall  vainly  be  invoked  to  hide  from  tlie 
wrath  of  the  Lamb  such  as  now  make 
light  of  his  message  of  love.    For  them, 
all  the  terrors  of  the  broken  law  remain ; 
and  from  its  vengeance  nothing  can  shield 
them.    But  'equally  true  it  is,  that  to  the 
humble  believer  this  awful  Judge  is  tlie 
surest  of  advocates ;  and  the  very  power 
that  makes  him  terrible  to  others,  seals  the 
confidence  of  his  children.     They  know 
him  as  one  mighty  to  save ;   they  know 
that,  towards  them, 

"  He  hath  Kiird  tho  law's  load  thunder, 
He  hath  quench'd  Mount  8h»i*i  flame.*' 

In  the  hour  of  elementary  strife,  nature 
leads  us  to  tlie  lof\y  tree,  wliile  reason 
brings  many  plausible  arguments  to  re- 
commend such  a  shelter ;  but  when  science 
has  revealed  the  peril  of  fleeing  to  it,  he 
must  be  indeed  infatuated  who  prefers  not 
the  open  plain.  In  like  manner,  nature  and 
carnal  reason  oppose  the  act  of  confiding 
faith,  as  the  very  madness  of  enthusiastic 
folly,  and  would  fain  persuade  us  to  turn 
to  some  refuge  of  man's  contriving ;  but 
the  light  of  revelation,  directed  to  our 


hearts  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  exhibits  the 
danger  of  such  a  course ;  and  the  believer, 
strengthened  with  might  by  that  Spirit  in 
the  inner  man,  goes  forth  to  meet  his  Lord, 
seeking  no  covert  but  the  strong  tower  of 
his  adorable  name. 


BOfllXG  AT  THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

Among  the  innovations  that  are  perpet- 
ually creeping  in,  changing  the  customn^ 
and  invading  the  institutions  of  our  fore- 
fathers, who,  after  all,  were,  perhaps  a 
little  wiser  than  their  descendants,  I  am  o^ 
ten  grieved  to  witness  the  growing  neg- 
lect of  a  most  seemly  and  reverential  ob- 
servance,— bowing  at  the  name  of  Jeaui^ 
when  reciting  the  creeds  of  our  Church. 
One  might  naturally  expect,  that,  in  dayi 
when  infidelity  rears  its  brazen  front  with 
impudence  unparalleled,  when  blasphe- 
mies abound,  andcscoffers  walk  on  every 
side  insensible  to  rebuke,  the  people  of 
Christ  would  wax  more  jealous — would 
become  more  tenacious  of  every  badge 
distinguishing  them  as  the  worshippers  of 
an  insulted  Lord.  New  light,  however, 
seems  to  have  broken  in  upon  some  of 
them,  which  I  do  not  believe  to  have  come 
from  heaven,  whenccsoever  else  it  may 
have  emanated ;  teaching  them  that  now 
is  the  time  to  relax  in  those  points — the 
season  to  rob  the  Lord  of  those  outward 
demonstrations  of  respect,  which  his  ene- 
mies (who  have  no  idea  of  spiritual  ser- 
vice) delight  to  see  withdrawn  from  him. 
'^  It  is  too  popish,"  say  some  of  these  de- 
faulters; ^' it  is  a  mere  bodily  exercise, 
which  profiteth  litde."  Craving  your  par- 
don, my  good  friends,  it  is  not  popish. 
Popery  yields  little  honour  to  Jesus:  his 
name  is  not  referred  to  in  her  services 
nearly  so  often  as  those  of  other  media- 
tors ;  his  work  is  undervalued — ^his  glory 
tarnished.  He  is  not  even  once  mentioned 
either  in  the  confession  or  the  absolution 
of  tliat  unhappy  church.  It  is  true,  his 
image,  and  that  of  his  cross,  are  exhibited 
as  objects  of  idolatrous  worship,  and  that  to 
theni  a  genuflexion  is  performed ;  but  we, 
when,  by  doing  reverence  at  the  mention  of 
his  adorable  name,  as  Jesus  Christ,  the  Fa- 
ther's only  Son,  and  our  Lord,  we  enter  a 
solemn  public  protest  against  the  blasphe- 
mies of  Sociniauism,  no  more  approximate 
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to  popish  superstition,  than  we  do  when 
verbally  acknowledging  the  grand  doc-' 
trine  of  the  Triune  Jehovah,  wliich  the 
church  of  Rome  has  never  renounced. 
Popery  is  that  which  once  was  Chris- 
tianity, now  corrupted,  defiled,  and  ren- 
dered void  by  man^s  traditions  and  com- 
mandments. Protestantism  is  Chris- 
tianity, rescued  and  reformed  upon  tlie 
perfect  model  of  Scripture.  Our  beautiful 
liturgy  is  no  other  than  the  Romish 
prayer-book,  purged  of  all  that  the  crafl 
aad  subtlety  of  the  devil,  or  man,  had  in- 
troduced to  pollute  a  pure  worship ;  and 
those  who  object  to  the  beautiful  symbol 
of  the  liquid  cross  marked  on  the  brow  of 
the  baptised,  "  in  token  that  hereafter  he 
■hall  not  be  ashamed  to  confess  the  faith 
of  Christ  crucified,  and  manfully  to  fight 
under  his  banner,  against  sin,  the  world 
and  the  devil;  and  to  continue  Christ's 
faithful  soldier  and  servant  unto  his  life's 
end ;"  they  who  stiffen  the  neck  and  knee 
when  an  assembled  congregation  presses, 
ai  it  were,  into  the  participation  of  what, 
either  as  a  privilege  or  a  menace,  is  pro- 
claimed to  the  whole  universe,  that  at  the 
name  of  Jesus  every  knee  shall  bow, — are 
in  some  peril  of  losing  a  substance,  in 
their  eager  grasp  ailer  a  shadowy  spirit- 
uality. 

Our  rubric  enjoins  kneeling  during  the 
sopphcatory  portions  of  the  ser\'ice ;  and 
fhit  and  far  are  our  congregations  depart- 
ing from  that  command.  Yet  no  man 
can  have  the  face  to  assert  that  the  bodily 
exercise  of  kneeling  is  not  enjoined  or 
implied  as  a  duty  throughout  the  New 
Testament ;  enforced,  too,  by  the  example 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  himself.  I  do 
not  know,  because  I  have  never  tried,  and 
I  trust  in  God  I  never  shall  be  induced  to 
try,  what  degree  of  devotional  feeling 
accompanies  a  sitting  position,  during  the 
worship  of  my  heavenly  King ;  but  I  very 
much  question  the  adveuitages  of  such 
demeanour.  While  we  remain  in  the 
body,  we  cannot  dissever  the  intimate 
connexion  subsisting  between  the  outward 
act  and  inward  thought ;  and  it  docs  ap- 
pear an  odd  way  of  obeying  the  apostolic 
exhortation,  "glorify  God  in  your  body 
and  in  your  spirit,  which  are  his,"  to  at- 
tempt such  disjunction  of  mind  and  matter, 
just  where  we  are  admonished  specially 
to  unite  them  in  the  service,  and  surely  in 


the  worship  of  God.  To  deny,  or  indeed 
to  curtail,  the  homage  of  the  body,  in 
order  to  exalt  that  of  the  soul,  is  going 
against  universal  experience,  and  against 
the  tenor  of  His  uijunctions,  who  knows 
better  what  is  in  man  than  man  himself 
does. 

To  me,  I  confess,  it  is  a  very  delightful 
moment  of  realization,  in  regard  to  the 
privileges  of  church-membership,  when 
brethren  and  sisters,  with  one  accord,  do 
outward  homage  to  the  name  of  II  im 
who,  in  taking  their  nature  upon  him, 
never  ceased  to  be  God  over  all,  blessed 
for  ever.  It  is  very  meet  that  flesh,  which 
he  deigned  to  take  into  communion  with 
Deity,  should,  with  lowly  and  external 
reverence,  hail  God  manifest  in  the  flesh. 
"Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,"  arc  words  of 
mighty,  of  immeasurable  import  The 
Saviour,  the  Anointed,  odr  Saviour,  our 
God,  the  Captain  of  our  salvation,  the 
Head  of  Ids  body  the  church,  which  body 
(at  least  in  profession)  arc  we.  It  was  he 
who  wore  our  form,  who  bore  our  griefs, 
and  carried  our  sorrows ;  who  walked  our 
earth  a  persecuted,  afllicted  man ;  who 
hung  on  the  cross  to  atone  for  our  sins ; 
descended  into  the  grave,  that  it  might 
become  the  gate  of  life  to  us ;  and  now, 
in  the  majesty  of  his  eternal  glory,  visits 
our  temples,  and  hearkens  to  our  prayers. 
Let  those  who  can,  deny  him  the  poor 
tribute  of  grateful  reverence ;  so  long  as 
I  have  power  to  bend  a  muscle,  my  knee 
shall  bow,  in  deep  and  willing  adoration, 
at  the  glorious  and  beloved  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  my  Lord. 


THE  LOVE  OF  MONEY. 

One  of  several  things  that  are  "too 
hard  for  me,"  and  which  I  cannot  by  any 
means  comprehend,  is  the  passion  thus 
designated  in  Scripture,  with  the  awful 
character  superadded,  that  it  is  "  the  root 
of  all  evil."  I  can  readily  conceive  that 
money,  as  a  means  of  procuring  other 
gratifications,  may  be  coveted  almost  be- 
yond bounds.  He  who  has  a  full  purse 
may  cast  his  eyes  over  every  stall  in 
Vanity  Fair,  and  select  whatever  pleases 
them.  He  may  command  all  that  tends 
to  fulfil  "  the  desires  of  the  flesh  and  of 
the  mind,"  in  the  worst  sense  of  their 
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corrupt  cravings;  he  may  take  a  nobler 
range,  and  minister  out  of  his  substance 
to  the  temporal  necessities  of  his  poorer 
brethren ;  or  he  may  ascend  yet  higher 
ground,  and,  the  love  of  Christ  constrain- 
ing him,  scatter  the  bread  of  life  in  the 
way  of  famishing  souls.  That  the  pos- 
session of  money,  therefore,  should  ap- 
pear to  men  of  all  characters  a  desirable 
good,  so  far  as  to  render  a  cautionary 
injunction  needful  even  to  the  holiest  of 
God's  people,  is  natural  enough.  But 
there  is  a  form  sometimes  taken  by 
this  money-loving  principle  that  equally 
amazes  and  disgusts  me,  when  found 
among  those  who  profess  more  than 
nominal  Christianity;  while,  in  all  cases, 
it  is  unspeakably  contemptible  and  re- 
volting to  common  sense.  I  mean  the 
passion  for  hoarding  money. 

When  a  person  lays  by  a  sum,  without 
any  intention  of  spending  it,  and  without 
any  defined  *object  of  future  usefulness  to 
other  individuals,  is  it,  can  it  be  of  more 
value  to  him  than  an  equal  quantity  of 
the  dust  that  lies  upon  the  eartli's  surface, 
or  of  pebbles  that  glitter  in  the  brook? 
"Thou  fool!"  is  the  recognised  title  of 
him  who  lays  up  much  goods  for  many 
years,  in  order  to  take  his  fill,  to  eat, 
drink,  and  be  merry.  Thou  knave  !  may 
be  safely  superadded,  when  the  vrretched 
being  grasps  at  gold,  that  it  may  lie  by 
and  canker,  and  the  rust  thereof  be  a 
witness  against  hinl^  while  the  poor  cry 
unto  the  Lord  for  lack  of  what  he  hoards 
m  darkness.  Still,  the  miser  exercises  a 
species  of  self-denial — preposterous  and 
wicked  indeed,  but  self-denial  neverthe- 
less— and  that  is  a  thing  not  voluntarily 
submitted  to  by  many.  Such  characters 
do  cross  my  path,  and  I  gaze  afler  them 
and  marvel ;  but  the  number  is  fearfully 
great  of  those  who  come  within  the 
meaning  of  the  text,  and  whose  love  of 
money,  though  they  hoard  it  not,  is  a 
prolific  r«ot  of  evil,  sprouting  forth  on  all 
sides. 

When  I  see  a  child,  with  a  penny  in  his 
hand  or  pocket,  carelessly  glance  at  the 
half-naked  figure  and  wan  countenance  of 
another  child,  crying  for  bread,  while  he 
retains  liis  penny,  in  the  cherished  pros- 
pect of  the  cake  or  toy-shop,  where  he 
hopes  to  barter  it  for  some  superfluous  in- 
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dulgence,  I  behold  the  unfolding  germ  of 
what  will  become  a  very  evil  tree. 

When  I  mark  a  purchaser  striving  to 
beat  down  the  humble  dealer,  who,  per- 
haps, consents  to  be  robbed  rather  thaa 
lose  a  customer,  I  find  the  tree  in  blossom 
— and  what  blossoms !  Often  have  I  wit- 
nessed a  scene  that  crimsons  my  cheek 
with  the  blush  of  shame  and  indignation: 
some  poor,  industrious  creature  offering 
for  sale  a  few  baskets,  or  some  other  little 
work  of  ingenuity,  the  pale  face  and 
gaunt  figure  bearing  witness  how  im- 
portant the  trifle  at  which  the  article  ia 
priced  must  be  to  the  seller;  while  the 
buyer,  who  would  not  miss  thrice  the 
sura,  stands  chaffering  and  "beating 
down"  the  distressed  vender,  until  she 
carries  off  the  article  at  half  its  value, 
and  glories  in  her  disgraceful  "  bargain." 
This  does  not  always  result  from  the  love 
of  money ;  for  I  have  seen  the  pence  so 
unfeelingly  withheld  from  an  industrious 
artizan,  carelessly  flung,  within  a  few 
minutes  afterwards,  to  some  sturdy  va- 
grant, who  roared  out  his  appeal  to  the 
very  questionable  charity  of  the  donor. 
A  scene  in  a  stage-coach  I  never  can  for- 
get :  we  were  waiting  for  the  moment  of 
starting,  when  a  poor  woman,  evidently 
in  the  last  stage  of  consumption,  offered 
some  fine  oranges  at  the  door  fbr  sale. 
One  of  the  passengers  commenced  bar- 
gaining (I  hate  the  very  word),  and  suc- 
ceeded in  tantalising  the  distressed  crea- 
ture until  she  emptied  her  whole  store 
into  his  lap,  with  a  despairing  look,  for 
what  I,  who  had  oflen  filled  a  basket  for 
such  perishing  outcasts,  weli  knew  to  be 
fear  beneath  the  prime  cost  of  the  fruit; 
and  as,  while  replacing  his  weighty  purse, 
he  chuckled  and  bragged  over  his  capital 
bargain,  I  could  hardly  refrain  from  telling 
him  that,  by  withholding  the  little  profit 
on  her  stock,  he  had  lef\  that  almost  dying 
woman  destitute  of  the  means  of  replen- 
ishing it ;  and  had,  perhaps,  wrested  the 
morsel  from  the  lips  of  a  starving  family. 
Oh,  the  love  of  money,  taking  this  shape, 
slays  many  a  victim  among  the  honest 
poor;  driving  many  more  to  crime  and 
irretrievable  ruin ! 

The  love  of  money,  under  a  very  spe- 
cious form,  sometimes  creeps  into  even  our 
best   religious   societies,  inducing   their 
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managers  to  put  the  tempting  idol  in  the 
place  of  God,  where  their  funds  are  con- 
cernedi  "Let  us  secure  ample  means, 
and  God  will  bless  our  labours,"  is  the, 
perhaps  unconscious,  error  of  those,  who 
ought  rather  to  say,  "  Let  us  seek  God's 
blessing,  and  the  means  will  be  given." 
For  this  we  have  distinct  warrant  in  Scrip- 
ture ;  and  it  is  lamentable  to  observe  how 
little  is  looked  for  in  simple  faith,  how 
much  laboured  for  with  confidenc-e  in 
fleshly  wisdom  and  might,  where  we  should 
expect  tlie  very  reverse  of  this  rule.  If 
we  could  but  get  our  minds  fully  im- 
pressed with  tlie  conviction,  that  the  love 
of  money  is  the  root  of  all  evil,  we  sliould 
detect  and  baffle  the  enemy  at  many  points 
where  he  now  carries  on  successful  as- 
saults, which  we  shall  only  discover  by 
their  consequences,  when,  perhaps,  it  is 
too  late. 


THE  HOUR-GLASS. 

The  perfection  to  which  our  modem 
mechanics  have  carried  the  art  of  watch 
and  clock-making,  with  the  abundance, 
and  comparative  cheapness,  of  those  use- 
ful auxiliaries,  has  rendered  the  simple 
and  once  popular  hour-glass  quite  a  rarity 
among  us.  Perhaps  its  scarceness  is  one 
recommendation ;  for  our  proud,  impatient 
flpirits,  ever  atliirst  for  something  new  and 
strange,  spurn  at  what  is  abundant  and 
common.  One  of  my  earliest  recollections 
leads  me  to  the  modest  dwelling  of  a  wor- 
thy old  spinister,  who  followed  the  em- 
ployment of  a  bonnet-maker,  occasionally 
repairing  arid  remodelling  chintz  dresses, 
of  fabric  too  valuable  to  be  thrown  away, 
and  of  fashion  too  antique  to  suit  the  then 
modem  taste.  I  remember  her,  a  tall, 
spare  figure,  seated  in  fashion  as  upright 
as  the  high  back  of  her  wooden  chair,  and 
exercising  despotic  rule  over  two  young 
damsels,  apprenticed  to  learn  the  mystery 
of  her  calling.  A  well-bonrdcd  floor, 
strewed  with  dry  yellow  sand,  a  small 
square  bit  of  carpet  laid  precisely  in  front 
of  the  white  hearth-stone,  a  little  round- 
table  placed  before  the  mistress  and  just 
within  arm's  length  of  tlie  girls,  and  a  de- 
mure tabby  cat,  purring  on  a  low  three- 
lagged  stool — these  are  all  tlie  particulars 
that  I  can  avouch  for,  at  this  distance  of 


time ',  save  and  except  an  hour-glass  of 
capacious  dimensions,  standing  on  the 
broad  ledge  of  an  old-fashioned  CEisement, 
near  the  lell  hand  of  its  owner,  who,  with 
quick,  careful  glance,  failed  not  to  detect 
the  last  sand  in  the  act  of  escaping,  and  to 
reverse,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  the 
silent  monitor.  I  was,  even  at  an  infan- 
tine age,  somewhat  given  to  thought ;  and 
happy  was  the  day  to  me,  when  I  could 
obtain  leave  to  go  and  ask  our  civil  neigh- 
bour for  a  few  snippings  of  her  many- 
coloured  materials,  to  eke  out  the  ward- 
robe of  a  two-penny  doll.  She  was  no 
loser  by  it ;  for  I  was  of\en  permitted  to 
carry 'a  basket  of  fruit,  or  choice  vegeta- 
bles, from  our  spacious  garden,  to  regale 
tlie  old  lady ;  and  I  took  care  so  to  tjme 
my  visits,  as  to  ensure  being  present  at 
that  adroit  and  interesting  operation,  the 
tuming  of  her  hour-glass. 

Many  yean  hare  passed  Binco  then, 
Many  changes  have  I  seen  ;     * 

and,  from  this  early  recollection  being 
deeply  impressed,  I  cannot  now  cast  my 
eyes  on  an  old-fashioned  hour-glass,  but  it 
becomes  identified  with  tliat  of  the  good 
sempstress.  I  seem  to  view  it  through  the 
long,  checquered  vista  that  lies  between 
me  and  the  scenes  of  careless  childhood ; 
and  as  a  rapid  glance  scans  that  interve- 
ning space,  the  hour-glass  becomes  a  me- 
mento more  toucliing  than  any  classical 
association  could  render  it. 

There  is  surely  something  more  suitable 
to  the  stealthy  lapse  of  time,  in  the  noise- 
less and  ^most  imperceptible  fall  of  the 
sands,  than  in  the  ticking  of  chronometers, 
more  practically  useful.  The  deepening 
vacancy  above,  tlie  rising  heap  beneath, 
and  the  falling  away,  from  time  to  time, 
of  that  miniature  mountain  which  gathers 
below — all  have  a  meaning.  I  observe 
that  the  sand  in  the  upper  division  of  the 
glass,  running  from  the  centre,  oflen  leaves 
a  hollow,  producing  deception  as  to  the 
quantity  actually  subtracted.  Clinging 
yet  to  the  sides,  it  makes  the  vacancy  look 
less ;  just  as  we  love  to  deceive  ourselves 
as  to  the  proportion  of  our  numbered  days 
that  has  escaped.  The  pyramidical  ap- 
pearance of  the  sand  below,  as  the  last 
particles  that  fall  produce  an  eminence, 
until,  displaced  by  following  grains,  they 
sink  into  the  common  level,  vividly  repre- 
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sents  the  undue  importance  assumed  by 
events  while  yet  very  recent;  although, 
while  dwelling  on  their  magnitude,  we 
well  know  that,  displaced  by  other  things, 
they  will  soon  be  mingled  with  the  com- 
mon mass  of  recollections.  It  were  easy 
to  moralize  at  great  length  on  the  subject; 
but  I  would  rather  spiritualize,  and  read 
the  lesson  in  its  highest,  holiest  sense. 
"  So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that 
we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom." 
The  days  remaining  to  us  we  cannot  num- 
ber, for  we  know  not  but  that  our  very 
last  sand  is  escaping  while  we  try  to  com- 
pute; but  the  days  that  are  gone — O, 
what  a  testimony  do  they  bear  against  us ! 
We  may  have  applied  our  time  and  facul- 
ties to  the  acquirement  of  wisdom,  accor- 
ding to  the  general  sense  of  the  word 
among  men ;  but  our  hearts — our  most 
secret  desires  and  ardent  affections — how 
far  have  they  been  centered  in  the  wisdom 
that  is  from  above,  and  in  "Christ,  the 
wisdom  of  God  ?"  An  honest  answer  to 
this  question,  would  send  the  greater  num- 
ber of  us  to  the  throne  of  grace,  with  the 
confession  that  we  still  have  to  be  taught 
this  application  of  heart  to  the  purposes 
designed  by  our  heavenly  Father.  Solo- 
mon trod  the  whole  round  of  carnal  and 
intellectual  enjoyments,  having  his  fill  of 
all  wisdom  ;  yet  how  late  in  his  long  and 
prosperous  life  did  he  sit  down  to  write 
"  vanity  of  vanities"  upon  it  all,  and  apply 
his  heart  to  the  God  from  whom,  through 
the  abuse  of  his  abundant  gifts,  the  fa- 
voured king  had  so  deeply  revoltcAi !  Let 
me  number  the  days  that  are  gone ;  and 
seeing  how  God  has  hitherto  been  robbed 
by  me,  let  me  strive  to  redeem  the  few 
that  may  still  remain. 


WHAT  OUGHT  I  TO  DO? 

A  STRIKING  anecdote  was  related  at 
one  of  the  May  meetings,  by  a  clergyman 
from  the  south  of  Ireland,  in  proof  of  the 
real  profit  derived  by  some  of  the  poorest 
classes  from  a  free  perusal  of  the  word  of 
God.  At  the  periodical  assemblage  of 
men,  generally  of  a  very  humble  rank, 
who  are  employed  to  read  the  Scriptures 
in  Irish  to  their  poor  ignorant  countiymen, 
a  series  of  questions  are  propounded  by 
the  clergymen  who  attend  as  examinersi 


in  order  to  ascertain  how  far  the  minds  of 
these  teachers  are  imbued  with  the  truths 
that  they  communicate  to  others.  One 
query,  addressed  to  a  very  simple,  un- 
learned man,  who  manifested  great  love 
for  the  sacred  book,  was  to  this  effect: 
"  If  you  were  threatened  with  persecution 
and  suffering  for  retaining  your  Bible, 
would  you  give  it  up  ?"  A  pause  ensued, 
and  the  question  was  repeated,  with  a 
demand  for  some  reply.  "Please  your 
reverence,"  said  the  poor  fellow,  "and 
with  submission,  I  think  that  question  is 
not  rightly  put"  "How  so?  In  what 
way  would  you  have  it  expressed?" 
*•  Why,  then,  sir,  and  begging  your  reve- 
rence's pardon,  I  think  you  should  ask  me, 
if  I  was  threatened  with  such  things  for 
keeping  my  Bible,  odght  I  to  give  it  up? 
For,  sir,  how  do  I  know  what  I  would  do 
if  I  was  tempted  ?" 

Such  an  instance  of  self-knowledge, 
and  consequently  of  self-distrust,  in  one 
who  had  received  no  teaching  but  what 
the  Holy  Spirit  had  communicated  to  his 
soul,  conveys  an  impressive  lesson  to 
many  who  live  in  the  constant  enjoyment 
of  every  help  to  divine  study.  From 
whence  arise  the  frequent  and  harsh 
judgments  that  Christians  are  heard  to 
pass  upon  their  fellows,  if  not  from  a  con- 

Sdent  conceit  on  the  part  of  the  individual, 
lat  he,  in  similar  circumstances,  would 
have  acted  more  consistently,  more  pru- 
dently, more  decisively,  or  in  some  way 
more  suitably,  than  his  neighbour  has 
done  ?  The  poor  Irish  peasant  had  evi- 
dently read  his  Bible  with  more  profit  to 
himself  than  such  persons  seem  to  do; 
and  a  little  of  his  experimental  knowledge 
of  the  traitor  witliin,  would  oflen  appear 
an  acquisition  worth  bartering  many  of 
our  higher  attainments  to  acquire.  What 
would  I  do  in  such  or  such  a  case  ?  is,  in 
fact,  a  question  beyond  the  power  of  any 
man  to  solve :  and  by  flattering  himself 
that  he  can  solve  it,  he  does  but  nourish 
the  self-confidence  of  a  deceived  heart 
What  ought  I  to  do  ?  is  a  safe  and  profit- 
able inquiry.  It  sends  the  man  to  his 
Bible  and  to  his  God.  The  former  teaches 
him  both  his  duty,  and  the  moral  incapa- 
city under  which  he  lies  of  fulfilling  it,  or 
any  duty  whatever,  in  his  own  strength; 
at  the  same  time  it  refers  him  to  a  power 
always   to    be   acquired    by   believing 
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prayer;  it  shows  him  his  poverty,  and 
opens  at  his  feet  a  mine  of  wealth;  it 
displays  tlie  feeblenef»  of  his  naked  hands, 
and  gives  him  armour  of  proof— weapons 
whcrewitli  he  may  pull  down  the  strong- 
holds of  his  enemy.  I  desire — because  I 
greatly  need  it — to  have  the  poor  peasants 
distinction  ever  before  me,  with  David's 
prayer,  •*  Keep  tliy  servant  also  from  pre- 
sumptuous sins;"  and,  in  reference  to 
those  around  mc,  the  Apostle's  indignant 
expostuhition, "  Who  arc  thou  that  judgest 
anotlier  man's  servant?"  The  habit  of 
censuring  others  goes  hand  in  hand  with 
that  of  applauding  self;  and  it  is  no 
unprofitable  exercise  lo  watch  tlie  risings 
of  tlie  former  inclination  in  our  hearts, 
that  by  its  guidance  we  may  detect  the 
latter. 

O,  tlic  preciousness  of  that  Book  which 
is  able  to  make  tlie  basest  and  most  des- 
pised of  our  ignorant  fellow-creatures  wise 
unto  salvation  through  the  faith  which  is 
in  Christ  Jesus !  This  poor  man  had  been 
brought  up  in  strict  and  bigoted  adherence 
to  a  system  which  tlirows  the  sinner  al- 
together upon  his  own  will-worship  and 
meritorious  works,  for  acceptance  before 
God.  Yet  tlie  entrance  of  that  word,  in 
its  single  majesty  and  simple  trutli,  gave 
him  such  light  as  di6|>crsed  every  shadow 
iVom  his  darkened  understanding,  and, 
taking  him  olf  from  all  vain  dependencies'. 
threw  him  entirely  upon  the  guidance  of 
Him  who  worketh  in  us  both  to  will  and 
to  do  of  his  good  pleasure. 


BOAZ. 

One  of  the  innumerable  beauties  of 
Scripture  narrative  is  the  bold  and  free, 
yet  delicate,  touch  wherewith  the  inspired 
writers  were  enabled  so  to  sketch  the  out- 
line of  a  character  as  to  bring  the  indi- 
vidual before  us  more  vividly  tlian  a 
finished  painting,  executed  by  otiier  hands, 
could  do.  In  Boaz  we  have  a  striking 
instance  of  this.  The  short  book  of  Ruth 
introduces  him  to  us  in  three  situations 
only :  first,  as  superintending  his  reapers 
in  the  fields;  then,  as  receiving  his  kins- 
woman's appeal ;  and,  lastly,  as  etfecting  i 
the  redemption  of  the  patrimony.  Yet, 
brief  as  the  recital  is,  I  think  we  feel, 
wbik  reading  it,  an  intimate  acquaint- 


anceship with  Boaz,  and  a  more  tlian  or- 
dinary degree  of  respect  for  his  character, 
grounded  on  that  knowledge.  There  is 
something  so  decided,  bo  manly,  lionour- 
able,  straightforward,  and,  witliul,  so  es- 
sentially wise  and  judicious,  in  this  noble 
specimen  of  on  ancient  believer,  tliat  we 
are  attracted  by  the  description,  and  never 
doubt  but  that,  if  Boaz  were  now  living, 
and  witliin  our  reach,  we  should  bestow 
on  him  a  large  share  of  our  confiding 
friendship. 

The  first  appearance  of  Boaz  is  very 
striking:  he  comes  from  Bethlehem,  to 
overlook  his  extensive  harvest-men,  and 
salutes  them,  "  The  Lord  be  with  you  I" 
a  greeting  not  oAen  heard  in  our  fields 
from  master  to  man.  He  tlien  casts  his 
eye  on  Ruth,  and,  having  ascertained  who 
and  what  she  is,  addresses  her  in  language 
so  beautifully  paternal,  taking  at  the  some 
time  such  care,  not  only  for  her  personal 
comfort,  but  for  her  fair  fame,  tliat  we  are 
constrained  to  share  in  her  grateful  ad- 
miration of  his  unexpected  courtesy. 
Then,  again,  tlie  refined  delicacy  of  his 
order,  privately  given  to  tlie  young  men, 
to  scatter  in  her  way  the  corn  which  she 
came  to  glean,  so  as  to  increase  her  gains 
without  tlic  appearance  of  bestowing  an 
alms,  is  a  shining  point  in  tliis  beautiful 
picture.  The  sobriety,  kindness,  and  rec- 
titude of  feeling,  witli  which  he  answers 
her  subsequent  appeal,  when  lying  at  his 
feet,  partakes  of  the  same  delicacy  as  the 
former;  while  the  plain,  business-like  pro- 
ceeding of  the  next  day,  conducted,  how- 
ever, witli  a  tact  that  shows  he  was  not  a 
Uttle  interested  in  the  nearer  kinsman's 
anticipated  refusal,  completes  the  cha- 
racter ;  exciting  in  the  mind  a  feeling  of 
gratification,  that  to  one  so  singularly 
loveable  as  Boaz  should  belong  tlie  high 
honour  of  being,  within  three  generations, 
the  parent  of  Duvid. 

How  is  it  that  we  meet  so  rarely  with 
persons  of  tliis  stamp,  in  the  daily  walks 
of  lil'e  among  even  tlie  truly  spiritual  ? 
There  seems  in  Boaz  a  certain  fearless- 
ness of  dispositou  that  would  have  preven- 
ted his  holding  back  the  truth  under  any 
circumstances,  whether  addressing  tlie 
day-labourer,  the  attractive  young  female, 
or  the  elder  in  the  gate.  I  could  not  dove- 
tail the  character  of  Boaz  into  any  plan 
of  expediency,  so  much  in  vogue  among 
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us;  nor  fancy  him  shrinking  from  the 
straight  course  in  any  matter,  on  a  com- 
parison of  the  probable  numbers  who  might 
be  with  him  or  against  him  in  that  path. 
Simplicity  and  godly  sincerity  mark  the 
man :  they  do  not  abound  among  us  as 
might  be  wished.  Personal  interest,  se- 
cret prejudice,  and  a  most  unworthy  ti- 
midity, greatly  mar  the  beauty  of  the 
Christian  walk.  When  fully  convinced 
that  such  or  such  a  course  is  accordant 
with  the  known  will  of  God,  and  likely  to 
produce  happy  effects  in  glorifying  him 
and  promoting  the  cause  of  truth,  how  often 
do  we  see  that  open  path  abandoned  on 
the  strength  of  the  miserable  apprehen- 
sion, «  What  will  the  world  think  ?  What 
will  my  neighbours  say  ?"  Rashness  is  a 
mischievous  error ;  but  is  not  fearfuhiess 
the  sin  of  our  day  1  Do  we  not  regulate 
our  proceedings,  our  demeanour,  and  dis- 
course, rather  by  the  rule  of  men's  liking, 
than  by  that  of  their  palpable  need? 
Some,  seeing  their  friends  lukewarm  and 
indifferent  on  points  which,  nevertheless, 
they  know  to  be  of  great  moment,  refrain 
from  attempting  to  stir  them  up,  lest  their 
own  influence  should  be  lessened  by  com- 
ing in  contact  with  the  prejudices  of  the 
other  party ;  that  is  to  say,  they  let  their 
sword  rust  in  the  scabbard  while  surrounded 
by  enemies,  for  fear  the  blade  might  flash 
too  brightly  in  the  eyes  of  some  drowsy 
comrade,  who  prefers  sleeping  to  fighting. 
Others,  again,  withhold  their  hand  from 
doing  good  when  fairly  called  upon  to  do 
it,  apprehensive  that  some  may  suspect 
their  motives,  however  upright  they  may 
be  in  the  sight  of  Him  who  searcheth  the 
hearts.  This  error,  with  a  long  train  of 
consequences  deducible  iVom  it,  may  be 
traced  through  every  order  of  men,  mar- 
ring their  usefulness  in  the  church,  the 
senate,  the  profession,  the  family,  the  work- 
shop, and,  perhaps,  more  than  ail  others, 
the  press.  Satan's  emissaries  have  no 
such  qualms;  they  utter  fearlessly  their 
boldest  conceptions,  and  push  the  practice 
application  of  evil  principles  into  universal 
operation.  It  is  among  those  who  have 
the  right  on  their  side  that  we  trace  the 
hesitating  caution  which  ought  rather  to 
belong  to  their  opponents.  And  what  is 
the  consequence  ?  They  discourage  the 
zealous,  impede  the  active,  thwart  their 
allies,  and  help  the  enemy ;  at  the  nme 


time  earning  from  the  former  the  title  of 
time-servers,  which,  perhaps,  they  do  not 
deserve;  and  from  the  latter,  that  of 
double-faced  hypocrities,  which  they  cer- 
tainly are  not 

Decision  is  the  prominent  characteristic 
of  Boaz.  He  does  not  whisper  his  pious 
greeting  in  the  ears  of  such  among  the 
reapers  as  he  knows  will  value  and  re- 
spond to  it,  but  proclaims  his  acknowledg- 
ment of,  and  dependence  on,  the  Lord, 
through  every  comer  of  the  field,  so  soon 
as  he  sets  foot  in  it  He  does  not  secretly 
say,  "  My  young  men  will  suspect  some- 
thing, if  I  manifest  concern  for  that  enga- 
ging young  woman,  therefore  I  will  keep 
it  to  myself;"  but  lays  on  them  an  injunc- 
tion, expressive  of  a  lively  interest,  yea,  a 
marked  partiality,  the  origin  of  which 
they  might  not  know.  He  does  not  invite 
the  other  kinsman  to  a  private  conierence, 
and  try  to  manoeuvre  him  into  a  surrender 
of  his  right,  but  boldly  takes  his  seat  in 
the  most  public  part  of  the  city,  and  exe- 
cutes his  honest,  though  clever  design,  be- 
fore the  world.  The  more  I  contemplate 
Boaz,  the  greater  are  my  respect  and  a^ 
fection  for  him ;  and  the  heartier  my  de- 
sires to  see  him  acknowledged,  not  merely 
in  words  but  by  deeds,  as  a  model  for 
God-fearing  men,  in  every  grade  of  soci- 
ety, and  every  walk  of  life  ;  more  particu- 
larly among  such  as,  by  property  or  pub- 
lic station,  possess  the  influence  of  Boaz, 
and  whose  example  goes  far  to  encourage 
or  to  reprove  the  timid,  temporising,  incon- 
sistent spirit,  that  forms  a  wrinkle,  a  spot, 
and  a  blemish,  on  that  which  ought  to  be 
presented  before  Qod  free  from  any  such 
thing. 


THE  CONSTELLATION. 

One  of  the  first  objects  that  attracted 
my  infant  attention  was  the  constellation  of 
Orion.  There  is  no  personal  event  of  any 
moment  within  my  recollection,  no  change 
in  a  lifb  replete  with  sudden  and  unex- 
pected changes  that  I  cannot  in  some  way 
connect  with  the  principal  stars  of  Orion. 
To  ascertain  upon  a  starlight  night,  at  bed- 
time, what  was  the  relevant  position  of  my 
sparkling  (Hend,  ever  formed  a  matter  of 
careful  investigation,  when  I  happened  •• 
a  child  to  be  domiciled  beyond  the  paternal 
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roof;  and  I  believe  it  is  the  caee  to  the 
present  time.  No  scientific  inquiries,  no 
stores  of  astronomical  knowledge,  are  con- 
cerned. It  is  one  of  those  predilections,  or 
involuntary  associations,  that  neither  time 
nor  change  can  affect ;  unless,  as  the  lapse 
of*  the  one,  and  the  bereavements  of  the 
other,  draw  closer  the  tie  that  endearing 
recollections  have  strengthened  with  every 
passing  year.  Many  a  wild  and  beautiful 
thought  of  childhood,  manyaromsmtic  idea 
of  opening  youtli,  many  a  soothing  reflec- 
tion of  riper  years,  seem  to  hang  in  clus- 
ters upon  the  magic  form  of  Orion ;  reveal- 
ing themselves  to  me,  while  I  gaze  "in 
dreamy  mood"  upon  its  familiar  oudine. 
In  all  there  is  a  sweetness  loiown  only  to 
such  as  love  to  look  into  the  past:  but 
more  than  the  luxury  of  reveries  I  have 
found  in  that  constellation. 

I  can  realise  the  scene  with  heart-thril- 
ling accuracy,  when  one  glimpse  of  tliat 
bright  phantom  as  it  then  seemed,  \vas 
worth  to  me  all  the  splendour  of  a  thou- 
sand noon-day  suns.  My  nominal  home 
was  then  in  another  hemisphere ;  the  At- 
lantic rolled  between  me  and  all  that  could 
constitute  a  home.  Winter,  such  as  our 
England  knows  not,  nor  can  conceive  of, 
liad  set  in  w^ith  a  severity  unusual  even  in 
that  climate.  At  a  very  late  hour  I  was 
returning  from  a  scene  of  giddy  mirth, 
where  the  laugh  and  tlie  song  had  fet- 
tered a  youthful  party  round  the  supper- 
table  until  midnight  struck  unheeded,  and 
a  reluctant  separation  sent  them  on  their 
respective  paths.  Mine  lay  along  a  track 
■ufficiently  defined  by  the  tread  of  many 
feet,  and  the  pressure  of  many  sleighs; 
but  on  either  side  of  the  unbroken,  though 
undulating,  surface  of  snow  stretched  off 
io  the  dreariest  monotony  imaginable. 
To  the  right  it  terminated  in  low  lands, 
and  die  undistinguishable  course  of  a 
river;  on  the  lefl,  a  drift,  that  covered 
with  its  swell  the  intersecting  views  of 
wooden  fence — for  no  hedge-rows  blossom 
there — became  by  degrees  level  with  a 
higher  range  of  fields ;  then,  sinking  for  a 
space,  it  rose  again  at  the  horizon,  not  in 
the  flat  line  that  marked  the  opposite  ex- 
tremity, but  in  those  peculiar  masses  that 
■how  a  forest,  or  rather  an  impenetrable 
wood  of  low,  tliick  trees  to  be  buried  be- 
neath them.  We  had  ascended  a  rising 
ground,  which  shut  out  the  cluster  of 


houses  recently  quitted ;  and  the  onward 
path  was  lost  in  a  confused  distance. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  time  when  the  mind 
so  eagerly  turns  inward,  to  brood  again 
over  an  habitual  sorrow,  as  at  the  close  of 
a  sustained  effort  to  appear  light-hearted 
and  serene.  It  was  my  case,  with  many 
aggravations,  just  then  ;  and  the  desolate- 
ness  of  that  frozen  scenery  was  but  a  type 
of  the  dreary  waste  that  my  spirit  dis- 
played. I  walked  forward,  endeavouring 
to  fancy  myself  alone ;  and  with  gloomy 
satisfaction,  if  such  a  word  was  then 
admissable,  I  secretly  claimed  the  charac- 
ter of  an  outcast  from  all  that  was  pleas- 
ant, all  that  was  cheering,  all  that  was  al- 
lied to  joy,  or  hope,  or  consolation,  in  a 
cold  and  comfortless  world.  In  this  mood 
I  looked  slowly  around  me,  then  raised 
my  eyes  in  listless  abstraction,  above  the 
heavy  line  of  snow-capped  woods,  and 
there,  sparkling  among  myriads  of  stars, 
with  an  efiulgency  as  indescribable  as  was 
the  piercing  keenness  of  the  atmosphere, 
I  beheld  Orion. 

And  in  Orion  I  beheld  my  distant,  long- 
lost  home  ;  I  remembered  the  magnificent 
limes  tliat  shaded  my  favourite  walk; 
I  saw  the  tall  spire  of  the  venerable  mins- 
ter, from  behind  which  the  constellation 
used  to  steal  upon  my  sight ;  I  beheld  the 
puri)le  clusters  of  tlie  vine  that  mantled 
my  father^s  house,  and  the  smiling  faces 
that  rejoiced  beneadi  tliem.  What  though 
the  abode  was  now  anotlier's  home,  and 
the  party  scattered,  and  tlie  paternal  head 
laid  low  in  the  dust  beneath  that  massive 
cathedral  roof,  and  in  the  scenes  that  rose 
to  my  mental  view  I  could  never,  never 
more  rejoice;  still,  for  a  moment — and 
such  a  moment  too,  of  mid-winter  wi!hout 
and  within — they  were  again  my  own, 
with  all  their  sunbeams  and  flowers,  glad 
looks  and  loving  smiles.  My  heart  beat 
freely,  my  step  rose  lightly  ;  and  when  the 
short  sweet  vision  dissolved  in  tears,  they 
were  tears  of  resignation,  almost  of  thank- 
fulness. Any  sensation  is  preicrahlc  to 
that  of  a  warm  and  loving  heart  striving, 
against  its  nature,  to  become  a  misanthro- 
pic icicle ;  and  from  such  a  wretched 
struggle  Orion  had  delivered  mc. 

It  will  be  evident  that  at  the  time  refer- 
red to,  I  had  not  learned  to  take  heed 
to  the  light  shining  in  a  dark  place,  nor 
to  watch  for  the  rising  of  the  day-star  in 
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my  heart  I  considered  the  heavens  the 
work  of  Grod's  fingers,  but  without  a  refer- 
ence to  the  vilenes^  of  man,  or  the  amaz- 
ing love  of  God  in  Christ  to  him.  In  fact, 
I  knew  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 
I  grieved  not  as  a  sinner,  but  as  a  suf- 
ferer; and  the  consolation  to  be  drawn 
from  visible  things  well  suited  an  earthly 
nature.  Far  higher  and  holier  thoughts 
are  now  interwoven  with  those  splendid 
monuments  of  Divine  power — the  architec- 
ture of  the  heavens.  But  though  sin 
atoned  for,  and  salvation  wrought  out,  and 
an  incorruptible,  undefiled,  unfading  in- 
heritance laid  up  for  God's  people,  are  the 
substance  of  the  tale  which  the  heavens 
are  telling  to  earth;  still  a  soA  and 
shadowy  recollection  of  all  that  sweetened 
or  that  saddened  bygone  times,  cleaves  to 
the  starry  forms  that  won  my  childish 
attention,  and  have  hovered  around  my 
path  to  this  hour.  They  are  chroniclers 
of  much  that  would  otherwise  be  forgotten, 
and  which  it  is  profitable  to  remember. 
They  tell  a  tale  of  sin,  of  ingratitude,  re- 
bellion, and  presumptuous  pride,  on  the 
one  side ;  of  long-sufiering  mercy,  forbeai^ 
ance,  forgiveness,  and  blessing,  on  the 
other;  of  dangers  wantonly  dared,  and 
deliverances  miraculously  wrought  With 
a  voice  more  eloquent  than  angel's  tongue 
could  utter,  they  deliver  the  adm(>nitory 
words,  "  Thou  shalt  remember  all  the  way 
which  the  Lord  thy  God  hath  led  thee, 
these  forty  years,  in  the  wilderness,  to 
humble  thee,  and  to  prove  thee,  to  know 
what  was  in  thine  heart,  and  whether 
thou  wouldst   keep    his    commandments 


» 


or  no. 


SLIEYE  DONARD. 

In  the  county  Down,  where  the  mag- 
nificent range  known  as  the  Mourne 
mountmns  terminates  on  the  <;oaBt,  there 
rises  what  may  well  be  called  the  king  of 
that  giant  group.  Slieve  Donard  is 
nearly  3000  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea 
at  its  base,  abrupt  in  its  ascent,  and  pre- 
senting at  the  highest  point  a  dome-like 
elevation  of  extraordinary  grandeur.  Im- 
mediately beneath  this  towering  summit 
lies  the  exquisitely  beautiful  demesne  of 
Lord  Roden,  ToUymore  Park ;  but  on  that 
side  the  mountain  is  wholly  inaccessible : 


I  a  circuit  of  some  miles  must  be  made  to 
reach  the  only  track  by  which  the  ascent 
can  be  gained,  and  that,  after  a  short 
space,  disappears,  leaving  the  traveller  to 
his  own  choice,  in  the  four  hours'  hard  la- 
bour by  which  '  he  may  expect  to  reach 
the  pinnacle  of  his  ambition.  And  little 
of  a  traveller's  soul  can  he  possess  who  does 
not  consider  tliat  attainment  an  abundant 
recompense  for  his  toil. 

Viewing  Slieve  Donard's  height  fVom 
the  demesne,  I  had  remarked  what  ap- 
peared an  object  about  as  large  as  an  or- 
dinary mile-stone,  topping  its  crest ;  and, 
although  making  all  reasonable  allowance 
for  the  deception  that  so  vast  an  altitude 
might  occasion  as  to  size,  I  was  amazed  to 
find  myself  within  a  heap  of  stones,  the  ir- 
regular outline  of  which  might  probably 
enclose  as  much  ground  as  a  moderate- 
sized  dwelling-house  stands  upon.  In 
some  places  tlie  wall  thus  formed  was 
several  feet  in  thickness,  and  between 
seven  and  eight  in  height :  at  other  points 
only  a  few  scattered  stones  marked  the 
boundary  of  the  principal  heap,  within 
which  was  a  well  of  excellent  water,  and 
close  beside  it  a  large  slab  of  dark  grey 
stone,  supported  by  heaps  of  various  di- 
mensions, and  formerly  used  as  a  Romish 
altar. 

Amid  the  exultation  that  naturally  fol- 
lowed the  success  of  our  arduous  under- 
taking, and  the  enjoyment  of  plentiful  good 
cheer  rendered  delicious  by  the  sharp 
edge  that  fatigue  and  our  elevated  posi- 
tion, with  the  help  of  a  rough  sea-breese, 
had  imparted  to  our  appetites;  in  spite, 
too,  of  the  overpowering  extent  of  our 
magnificent  view,  embracing  England  and 
Scotland  in  its  range ;  I  felt  oppressed  at 
heart,  and  could  have  stolen  away — in 
truth,  I  did  steal  away — from  the  merry 
group,  to  indulge  the  sadness  that  I  could 
not  dispel.  What  extent  of  effort  was  re- 
quisite to  bring  an  active  unencumbered 
frame  to  that  spot,  I  had  sensible  experi- 
ence of  in  every  limb  and  sinew ;  yet  the 
stones  that  by  hundreds  and  thousands 
lay  heaped  about  me,  many  of  wliich  I 
could  not,  by  any  exertion,  have  lifted 
from  the  earth,  had  all  been  brought  from 
the  plain  below  by  the  hands  of  devotees 
to  the  blinding  and  destroying  system  of  % 
popery. 

It  cannot  be  doubted,  that  my  feeling, 
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in  the  first  instance,  was  one  of  deepest 
compassion  for  my  deluded  fellow-sinners, 
and  increased  abhorrence  of  that  cral^y 
device,  which,  by  making  merchandise  of 
their  souls,  maintains  itself  in  supreme 
power,  and  holds  them  in  abject  bondage. 
The  prevailing  impression,  however,  was 
of  a  more  personal  nature.  I  read  a  re- 
buke in  every  object  before  me.  Calcu- 
lating the  ponderosity  of  the  hmdeti,  the 
length  and  extreme  laboriouAsis  of  the 
way,  and  considering  the  debility  proba- 
bly induced  alike  by  the  privations  of  po- 
verty and  the  imposed  exercise  of  fasting, 
how  could  I  look  upon  the  evidences  of 
what  a  false  religion  could  stimulate  its 
votaries  to  achieve,  without  being  struck 
to  the  heart  by  a  consciousness  of  my  own 
fearful  lack  of  zeal  and  devotion  in  what  I 
KNOW  to  be  the  truth?  Many  a  poor, 
emaciated  creature  liad,  "  for  the  glory  of 
God,"  as  they  term  and  consider  it,  borne 
those  burdens  up  to  the  spot  where  1  found 
them :  how  oflen  had  I,  for  the  glory  of 
God,  encountered  as  large  an  amount  of 
labour,  suffering,  and  privation?  Many 
a  diseased  creature  had  dragged  his  feeble, 
perhaps  crippled,  limbs  and  exhausted 
frame  to  tlie  top  of  Slievc  Donard,  to 
plunge  them  in  the  so-called  holy  well, 
hoping  to  find  a  healing  power  in  its 
spring.  Alas  for  my  careless,  lagging, 
reluctant  steps^  over  smooth,  and  even  flow- 
ery paths,  to  bring  my  death-stricken  soul 
within  reach  of  the  waters  of  eternal  life  ! 
The  error  of  the  poor  Irish  devotee  con- 
sisted in  attaching  a  notion  of  merit  to  his 
difficult  service,  and  in  supposing  that 
thereby  he  made  God  his  debtor  to  a  cer- 
tain amount  My  sin  lay  in  the  habitual 
neglect  of  far  easier  duties,  by  the  per- 
formance of  which  I  might  before  men 
manifest  somewhat  of  gratitude  for  the 
free  gift  of  what  the  poor  papist  blindly 
toiled  to  purchase,  and  toiled  to  the  last  in 
vain.  The  conviction  that  struck  me  so 
deeply  was  tliis :  I  confess  daily  that  it  is 
my  bounden  duty  to  yield  myself  a  living 
BBcrific-e  to  the  Lord,  and  to  love  Him 
with  all  my  heart,  saul^  mind,  and  strength. 
Now  here  is  an  evidence  of  what  may  be 
accomplished  when  those  fau^ulties  are 
really  and  in  earnest  devoted  to  an  object 
and  an  end  ;  and  what  have  I  ever  done, 
or  attempted,  even  with  the  offered  strength 
of  Omipotence  to  aid  me,  equal  to  the  car- 


rying of  one  of  these  stones,  from  the 
beach  yonder,  to  this  elevated  spot? 
Bodily  exercise,  I  know,  profiteth  Uttle; 
and  I  might  bring  the  church  of  New- 
castle, lying  far  below,  to  the  crown  of 
Slieve  Donard,  and  be  fartlier  from  the 
kingdom  of  God  at  the  close  than  at  the 
commencement  of  such  a  task ;  but  have  I 
ever  put  fbrth  my  energies,  to  serve  Grod 
in  the  Gospel  of  his  Son,  with  the  honesty 
wherewith  tliese  poor  people  have  exerted 
themselves  to  serve  them  which  be  no 
gods?  From  the  depths  of  self-abase- 
ment I  even  ventured  then  to  cast  a 
thought  beyond  myself,  and  asked,  Are 
Protestants,  enlightened,  unfettered,  spir- 
itually instructed  Protestants,  as  much  in 
earnest  in  Christ's  cause  as  these  their  de- 
graded fellow-subjects  are  in  that  of  anti- 
christ? I  fear  we  are  too  willing  to  act  and 
to  suffer  according  to  the  will  of  God,  as 
they  ignorantly  are  to  strain  every  nerve 
in  violating  that  will.  A  thousand  in- 
stances in  my  own  experience,  where  a 
little  extra  self-denial,  a  little  more  deter- 
mined energy  and  perseverance  in  an  un- 
pleasant task,  might  have  greatly  re- 
dounded to  the  glory  of  God  and  the  good 
of  his  people,  arose  to  my  remembrance, 
filling  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  my  heart 
with  remorse.  And  oflen,  when  tempted  to 
flag  in  some  work  and  labour  of,  God  I  do 
hope  that  I  shall,  by  the  Lord's  blessing, 
find  a  powerful  stimulus  in  the  recollection 
of  that  broken  heap  of  stones  on  the  lofty 
summit  of  Slieve  Donard. 


THE  DOG. 

Of  all  the  footmarks  that  betray  the 
conquering  tread  of  Satan  over  the 
blighted  fields,  originally  created  so  fair 
and  so  good,  there  surely  is  none  more  un- 
equivocally his  own  stamp  than  that  of 
cruelty.  He  who  has  proclaimed  his 
name,  "  the  Lord,  the  Lord  God  merciful 
and  gracious,"  is  never  more  insultingly 
braved  than  when  man,  the  creature  of 
his  hand,  dares  to  exercise  the  power  del- 
egated to  him  for  the  benefit  of  his  fellow- 
eartliworms,  in  oppressing  and  torturing 
them.  To  a  mind  not  hardened  against 
all  right  feeling,  even  the  gratification  of 
surveying  rare  and  beautiful  specimens  of 
living  animals  is  embittered  by  a  degree 
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of  painful  sympathy,  while  contrasting  tlie 
narrow  limits  of  their  dungeons  with  the 
wide  expanse  through  which  they  were 
formed  to  roam.  I  once  visited  the  Zoolo- 
gical Gardens  at  feeding  time ;  and,  when 
observing  the  restless  agitation  in  which  a 
hungry  lion  traversed  the  space,  where  he 
could  scarcely  measure  half-a-dozen  steps, 
impatient  for  his  miserable  pittance  of  food, 
the  grandeur  of  scriptural  imagery  burst 
upon  ray  mind :  "  The  lions,  roaring  after 
their  prey,  do  seek  their  meat  from  God." 
1  fancied  the  same  animal  coming  forth 
from  his  native  den,  beneath  the  shadows 
of  evening,  deepened  as  they  were  by  the 
masses  of  his  leafy  canopy,  and  striding 
onward  in  unshackled  majesty,  bidding  the 
rude  forest  echo  to  his  roar.  The  contrast 
spoiled  my  evening's  enjoyment 

But  there  is  among  the  brute  creation 
one  race,  advancing  such  especial  claims 
of  exemption  from  the  general  lot  of  op- 
pressed inferiors,  that  my  indignation 
scarcely  outruns  my  astonishment  when  I 
see  them  ill-used.  Hateful  as  are  the  cruel- 
ties exercised  on  the  noble  horse,  on  the 
patient  ox,  and  harmless,  timid  sheep, 
nothing  seems  so  base,  so  aggravated,  as 
harsh  treatment  inflicted  on  the  dog.  From 
a  child,  I  have  studied  the  character  of 
that  faithful  follower  of  man ;  and  truly  it 
is  a  marvellous  one.  The  zeal,  devotion, 
and  consistency  of  his  attachment;  the 
palpable  degree  in  which  his  faculties  are 
sharpened  by  it;  his  patient  endurance, 
undaunted  courage,  and  more  than  "  half- 
reasoning"  sagacity,  in  all  that  concerns 
the  interests  of,  perhaps,  a  neglectful  or 
cruel  master, — these  qualities  stamp  with 
such  exceeding  turpitude  the  outrages 
committed  through  the  very  confidence  in- 
spired by  them,  that  it  is  extraordinary  a 
general  cry  of  loud  reprobation  does  not 
break  forth  to  intimidate,  where  it  might 
not  shame,  the  perpetrators.  Of  course,  I 
now  allude  to  the  scandalous  practices  of 
using  the  lesser  and  more  delicate  indi- 
viduals of  the  species  for  draught ;  while 
even  the  sturdy  mastiff  and  powerful  New- 
foundland dog  are  urged  to  painful  and 
unnatural  efforts,  which  their  very  willing- 
ness in  attempting  them  renders  it  more 
unmanly  to  extort  Let  any  one  examine 
the  skin  of  this  ill-requited  servant,  how 
liable  it  is  to  inflame  and  break  on  a  slight 
injury ;  let  him  mark  the  perpetual  thirst, 
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excited  by  any  accession  of  heat  or  exer- 
cise; and  tlien  imagine  a  small  part  of 
what  must  be  the  suffering  induced  by  the 
galling  harness,  the  cutting  lash,  and  the 
dreadful  craving  for  drink,  which  the 
shackled  condition  of  the  poor  creature 
prevents  his  satisfying,  and  which  is  rarely 
thought  of  by  his  selfish  employer.  It  J8^ 
really  becoming  a  national  sin  among  U8 ; 
and  no  sin  will  more  surely  find  its  perpe- 
trators out,  or  visit  them  more  fearfully  ia 
this  world. 

Canine  madness  will  undoubtedly  in- 
crease to  such  an  extent,  under  the  bar- 
barous system,  as  to  make  the  extirpation 
of  the  race  a  matter  of  public  safety. 
And,  partial  as  I  am  to  the  dog,  I  would 
rather  see  his  name  and  nature  blotted 
out  from  tlie  page  of  creation,  than  wit- 
ness what  is  now  a  common  spectacle 
wherever  we  turn  the  eye.  Declaiming 
is  useless;  a  determined  effort  ought  to 
be  made  by  every  one  who  does  not  desire 
to  lose  the  honest  guardian  of  his  pro- 
perty, the  playful  companion  of  his  wbIV^ 
and  the  most  attached  of  his  adherents, 
to  put  down  this  disgusting  and  dangerous 
nuisance. 

That  "  the  righteous  man  regardeth  the 
life  of  his  beast,"  we  know.  Gentleness, 
a  fruit  of  the  Spirit,  is  utterly  opposed  to 
every  harsh  and  cruel  action;  and  I 
should  feel  no  happy  assurance  of  that 
man's  Christian  walk,  who  could  look  on 
with  indifferent  eye,  or  content  himself 
with  a  passing  expression  of  disapproval, 
when  such  barbarity  is  inflicted  on  an 
animal  more  friendly  to  man  than  man  is 
to  his  fellow,  more  humbly  confiding  to- 
wards man  than  man  is  towards  his  God. 

I  have  seen  the  dog  freely  used  for 
draught  under  circumstances  perfectly 
justifiable.  A  peculiar  breed,  broad- 
chested,  thick-set,  and  every  way  fitted 
for  the  task  of  drawing  the  light  sleigh 
over  the  glassy  surface  of  fixed  ice,  or 
where  the  deep  snow-bed  would  not  bear 
the  rugged  tread  and  bulky  weight  of  a 
horse,  are  thus  employed  in  Canada. 
Trained  for  the  work,  abundantly  sup- 
plied, and  considerately  apportioned,  those 
northern  dogs  furnish  not  a  precedent  for, 
but  a  striking  contrast  to,  the  abuse  of 
their  dissimilar  kindred  in  our  stony  streets 
and  dusty  roads,  beneath  the  oppressive 
heat  of  summer.    If  discouragement  in 
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every  form  were  given  to  those  who  arc 
guilty  of  it,  by  refusing  to  purchase  their 
wares,  or  in  any  way  to  employ  them,  a 
salutary  check  might  be  applied,  tlie 
harmless  sufferer  delivered,  and  one  foul 
blot  wiped  out  fVom  the  chccquered  page 
of  our  national  iniquity. 


THE  SNARE. 

It  is  a  f^rful  thing  to  contemplate  the 
power  of  Satan,  and  his  skill  in  making 
oar  bodily  senses  the  means  of  leading 
oar  souls  away  from  God.  Of  all  traitors, 
Ae  is  rightly  considered  the  worst,  who 
lifts  against  his  lawful  king  the  arms  that 
king  has  given  him  to  employ  in  his  ser- 
▼ice.  And  surely,  of  all  criminals  he  is 
the  most  guilty,  who  makes  the  good  giAs 
of  Grod  the  actual  instruments  of  rebellion 
against  the  Qiver.  I  was  led  to  these 
reflections  a  short  time  since,  when,  in 
passing  a  Romish  chapel,  on  my  return 
from  worshipping  in  a  parish  church,  I 
saw  at  the  gate  a  string  of  carriages  be- 
longing to  Protestant  families ;  and  learnt 
that,  in  consequence  of  some  fine  profes- 
sional singers  having  been  engaged  to 
perform  there,  these  people  were  induced 
to  sanction,  by  their  presence,  the  idola- 
trous service  of  the  mass. 

Does  any  reader  question  the  justice 
of  the  charge  of  idolatry  thus  brought 
against  the  Romish  church  ?  Surely  the 
Act  of  falling  prostrate  in  adoration  before 
the  little  cake  which  the  priest  elevates, 
mnd  which  that  church  avers  to  be 
•changed,  by  the  utterance  of  certain 
vords,  into  Uie  body,  soul,  and  divinity  of 
Jesus  Christ,  is  at  least  as  flagrant  an  act 
•of  idolatry  as  that  of  the  Israelites  of  old, 
who  made  a  molten  calf,  and  professed  to 
worship  Jehovah  under  the  symbol.  Their 
iin  was  visited  by  an  immediate  and  ex- 
tensive judgment,  marking  the  Lord^s 
abhorrence  of  what  he  has  so  strictly 
fivbidden.  Nor  is  the  consecrated  wafer 
the  only  object  of  such  prohibited  adora- 
tion: the  virgin  Mary,  the  saints  and 
angels,  are  addressed  in  language  of 
prayer  and  praise,  such  as  it  is  clearly 
idolatrous  to  use  to  any  created  being. 
No  one  can  tarn  over  the  leaves  of  a 
pepkih  prayer-book  without  seeing  that  it 


was  for  no  imaginary  or  trivial  cause  onr 
blessed  reformers  laid  down  their  lives. 
They  contended  for  the  faith  once  dcliv 
ered  to  the  saints;  and  were  content  to 
die,  rather  than  to  dishonour  their  Grod 
by  doing  the  abominable  thing  which  he 
hates.  The  very  name  of  Protestant 
originated  in  a  solemn  protest  made  by 
the  first  reformers  against  these  deadly 
errors  of  an  apostate  church :  and  it  would 
be  difficult  to  show  its  applicability  to  any 
who,  by  their  conduct,  renounce  such  pro- 
test. 

But  the  church  of  Rome,  deeply  versed 
in  unholy  arts,  has  ever  adorned  herself 
with  such  things  as  fall  in  with  the  course 
of  man's  corrupt  affections.  The  lust  of 
the  flesh,  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the 
pride  of  life,  there  find  abundant  grati- 
fication. In  the  present  instance,  the 
charm  of  a  little  Bne  music  was  tried  as  a 
snare ;  and  it  was,  alas !  found  eflcctual 
in  drawing  several  away  from  tliat  solemn 
and  scriptural  service,  in  which  the  open 
doors  of  their  own  church  inviicd  them  to 
join  on  the  Lord's  day.  It  induced  them 
to  look  on,  and  thereby  seemingly  to  ap- 
prove, while  the  Holy  Spirit  was  grieved, 
and  Christ  dishonoured,  by  the  delusive 
mockeries  of  a  worship  openly  addressed 
far  more  to  the  creature  than  the  Creator. 
Was  this  to  let  their  light  shine  before 
men,  as  the  Lord  has  commanded  ?  Was 
this  "  having  compassion "  on  the  deluded 
souls  of  their  fellow-creatures  1  Was  this 
exposure  of  their  own  souls  to  the  influ- 
ence of  the  same  delusion,  a  fit  sequel  to 
their  morning  prayer — "  Lead  us  not  into 
temptation?"  Or,  supposing  them  suffi- 
ciently guarded  by  their  better  knowledge 
from  the  danger  of  being  led  astray,  was 
the  example  thus  set  to  their  servants  and 
ignorant  neighbours  consistent  with  the 
prohibition  against  putting  a  stumbling- 
block  in  another's  way?  These  questions 
passed  in  solemn  thought  through  my 
mind  as  I  walked  on,  reflecting  how  many 
have  recently  been  called  away,  even  in 
the  prune  of  life,  from  this  uncertain 
world ;  and  how  very  few  Sabbaths  might 
remain  to  some  of  those  who  were  thus 
defrauding  God  of  the  honour  due  unto 
his  name,  and  wantonly  mis-spending  the 
sacred  hours;  gratifying  their  senses  by 
hearing  hymns  melodiously  sung  to  the 
praise  of  those  who  would  indiguemtly 
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rebuke  such  worshippers  with — "  See  thou 
do  it  not." 

The  Holy  Ghost,  speaking  by  St  Paul, 
has  given  a  short,  simple,  perfect  rule  to 
guide  us.  "  Whether  ye  eat  or  drink,  or 
whatsoever  ye  do,  do  all  to  the  glory  of 
God."  This  appears  a  hard  saying  to 
some ;  but  it  is  a  sweet  saying  to  those 
who  have  tasted  and  seen  how  gracious 
the  Lord  is.  Such  will  desire  to  wear  it 
as  a  frontlet  between  their  eyes — yea,  to 
have  it  so  written  on  their  hearts,  that  not 
all  the  cravings  of  unhallowed  curiosity, 
stimulated  by  the  crafly  devices  of  the 
god  of  this  world,  shall  prevail  to  turn 
their  steps  aside  fh>m  the  path  of  con- 
sistent obedience  to  their  Father's  loving 
commands. 


THE  BURDEN. 

Walking  along  a  hilly  road  the  other 
day.  I  observed  a  young  girl,  apparently 
about  sixteen,  carrying  a  large  bucket  of 
grains,  as  I  supposed,  from  a  brewery  not 
far  behind  us,  to  replenish  the  trough  of 
her  pig,  or  to  fatten  her  fowls.  There 
was  something  painful  in  the  continued 
effort  with  which  the  poor  girl  ascended 
the  path.  The  right  arm  was  evidently 
on  the  full  stretch  downwards,  while  the 
led  was  no  less  forcibly  extended  horizon- 
tally, to  assist,  with  body  and  neck  inclined 
in  the  same  direction,  in  affording  a  coun- 
terpoise to  the  heavy  weight  that  dragged 
her  earthward.  Afler  a  while,  she  rested 
for  breath,  placing  her  bucket  on  the 
ground,  and  her  hands  to  her  hips,  as  if  to 
relieve  the  overstrained  muscles  so  severely 
taxed ;  then,  at  the  foot  of  a  higher  ascent, 
she  resumed  the  load,  and  proceeded  more 
painfully  than  before. 

At  this  juncture  a  girl,  considerably  less 
than  herself,  who  was  loitering  near  a 
gate  on  the  road,  accosted  her,  and  after 
a  short  parley,  going  round  to  the  other 
side  of  the  bucket,  she  also  took  the 
handle ;  and  thus  sharing  the  burden  be- 
tween them,  they  trotted  along,  with  coun- 
tenances and  manner  so  changed  that  I 
could  not  but  mark  them :  the  expression 
of  fatigue  and  vexation  on  the  aspect  of 
the  burdened  traveller  gave  place  to  one 
of  sprightly  satisfaction,  while  that  of  the 
helper,  before  Tacanl  and  UfeleuL  brigfatr  | 


ened  with  animation  as  they  chatted  away. 
The  weary  step  of  one,  and  the  lazy 
lounge  of  the  other,  were  alike  succeeded 
by  a  light  and  lively  pace  ;  and  I  hardly 
know  which  was  most  pleasant  to  witness, 
the  relaxed  outline  of  the  overworked  arm, 
or  the  vigorous  movement  of  that  which  had 
just  been  folded  in  useless  inactivity.  My 
pace  being  slow,  they  soon  outstripped  me, 
and,  turning  off  into  a  lone,  were  presently 
out  of  sight  Not  so  the  lesson  conveyed : 
it  was  one  that  we  all  require  to  learn 
anew  very  fV^quently,  for  it  illustrated  a 
text  of  daily  and  almost  hourly  applica- 
bility in  every  station  of  life:  "Bear  ye 
one  another's  burdens,  and  so  fulfil  the 
law  of  Christ" 

Revolving  in  my  mind  this  little  inci- 
dent, I  traced  in  the  unoccupied  girl  a  re- 
semblance to  many  well-meaning  Chris- 
tians, who,  relieved  at  the  moment  from 
any  heavy  pressure  on  their  own  strength 
or  fortitude,  stand  by,  as  it  were,  to  remark 
how  their  fellows  proceed  under  some 
present  weight ;  but  it  must  be  confessed 
that  the  contemplation  is  not  always  fol- 
lowed up  by  an  extension  of  prompt  as- 
sistance. The  duty  of  burden-bearing  is 
admitted  by  all  who  acknowledge  the 
authority  of  the  Grospel,  but  it  is  too  much 
confined  to  what  the  Lord  sees  good  to 
lay  upon  tu — too  little  considered  with  a 
reference  to  the  precious  text  above 
quoted.  Few  will  refuse  to  lend  the  aid 
that  is  asked  of  them ;  but  they  are  not 
very  many  who  will  step  out  of  their  own 
path  to  proffer  help  when  it  is  not  de- 
memded  of  them,  although  that  proffer  is, 
in  a  multitude  of  cases,  the  principal  part 
of  the  benefit  conferred.  I  saw  plainly 
that  a  very  small  portion  of  the  actual 
weight  of  the  bucket  was  transferred  to 
the  smaller  girl ;  but  she  put  her  hand  to 
it  with  hearty  good  will;  and  the  com- 
panionship, the  practical  sympathy  thus 
afforded,  administered  such  a  cordial  to 
the  other,  tliat  I  doubt  not  it  lightened  the 
load  in  a  far  greater  degree  than  if  two- 
thirds  of  the  contents  of  the  bucket  had 
been  subtracted,  and  the  remainder  lefl 
for  her  to  bear  alone. 

Nothing  would  so  sweeten  the  inter- 
course of  God's  people  on  earth  as  a  dili- 
gent cultivation  of  this  principle  and  habit 
A  thousand  occasions  for  bearing  a  bro- 
ther's boideo  pan  by  noimproved,  be- 
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cause  unmarked,  by  us;  while  he,  per- 
haps, marks  them,  aad  is  pained  by  the 
omission.  To  comfort  the  feeble-minded, 
to  lift  up  the  hands  that  hang  down,  to 
bear  the  infirmities  of  the  weak,  is  an 
office  that  the  meanest,  the  most  inexpe- 
rienced, may  easily  perform,  and  in  so 
doing  confer  a  lasting  benefit  on  them- 
selves. There  arc  some  professors  who 
appear  as  a  sort  of  gladiators  on  tlie  scene, 
ambitious  to  exhibit  their  own  powers  of 
endurance,  and  still  more,  of  infliction,  and 
rather  to  take  advantage  of  a  brother's 
comparative  feebleness  for  that  purpose, 
than  to  impart  to  him  of  the  gill  that  they 
have  received.  Such,  while  wounding 
their  weaker  brethren,  break  tlie  law  of 
Christ,  and  inflict  a  blow  on  his  cause. 
The  superiority,  whether  openly  vaunted 
of  or  silently  displayed,  becomes  a  re- 
proach, and  often  produces  in. the  mind  of 
the  harassed  individual  a  secret  murmur- 
ing against  the  will  of  Him,  who,  in  sev- 
erally dividing  his  gills  according  to  that 
mysterious  will,  leaves  one  in  poverty, 
that  another  may  minister  to  him  out  of 
his  abundance.  Our  proud  hearts  gener- 
ally contrive  to  discover  something  in 
ourselves  whereof  to  glory;  and  in  that 
one  thing  we  should  ever  be  most  watch- 
ful that  we  ofiend  not.  A  man  of  strong 
reasoning  powers  will  be  tempted  to  seek 
victory  in  an  argument  with  one  not  so 
well  exercised  in  that  line — nay,  to  court 
an  argument,  in  the  anticipation  of  tri- 
umph, perhaps  at  the  sacrifice  of  tliat  unity 
of  spirit  which  he  statedly  prays  for.  One 
whose  views  of  doctrinal  truth  are  deep 
and  clear,  will  frequently  be  beguiled  into 
increasing  the  perplexity  of  a  hesitating 
mind,  and  quenching  the  light  that  does 
but  glimmer  in  comparison  with  the  clear 
beam  of  his  own,  in  order  to  display  the 
latter  in  all  their  brightness ;  forgetting, 
perhaps,  that  there  may  be  much  light 
with  Uttle  heat,  or  none ;  and  that  the  clear- 
est heaid  may  be  joined  to  a  heart  in  the  Lao- 
dicean state,  which  the  Lord  accepts  not 
A  fluent  talker  on  spiritual  matters  will 
exceedingly  dishearten  one  who  may  se- 
cretly, though  needlessly,  fear  that  hiR 
own  lack  of  words  proceeds  from  lack  .of 
love;  and  a  disposition  naturally  phleg- 
matic, assuming  the  appearance  of  being 
fixed  on  the  sure  foundation,  beyond  the 
power  of  passing  events  to  affect  his  settled 


repose  of  mind,  will  break  the  bruised 
reed  that  quivers  in  every  breeze.  In  any 
of  these  cases,  or  in  the  numerous  vane- 
ties  that  belong  to  the  same  class,  is  the 
burden  borne,  or  the  law  of  Christ  ful- 
filled ? 

Apart  from  these,  there  is  the  selfish- 
ness that,  without  aspiring  to  shine  at  any 
ooe^s  expense,  is  too  much  wrapped  in  its 
own  concerns  or  enjoyments,  to  take 
thought,  practically,  for  those  of  another. 
They  would  help  if  called  on — at  least,  so 
they  say,  or  think ;  but  as  to  going  out  of 
their  way,  they  see  no  occasion  for  that 
And  as  those  who  most  need  sympathy 
are  generally  the  slowest  at  asking  it,  this 
class  rarely  find  occasion  to  exert  them- 
selves. The  Christianas  duty  is  to  tread 
in  the  steps  of  his  Master,  who  was  found 
of  them  that  sought  him  not ;  and  to  give 
unasked  that  which,  alike  unasked  and  un- 
deserved by  him,  he  has  received  of  God. 
How  far  the  outstretched  hand  of  oflfered 
assistance,  the  tone  of  sympathy,  and  the 
step  of  kind  companionship,  will  go  in 
lightening  the  heaviest  burdens,  and  cheer- 
ing the  most  care-worn  mind,  they  alone 
know  who  have  both  needed  and  found 
such  fellow-helpers  on  a  toilsome  road; 
and,  in  like  manner,  the  richness  of  the 
recompense  internally  enjoyed  by  the 
conscious  succourer,  is  only  to  be  ascer- 
tained by  experiment  There  is  not  in 
the  whole  Bible  a  precept,  the  fulfilment 
of  which  docs  not  bring  gladness  to  the 
heart  that  obeys  it ;  and  perhaps  among 
them  all,  as  there  is  none  more  imitative 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  in  its  object,  so  there  is 
none  that  in  its  application  more  directly 
insures  the  twofold  blessing  than  that 
which  says,  "  Bear  ye  one  another's  bur- 
dens." 


THE  HID  TREASURE. 

An  affecting  incident,  lately  told  in  a 
company  where  I  was  present,  has  dwelt 
on  my  thoughts  ever  sinc-e.  It  is  highly 
characteristic  of  the  place,  the  people,  and 
the  times  that  belong  to  it 

Private  intelligence  having  been  re- 
ceived that  in  a  certain  wild  district,  in- 
habited by  tlie  poorer  class  of  peasants,  in 
Ireland,  arms  were  collected  and  con- 
cealed, for  unlawful  purposes,  a  party  of 
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military  were  despatched,  to  make  a  sud- 
den search  in  the  suspected  houses. 
Among  others,  they  visited  a  poor  cabin, 
inhabited,  seemingly,  by  very  quiet,  inof- 
fensive people,  where,  after  a  most  care- 
ful searching,  tiiey  could  find  no  trace  of 
what  they  sought  When  on  the  point  of 
departing,  one  man  remarked  that  the  un- 
equal, rough  stone  which  served  as  a  sort 
oi'  hearth,  wore  the  appearance  of  having 
recently  been  moved ;  the  earth  about  it 
was  loose,  and  the  stone  seemed  to  have 
been  hastily  laid  down.  This  revived 
their  suspicion,  and  they  promptly  lifted 
the  rude  flag  from  its  place,  and  saw  un- 
der it  a  parcel,  carefully  wrapped  up  in 
some  poor  ragged  covering.  Here  was  a 
prize  !  How  many  pike-heads,  how  many 
pistiols,  or  what  quantity  of  ammunition, 
they  had  seized,  was  matter  of  conjecture, 
as  they  carefully  unfolded  the  envelope. 
This  was  done ;  and  the  captors  held  in 
their  hands — an  Irish  Bible. 

The  fact  needs  no  elucidation:  every 
body  knows,  that  for  a  poor  Irishman  to 
possess  the  word  of  Grod  is  high  treason 
against  the  church  of  Rome  ;  and  that  any 
oflence  given  to  the  priesthood  of  that 
church,   in  a  popish  district,  is  speedily 
punished  with  the  loss  of  the  little  all  of 
the  helpless  victim.    The  Bible,  if  dis- 
covered would  be  burned,  drowned,  buried, 
or  thrust  into  some  inaccessible  comer, 
while  a  terrible  penance  would  await  the 
possessor  of  such  a  contraband  article; 
and  any  resistance  thereto  would  incur  the 
curse  of  excommunication,  with  all  its  sub- 
sequent terrors  of  ceaseless  persecution, 
and  temporal  ruin.     This  must  be  avoided 
if  possible,  by  the  poor  creature  who  has 
no  earthly  refuge  to  flee  to,  and,  as  yet, 
too  feeble  an  apprehension  of  divine  reali- 
ties to  endure  as  seeing  Him  who  is  in- 
visible.    Still  the   Bible — "the  story    o' 
pace"  as  the  simple  Irish  rightly  call  it — 
which  has  told  him,  in  his  own  loved 
tongue,  such    things    as    never    before 
entered  his  thoughts,  to  cheer  him  in  his 
sad,  laborious  pilgrimage  on  earth, — the 
Irish  Bible  once  received,  is  hard,  very 
hard,  to  give  up.      And  so  the  irembling 
possessors  looked  around  their  poverty- 
stricken  abode,  and  finding  no  place  where 
it  might  be  secure  from  the  prying  gaze 
of  bigoted  enmity,  they  took  up  the  single 
fltone,  that  varied  the  damp  ■arface  of 


their  cabin-floor — generally  the  earth  on 
which  it  stands — and  there  deposited  the 
treasure.  When  night  arrived,  the  door 
was  secured,  the  aperture  called  a  window 
blocked  up,  and  the  precious  Bible,  taken 
from  its  resting  place,  was  read  by  such 
imperfect  light  as  they  could  msmage  lo 
Eifibrd.  And  this  within  the  actual  circuit 
of  the  British  isles — this  in  the  heart  of 
Protestant  Britain,  the  very  throne  of  free- 
dom !  But  I  leave  that  subject ;  and  turn 
from  the  cruel  necessity  of  hiding  it,  to  the 
treasures  so  hidden. 

"  Man,"  since  he  became  a  transgressor 
in  Adam,    "is  born  to  trouble,  as  the 
sparks  fly  upward;"  and  the  richest  gift 
to  man  is  fitted,  in  all  its  bearings,  to 
bring  consolation ;  so  proving  that  it  was 
intended  for  a  suflering  race.    "  Comfort 
ye,  comfort  ye,  my  people,"  is  the  tenor 
of  all  that  is  addressed  to  those  who  shall 
receive  the  word ;  and  few  of  full  age  are 
brought  to  do  so,  except  under  the  pres- 
sure of  some  severe  distress,  whether  of 
body,  mind,  or  circumstances.  "The  whole 
need  not  a  physician,  but  they  which  are 
sick,"  has  a  meaning  deeply  felt  by  such 
as  know  the  plague  of  their  own  hearts ; 
and  I  cannot  tell  whether  the  simple  inci- 
dent of  the  Bible  under  the  stone  affected 
me  most  on  the  point  of  my  own  compara- 
tive indiflerence  for  tlie  rich  possession,  or 
of  my  lukewarmncss  in  the  work  of  distribu- 
ting it  to  others.    True,  if  there  was  dan- 
ger of  its  being  wrested  from  me,  I  should 
not  be  slack  in  seeking  means  to  secure 
the  treasure ;  but  I  do  not  avail  myself  of 
the  undisturbed  blessing  as  I  mighu    An 
excellent  clergyman,  the  Dean  of  Ardagh 
on  his  examination  before  the  House  of 
Lords  on  the  Irish  anti-scriptural  education 
scheme,  made  the  remark,  "I  never  met 
with  a  Roman  Catholic  who    came  to 
have  any  knowledge  of  the   Scriptures, 
but  that  knowledge  increased  beyond  any 
thing  we  see  among  Protestants."     This 
may  be  partly  accounted  for  by  the  in- 
creased effect  of  light  when  shining  where 
deep  darkness  heis  long  prevailed ;   the 
avidity  with   which    he  who    has    been 
obliged   to  feed    on  husks,  will    devour 
wholesome,  nutritious  bread  ;  and  also  by 
ihe  fact  of  the  treasure  being  better  appre- 
ciated when  its  loss  is  daily  apprehended. 
But  am  I  not  also  blind  and  famished,  and 
poor  in  the  midst  of  my  abundance,  from 
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neglecting  to  use  the  light,  the  featt,  the 
riches,  BO  freely  placed  within  my  reach  ? 
It  is  a  solemn  inquiry ;  hecause  the  Lord 
will  not  pass  over  the  neglect  of  one,  while 
he  marks  the  diligence  of  another,  in  re- 
■pect  of  his  great  gift 

And  what  a  plea  is  here  for  increased 
seal  in  circulating  this  hlessed  hook  1    A 
few  pence  in  the  purchase,  a  little  thought 
and  exertion  in  the  giving  of  a  Bible,  may 
bring  life  to  the  dead  in  a  whole  family — 
a  whole  district    Ask  the  poor,  toil-worn 
labourer,  who  has  found  in  ^ose  pages 
wine  and  milk  without  money  and  without 
price,  what  he  will  sell  them  for?    Ask 
Ihe  desolate  widow,  who  there  has  found 
a  heavenly  husband — the  sorrowing  mo- 
ther, who  has  learned  there  the  way  by 
which  she  may  surely  go  at  last  to  the 
ehild  that  cannot  return  to  her — the  trans- 
gressor, who  had  long  felt  his  sins  to  be  a 
harden  too  heavy  for  him  to  bear,  and 
who  has  received  in  the  Gospel  the  rest 
which  Christ  alone  can  give  to  the  weary 
and  heavy-l'dden, — ask  these    the    same 
question,  and  then  judge  what  you  are 
witliholding  from  their  companions,  in  sor- 
row, by  neglecting  to  give,  yea,  to  force 
Dpon  them,  the  blessing  which  as  yet  they 
know  not.  or  value  not     Recently,  I  was 
reproved  by  my  own  earnestness  in  per- 
■aading  a  person  who  had  received  some 
trifling  hurt,  to  apply  a  remedy,  the  effi- 
cacy of  which  I  greatly  confided  in.     The 
thought  would  occur,  "  This  poor  creature 
has  a  far  deeper  and  more  dangerous 
wound,  which  admits  but  of  one  cure ;  I 
have    the    recipe,   I  know   its    infallible 
power ;  and  why  do  I  not  with  equal,  or 
greater  importunity,  press  its  application 
here  ?"    O  that  we  could  number  our  sins 
of  omission,  remembering  that   "  to  him 
that  knoweth  to  do  good,  and  doeth  it  not, 
lo  him  it  is  sin."    A  multitude  of  these 
transgressions  are  not  even  acknowledged, 
fhr  less  repented  of,  so  much  is  the  heart 
hardened    and    the    conscience    seared 
through  neglect  of  that  command  so  re- 
peatedly, so  solemnly  enforced,  "  Watch." 
How  can  we  suffer  one  poor  fellow-sinner 
to  lick  the  treasure  which  would  enrich  us 
in  the  giving,  as  well  as  him  in  the  receiv- 
ing of  it? 


LOST  TIME. 

It  is  a  hackneyed  subject,  but  one  of 
such  growing  importance  in  the  history  of 
each  individual,  that  too  nmch  stress 
can  hardly  be  laid  on  it  The  simple  fact 
of  a  past  hour  being  totally  irrecoverable, 
would  alone  stamp  it  with  awful  interest ; 
but  when  to  this  is  added  the  equally  cer- 
tain truth  that  it  has  not  passed  unmarked 
or  unrecorded  by  the  Most  High,  and  that 
what  is  our  loss  is  also  our  theft,  a  robbery 
committed  against  Him, — we  may  well 
mourn  the  past,  and  watoh  unto  prayer  for 
a  right  use  of  the  future. 

Time-losers  form  a  very  considerable 
majority  in  the  upper  classes  of  society, 
and  no  small  proportion  even  among  those 
on  whose  daily  labour  their  daily  bread 
depends.  The  former,  by  late  rising,  by 
lingering  at  the  toilet  and  over  the  break- 
fast and  dinner-table,  squander  so  many 
hours,  that  they  may  almost  be  said  not 
to  live  out  half  their  days,  such  inaction 
being  unworthy  of  the  name  of  life.  Wlien 
to  this  is  added  the  frivolous  employments 
of  what  are  termed  morning  calls,  the 
needless  lounging  in  shops,  and  the  utterly 
useless  occupation  of  writing  letters  full 
of  gossip  and  egotism,  it  is  fearful  to  cal- 
culate the  amount  of  the  robbery.  TL 
humbler  sort  of  people  appear,  on  a  com- 
parison with  these,  to  pass  a  Hfe  of  inces- 
sant labour ;  but  they  too  are  chargeable 
with  much  sinful  waste  of  what  they  are 
equally  bound  to  improve,  though  hap- 
pily exempt  from  many  of  the  temptations 
that'  assail  others.  Are  we,  then,  to  stig- 
matise as  criminal  the  occasional  relaxa- 
tion of  mind  and  body,  that  experience 
shows  is  necessary  to  the  healtli  of  both  1 
By  no  means :  we  do  wrong  when  neg- 
lecting to  ensure  it  to  ourselves,  and  to 
those  under  our  authority,  or  within  our  in- 
fluence. Rest  and  recreation  too  arc 
among  tlie  blessings  provided  for  ub,  and 
which  we  have  no  right  to  reject  Unbe- 
lief alone  can  lead  us  to  sacrifice  them  to 
an  over-anxious  care  for  the  morrow's 
supply ;  and  I  do  not  consider  the  time  so 
spent  as  being  losty  any  more  than  tlic 
moments  which  the  mechanic  sets  apart 
for  sharpening  the  tools  necessary  to  his 
especial  work,  are  lost  to  him.  Deduct 
(Vom  all  unemployed  hours  a  fair  propor- 
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tion  for  such  rest  and  refreshment,  and  ac- 
count only  for  the  remainder, — it  will 
prove  a  formidable  arrear. 

'^  I  am  always  employed  in  one  way  or 
another,"  is  the  remark  frequently  heard 
from  busy  idlers,  who  fancy  that,  so  long 
as  their  bodies  are  not  stretched  on  a 
couch,  or  their  hands  folded  before  them, 
they  may  be  said  to  be  up  and  doing. 
But  what  is  it  to  be  employed  ?  Johnson 
defines  the  word  "  business,"  object  of  la- 
bour. We  have,  therefore,  only  to  in- 
quire, what  is  men's  business  in  the 
world  ?  what  is  the  object  pointed  out  to 
them  as  most  worthy  to  be  laboured  for  ? 
If  they  be  of  the  Israel  of  God,  the  answer 
is  given  by  him,  "  This  people  have  I 
formed  for  myself,  that  they  may  show  forth 
my  praise."  If  they  be  not  of  that  Israel, 
O  how  awfully  startling  is  the  cry  of  every 
squandered  hour  while  they  linger  un- 
mindful of  the  thrilling  call,  "  Escape  for 
thy  life  ;  flee  to  the  mountain !"  That  is 
lost  time  in  which  the  follower  of  Christ 
does  nothing  to  glorify  his  Master ;  iind 
IhaX  is  lost  time,  involving  a  lost  eternity 
too,  wherein  the  soul  that  has  not  yet 
found  peace  through  the  blood  of  the 
cross,  does  nothing  towards  seeking  and 
finding  it  That  the  angels  of  God  take 
a  lively  interest  in  the  concerns  of  our 
world,  is  unequivocally  shown  in  Scrip- 
ture ;  and  often  do  I  think  with  what  won- 
der and  indignation  these  heavenly  crea- 
tures, who,  for  ages  that  we  cannot  num- 
ber, have  been  serving  the  Lord  day  and 
night,  with  an  eternity  of  such  joyous 
service  still  before  them,  must  look  on 
man.  Limited,  at  the  utmost  stretch  of 
his  mortal  existence,  to  a  few  fleeting 
years,  to  work  out  his  own  salvation,  and 
to  glorify  Grod,  who  works  in  him  both  to 
will  and  to  do,  man,  who  might  be  ex- 
pected to  number  his  moments  as  a  miser 
numbers  his  golden  pieces  when  com- 
pelled to  deal  them  out,  will  fling  away 
hours,  days,  months,  years,  as  though  he 
too  had  an  eternity  in  poEsession,  with  no 
object  but  to  gratify  his  own  capricious 
will.  Surely  these  two  words,  lost  time, 
will  be  found  engraven  on  the  gates  of 
helL 

What  is  the  remedy?  For  the  past, 
none,  save  in  the  cleansing  stream  of  a 
Saviour's  blood,  washing  out  the  sin.  For 
the  present  and  future,  "  looking  unto  Je- 


sus," in  a  three-fold  light,  is  the  remedy. 
Look  to  him  as  an  example ;  watch  his 
course  when  on  earth,  going  about  doing 
good ;  speaking  words  of  heavenly  truth, 
warning,  invitation,  consolation,  to  all 
around ;  finding  it  meat  and  drink  to  do 
the  will  of  his  Father.  Look  to  him  as 
able  to  supply  all  your  need,  to  overcome 
your  besetting  sin,  to  strengthen  and 
cheer  you  in  the  struggling  race.  Look 
to  him  as  the  end  and  object  of  that  race ; 
as  the  great  arbiter,  holding  forth  the 
crown  of  life,  not  as  a  reward  for  the  vic- 
tor's exertion,  but  as  the  free  gifl  of  his 
own  grace,  the  purchase  of  his  merit,  the 
token  of  a  love  for  which  the  devotion  of 
every  energy,  feeling,  word,  and  thought 
to  his  service,  is  so  poor  and  mean  an  ac- 
knowledgment, that  the  same  mercy 
which  impels  him  to  confer  the  boon,  can 
alone  induce  a  reception  of  our  praiseful 
thanksgivings. 


THE  CANADIAN  LAKE. 

During  a  very  severe  winter  in  British 
North  America,  I  was  much  delighted  to 
trace  all  the  splendid  phenomena  of  frost 
and  thaw.  The  intensity  of  the  first  was 
inconceivable  by  any  who  have  not  expe- 
rienced it;  consequently  a  description 
would,  to  some  readers,  be  incredible. 
The  beauty  and  magnificence  displayed  in 
many  instances  through  the  operation  of 
the  latter,  were  captivating.  On  one  oc- 
casion, I  was  watching  the  struggle  be- 
tween a  full  volume  of  water  flowing  in 
from  the  sea,  through  the  channel  of  a  no- 
ble river,  and  the  blocks  of  ice  that, 
though  broken,  still  disputed  the  passage ; 
and  tracing  the  process  by  which,  as  I 
knew,  the  grand  rivers  of  that  region  were 
cleared  of  tlieir  obstructions,  I  called  to 
mind  a  small,  beautiful  lake,  embosomed 
in  the  woods  a  few  miles  from  my  dwell- 
ing, and  80  completely  land-locked,  that  it 
^vas  impossible  for  the  broken  ice  to  find 
an  outleL  I  also  knew  the  depth  and  so- 
lidity of  the  congealed  mass,  and  that  it 
must  require  a  length  of  time  to  dissolve 
such  a  body  where  woods  and  hills  over- 
shadowed it  from  the  sun's  ray.  Mention- 
ing this  dilHculty  to  a  friend,  he  gave  me 
the  following  solution : — 

"The  lake  of  which  you  speak,  and 
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others  like  it,  are  frozen  more  deeply  and 
firmly  than  you  suppose ;  and  if  no  me- 
thod of  removing  the  ice,  except  by  dis- 
persion or  solution,  had  been  provided,  the 
dwellers  in  tlieir  vicinity  would  be  in  a 
pitiable  plight  But  a  most  extraordinary 
phenomenon,  such  as  you  would  never 
imagine,  is  connected  with  the  subject, 
and  1  will  endeavour  to  describe  it  As 
the  season  advances  for  setting  the  waters 
free,  tlie  surface  of  tlie  frozen  lake  is  ob- 
served to  become  porous ;  and  this  increa- 
ses, until  it  ahnost  resembles  a  honey- 
comb. Some  indications  are  tlien  per- 
ceived round  the  edges,  so  well  understood 
by  the  surrounding  people,  that  they  can 
calculate  with  tolerable  exactness  when 
the  expected  event  will  take  place,  and 
many  assemble  to  witness  the  singular 
spectacle.  It  usually  occurs  in  a  bright 
day,  when  the  sun  is  high.  With  a 
mighty  crash,  the  ice  at  once  separates 
from  the  banks  to  which  it  had  adhered ; 
the  water  bubbles  up  tli rough  tliousands 
and  thousands  of  the  little  apertures  that 
I  have  described;  and  the  ponderous 
mass,  thus  broken  from  its  hold  and  over- 
whelmed, sinks,  with  a  sound  resembling 
no  other  that  I  ever  heard,  to  the  bed  of 
the  lake. 

"It  is  a  moment  of  great  joy  to  the 
spectators,  who  have  suifered  many  in- 
conveniences from  the  lengthened  frost; 
and  the  blue  waters,  dancing  freely  in  tlie 
sunsliinc.  seem  to  participate  in  their  de- 
light You  may  imagine  what  a  change 
passes  over  the  face  of  tlie  country ;  bird 
and  beast  hastening  to  quaff  tlie  tide, 
while  the  Indian  prepares  to  launch  his 
canoe,  and  the  hunter  exchanges  his 
weary  circuit  for  a  light  paddle  across 
the  lake.  I  have  stood  for  an  entire  day 
enjoying  the  scene, — not  one  of  tlie  least 
wonderful  in  this  land  of  wintry  wonders." 

Had  circumstances  allowed  it,  1  should 
have  been  found  among  the  watchers  for 
this  enfranchisement  of  the  waters ;  but  I 
was  disappointed.  The  description,  how- 
ever, made  an  impression  on  my  mind 
that  I  could  not  afford  to  lose.  Obstruc- 
tions have  often  been  thrown  across  my 
path,  as  insurmountable  by  any  power  of 
mine  as  the  deep,  thick,  solid  body  of  ice 
was  unremoveable  by  human  hand ;  and 
1  have  looked  around,  and  seeing  no  way 
open,  have  been  on  the  point  of  yielding 


to  despondency,  the  offspring  of  unbelief^ 
when  a  thought  of  the  Canadian  lake  hat 
revived  my  confidence,  and  enabled  me  to 
cast  anew  all  my  care  upon  Him,  who  has 
given  me  proofs,  as  unnumbered  as  the 
sands,  that  he  careth  for  me.  Almighty 
to  deliver  and  to  save,  there  is  no  restraint 
with  him ;  but,  without  causing  events  to 
diverge  from  the  wonted  calm  and  orderly 
course  of  his  providential  government,  be 
puts  aside  whatsoever  menaces  the  secu- 
rity of  his  people;  forcing  them  to  ac- 
knowledge that  glorious  proclamation  of 
his  name  and  attribute,  "I  am  the  Lord: 
I  change  not" 

And  if  in  the  temporary  difficulties  of 
this  life,  how  much  more  strikingly  does 
the  type  apply  to  that  which  is  of  eternal 
moment !  Tied  and  bound  in  the  chain 
of  its  sins,  the  soul  lies  pressed  under  that 
ponderous  burden ;  no  way  of  deliverance 
open,  no  hope  of  casting  off  the  frozen 
fetter.  The  sun  may  shine  on  all  besides, 
and  all  other  things  may  fill  tlieir  sphere 
of  usefulness ;  but  the  spirit,  conscious  of 
its  own  hopeless  imprisonment,  can  nei- 
ther itself  rejoice  in  the  light  of  heaven, 
nor  minister  refreshment  to  those  around. 
"  Who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of 
this  death  ?"  is  a  query  tliat  could  never 
be  answered,  had  not  the  Lord  provided 
a  way  inconceivably  wonderful,  perfect, 
and  sure.  He  speaks  the  word,  and  the 
fetter  falls:  the  dark  and  heavy  burden 
of  sins  is  "  cast  into  the  depths  of  the  sea," 
no  more  to  be  seen  or  remembered  but  in 
connexion  with  the  stupendous  deliver- 
ance wrought  The  freed  spirit  swells 
and  sparkles  in  the  gladsomeness  of  un- 
clouded day;  and  hastens  to  glorify  the 
God  of  its  salvation,  by  communicating  to 
others,  as  a  good  steward,  the  manifold 
giOs  received  frmn  him, — this  its  present 
and  never-failing  theme  of  gratitude  and 
confidence :  "  Is  there  any  thing  too  hard 
for  tlie  Lord  ?" 


THE  CARDINAL. 

There  lately  came  into  my  possession 
a  very  fine  bronze  medal,  of  exquisite 
workmanship,  bearing  on  its  obverse  the 
bust,  en  profile^  of  a  man  of  noble  linea- 
ments, robed,  witli  the  tonsure,  and,  sus- 
pended from  his  neck,  a  crucifix.    The 
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legend  runs  thus :   ben  .  ix  .  mao  .  brit  . 

FR  .  ET  .  HIB  .  REX  .  FID  .  DEF  .  CARD  .  EP  . 

Tusc.  The  reverse  is  singularly  beau- 
tiful. A  female  figure  appears  supporting 
a  loily  cross :  in  her  right  hand  is  a  book, 
at  her  feet  a  lion  couchemt;  while  care- 
[eaely  scattered  around  he  a  royal  irown, 
a  cardinal's  hat,  and  the  insignia  of  vari- 
ous orders.  In  the  distance  is  seen  the 
city  of  Rome,  with  St  Peter's  rising 
majestically  above  the  mass  of  buildings. 
On  this  side  the  legend  is:   non  .  de- 

SIDERIIS   .    HOMINUM    .    BED   .  VOLUNTATE  . 

DEI.  At  the  base  is  recorded  the  impres- 
sively instructive  date,  an.  mdcclxxxviii. 
It  is  needless  to  add,  that  this  medal  com- 
memorates him  who  was  called  the  Car- 
dinal Duke  of  York,  and  who  here 
assumes  the  regal  title  of  England, — the 
great-grandson  of  James  11. 

In  contemplating  this  medal,  it  is  difficult  to 
arrest  one  among  the  multitude  of  thoughts 
that  rush  in  a  rapid  current  through  my 
mind ;  but  the  date  is,  however,  the  most 
striking  particular,  inasmuch  as  it  marks  the 
revolution  of  a  perfect  century  from  the  pe- 
riod of  tlie  last  open  attempt  to  overthrow 
the  Protestant  religion  in  England;  and 
declares,  more  emphatically  than  words 
could  do,  the  righteous  retribution  of  the 
Most  High.  It  is  impossible  to  avoid  an 
immediate  recurrence  to  1688,  the  year  of 
England's  extremcst  peril,  and  most 
providential  deliverance — the  year  when 
James,  baffled  in  his  desperate  enterprise 
of  prostrating  our  country  once  more  be- 
neath the  footstool  of  the  papal  antichrist, 
abdicated  the  throne.  The  consequence 
of  his  attempt  was,  to  use  the  powerful 
language  of  Dr.  Croly,  that  the  princely 
race  of  Stuart  were  cast  out,  "they  and 
their  dynasty,  for  ever:  that  proud  line 
of  kings  was  destined  to  wither  down  into 
a  monk,  and  Uiat  monk  living  on  the  alms 
of  England,  a  stipendiary,  and  an  exile." 

That  monk  is  before  me ;  and  I  cannot, 
without  deep  sorrow  of  heart,  contemplate 
the  effigies  of  the  unhappy  prince.  His 
great-grandsire,  in  the  pride  of  power, 
intoxicated  by  tlie  contents  of  the  golden 
cup  with  which  the  motlier  of  harlots  is 
represented  as  making  drunk  the  kings  of 
the  earth,  raised  a  sacrilegious  hand 
against  those  faithful  bishops  of  our 
church  whom  tlie  Lord  raised  up  to  de- 
fend his  heritage.    In  1688,  the   aevea 

▼OL.  II.  28 


Protestant  bishops  were  prisoners  in  the 
Tower  of  London,  for  daring  to  be  true 
to  their  first  and  highest  duty ;  so  beau- 
tifully expressetl  by  their  spokesman,  the 
venerable  Archbishop  SancroA:  "We 
are  bound  to  fear  Grod  and  honour  the 
king;  we  desire  to  do  both;  we  will 
honour  you;  we  must  fear  God."  In 
1788  is  chronicled  by  this  singular  medal, 
the  infatuation  by  which  the  last  of  his 
direct  line  became  a  tonsured  ecclesiastic, 
voluntarily  incurring  the  prohibition  to 
perpetuate,  in  legal  descent,  that  royal 
and  renowned  family. 

God  hath  laid  in  Zion  a  chief  comer- 
stone,  a  sure  foundation,  expressly  de- 
claring that  whosoever  should  fall  on  that 
stone  must  be  broken.  The  Stuarts  fell 
on  it ;  and  tliey  are  broken,  and  dispersed, 
and  blotted  out  from  the  regal  tables  of 
Europe.  Through  unbelief,  they  at- 
tempted to  supersede  that  divine  foundar 
tion — disclaiming  Christ  as  the  rock,  and 
putting  in  his  stead  a  sinful  mortal,  and 
assuming  to  build,  not  on  Peter's  Lord, 
but  on  Peter  himself,  or  rather  on  the 
phantom  of  a  darkened  understanding, 
invested  with  Peter's  name.  Not  content 
with  personally  apostatising  from  the 
faith,  James  II.  sought  to  involve  a 
mighty  empire  in  his  sin,  drawing  the 
sword  of  persecution  on  such  as  resisted 
the  endeavour;  and  here  I  see  the  poor 
memorial  of  his  descendant  given  over  to 
the  strong  delusion  which  he  and  his 
fathers  loved,  and  finally  immolating,  in 
his  own  person,  tlie  race  of  Stuart  on  the 
altar  of  their  false  faith. 

In  no  instance  since  the  blessed  and  glo- 
rious Reformation  has  a  leaning  towards 
popery,  on  the  part  of  England's  rulers, 
escaped  some  open  mark  of  the  Lord's 
righteous  displeasure.  Does  not  this  ob- 
ject speak  to  us,  as  a  Protestant  nation,  in 
the  language  formerly  addressed  to  the 
Jews:  ^'Behold,  therefore,  the  goodness 
and  severity  of  God :  on  them  which  fell, 
severity;  but  towards  thee  goodness,  if 
thou  continue  in  his  goodness :  otherwise 
thou  also  shalt  be  cut  off."  An  hum- 
ble and  obscure  individual  cannot,  indeed, 
influence  the  acts  of  public  government ; 
but  have  I  no  personal  interest  in  the  mat- 
ter— no  individual  duty  to  perform  ?  I 
have,  and  so  have  you.  whosoever  you 
may  be  perusing  this  page,  within  the  con- 
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fines  of  free  and  happy  England.  We 
tread  the  soil  over  which  once  ruled  and 
triumphed,  in  unlimited  dominion,  the 
"  man  of  sin,"  the  "  antichrist,"  by  whom 
the  blood  of  the  saints  and  martyrs  of 
Jesus  was  shed,  and  beneath  whose  soul- 
destroying  yoke  we,  even  we,  should  at 
this  moment  be  bowed  in  helpless  and 
hopeless  thraldom,  only  for  the  sovereign 
mercy  of  the  Lord,  in  working  for  us  a  de- 
liverance that  we  could  never  have 
achieved.  Nations  are  composed  of  indi- 
viduals ;  and  in  summing  up  the  amount 
of  national  guilt,  each  one  is  separately 
regarded  with  a  view  both  to  present  and 
future  retribution.  Sinning  as  a  nation, 
we  must  as  a  nation  suffer  here ;  because 
God  will  not  be  mocked,  but  will  openly 
recompense,  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  the 
indignity  cast  on  his  holy  name.  But 
there  is  a  beautiful  and  most  striking  pas- 
sage in  the  ninth  chapter  of  Ezekiel,  which 
cannot  be  too  closely  or  too  practically 
studied  in  these  times — times  of  fearful  de- 
parture from  the  straight  line  of  Protestant 
duty— times  marked  by  the  daily  advances 
of  popery  in  the  church,  in  the  senate,  and 
in  other  high  places  of  the  land  i  while  be- 


low and  around,  it  spreads  on  every  side, 
and  the  cry  of  Christian  alarm  is  met  b^ 
the  scoff  of  hoodwinked  liberalism,  laugh- 
ing to  scorn  the  peril  which  it  has  incapa- 
citated itself  from  descrying.  O  that  the 
Lord  may  be  gracious  UDto  his  land,  and 
pity  his  people  !  They  who  can  do  no- 
thing more,  may  surely  utter  that  prayer : 
but  more  may  be  done.  The  duty  of  each 
individual  is,  first  to  inform  himself  on  this 
subject,  and  then  to  deliver  the  warning 
wheresoever  his  voice  or  pen  can  reach. 
In  the  domestic  circle,  and  throughout  the 
range  of  private  correspondence,  all  may 
do  this.  When  the  cholera  invaded  our 
shores,  none  hesitated  to  caution  his 
neighbour,  or  to  recommend  a  preventive 
remedy,  if  he  knew  of  such.  Protestants 
of  England !  in  your  Bibles  you  will  learn 
the  nature  of  the  poison,  and  find  its  only 
antidote ;  while  the  history  of  your  coun- 
try, particularly  those  pages  of  it  which 
are  written  in  flames  and  blood,  will  fur- 
nish an  awful  application  of  the  subject  to 
yourselves  and  to  your  children.  The 
storm  is  rising — the  vessel  is  beginning  to 
reel  under  it  "What  meanest  thou,  O 
sleeper  ?  arise,  call  upon  thy  God !" 


THE    FLOWER    GARDEN, 


OR, 


GLIMPSES  OF  THE  PAST. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

A  LARGE  garden  is  undoubtedly  a  source 
of  large  enjoyment ;  but  a  small  garden 
has  this  advantage,  that  it  brings  under 
your  notice  the  personal  and  domestic 
concerns  of  every  inmate  of  its  narrow 
boundaries.  In  the  former  case,  ^ou  must 
admit  the  aid  of  a  gardener,  who,  what- 
ever predilection  he  may  have  for  his  call- 
ing, will  never  enter  fuUy  into  your  views 
and  wishes.  His  professional  wisdom  will 
clash  with  your  secret  partialities :  he  will 
see  a  necessity  for  closely  pruning  some 
shrubs  in  the  wild  luxuriance  of  which  you 
take  especial  deHght :  he  will  straighten,  to 
ybur  great  discomfiture,  shoots  that  natu- 
rally incline  to  the  curving  Hne  of  grace ; 
and  leave  indelible  traces  of  art  where 
you  would  rather  dispense  with  such  ap- 
pearances. A  large  garden  is  at  best  but 
a  very  limited  monarchy,  where  all  tlie 
power  is  vested  in  the  administration; 
your  Premier  will  indeed  allow  you  to 
walk  round  it,  and  see  how  he  manages 
matters ;  but  beyond  that,  your  privileges 
are  wofully  curtailed. 

Now,  in  my  own  little  territory  I  am  a 
perfect  autocrat :  shrubs  may  run  as 
wild,  twigs  grow  as  awry,  and  flowers 
spread  as  unrestrainedly  as  I  please.  Not 
a  leaf  can  unfold  but  I  take  personal  cog- 
nizance of  it ;  not  a  blossom  expands  that 
I  cannot  rejoice  over  as  the  fruit  of  my 
special  culture.  No  intermediate  link  se- 
parates me  from  my  loving  subjects :  the 
royal  prerogative  of  domg  no  wrong  is 
mine,  upon  the  agreeable  principle  that, 
having  nobody  else  to  please  or  to  dissat- 
isfy by  my  proceedings,  my  rule  of  right 


is  simply  to  do  whatever  I  like  best  I 
therefore  recommend  to  all  lovers  of  flori- 
culture who  are  troubled  with  more  ground 
than  they  can  m£uiage  alone,  that  they 
forthwith  enclose  a  very  limited  space, 
with  a  strict  prohibition  against  intrusive 
hoe.  rake,  or  pruning  knife.  They  will 
find  it  a  most  interesting  experiment,  if 
they  do  really  love  flowers  as  flowers  de- 
serve to  be  loved ;  and  not  like  caps  and 
ribbons,  merely  for  the  efifect  of  form  and 
colouring,  irrespective  of  any  peculiar  in- 
terest in  the  article  itself. 

Probably  this  is  not  so  of^en  the  case  ae 
florists  may  presume  it  to  be.  Few,  per- 
haps, have  accustomed  themselves  to  par- 
ticular trains  of  thought  as  they  looked  cm 
the  various  individuals  which,  in  their  par- 
terre, represent  so  many  famihes :  fewer 
have  traced  so  close  a  connection  be- 
tween the  flower  and  its  appropriate  me- 
ditation as  to  find  in  the  former  a  note 
book  of  ideas  and  events  which  but  for 
such  a  memorandum  would  be  forgotten, 
or  very  slightly  retained.  This  habit  may 
be  unconsciously  acquired  while  life  itself  is 
but  a  gay  garden  of  sweets,  and  the  se- 
cret language  of  inexperienced  confidence 
is,  "  I  shall  see  no  sorrow :"  but  it  needs 
somewhat  more  than  a  sip  of  the  bitters 
mingled  for  God's  children  in  this  mortal 
state  to  excite  a  relish  for  ihe  mysterious 
sweetness  thus  reserved  to  qualify  the  un- 
palatable draught.  Grod  has  given  us 
richly  all  thmgs  to  enjoy :  the  worldling 
may  possess,  but  the  ChrisUan  alone  can 
enjoy  those  gifts  And  as  through  the 
merely  mechanical  arrangement  of  types 
and  paper,  ink  and  pasteboard,  into  certain 
forms,  a  book  is  produced  which  shall  con- 
tain a  correct  transcript  of  the  revealed 
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word,  and  become,  under  divine  operation, 
the  means  of  bringing  life  eternal  within 
the  grasp  of  its  readers,  so  on  many  an  in- 
animate object,  formed,  like  ourselves,  from 
the  element  of  earth,  a  blessing  is  made 
to  rest, — a  name  is  written,  which  no  man 
can  know  save  he  that  receiveth  it  as  a 
giA  from  God. 

Over  and  over  again  have  I  noticed  in 
these  pages  the  strange  power  of  sympa- 
thy conferred  on  these  lovely  preachers ; 
and  still,  as  tlie  season  of  their  glowing 
abundance  returns,  I  am  constrained  to 
acknowledge  it  anew.  It  is  indeed  one  of 
those  impressions  that  cannot  be  swept 
away  by  the  current  of  time ;  because 
every  succeding  year  adds  something  to 
the  store  of  recollections,  and  something 
also  to  the  sad  experience  of  this  world's 
nothingness — if  thai  can  be  called  nothing 
which  has  so  much  power  to  sting. 
Man's  corruption  disposes  him  to  be  fickle, 
ungrateful,  unkind ;  this  inflicts  a  wound, 
on  some  hearts,  an  almost  intolerable 
wound ;  and  when  it  comes  from  a  quar- 
ter where  the  reverse  was  confidently  ex- 
pected, a  chilling  sense  of  the  universal 
depravity  seems  to  cast  a  blight  over  the 
whole  face  of  the  earth,  and,  blindly  un- 
conscious of  our  own  participation  in  the 
general  spot,  we  seem  to  stand  alone,  cast 
out  and  disowned  by  a  race  with  whom 
we  hardly  care  to  claim  the  alEnity  which, 
nevertheless,  exists  in  all  its  natural  force. 
Under  such  a  feeling  there  are  some  who 
know  what  it  is  to  turn  a  retrospective  eye, 
and  to  call  up  images  of  the  departed, 
with  the  fond  regretful  thought.  "  They 
loved  truly,  loved  always — they  would 
not  have  changed  with  the  changeful 
world ;  or  if  they  were  liable  so  to  do, 
how  sweet  to  know  that  they  were  taken 
away  before  that  hour  arrived— that  no- 
thing damped  their  warm  aficction,  or 
clouded  the  brightness  of  their  confiding 
looks  with  mistrust  and  displeasure."  At 
flQch  a  moment  the  slightest  relic  of  a  de- 
parted friend  is  doubly  precious :  a  line  of 
his  writing,  a  sketch  by  his  pencil,  a  trifle 
that  once  was  his — all  are  invaluable :  but 
to  me  the  smilipg  aspect  of  a  living  flower, 
connected  by  one  of  tlie  links  so  oflen  in- 
■cribed  with  the  memory  of  that  departed 
(Hend,  comes  home  to  the  bosom  with 
greater  power,  inasmuch  as  it  both  par- 
takes of  the  vitality  which  in  the  other 


things  is  wholly  wcmting,  and  also  inevi- 
tably leads  me  to  the  contemplation  of 
that  which  is  not  earthly. 

There  is  something  awful  in  the  beauty 
and  symmetry  of  a  flower ;  even  when 
without  the  superaddition  of  that  fragrance 
which  extends  the  influence  of  the  lovely 
production  to  the  atmosphere  around  it 
That  such  a  thing  should  have  been  made 
to  spring  out  of  the  colourless  and  scent- 
less dust  is  strange;  that  it  should  be 
made  but  to  wither  is  stranger  yet :  that 
the  only  abiding  part,  in  many  of  tlie  most 
exquisite  flowers — the  seed-vessel — should 
present  an  unsightly  contrast  to  the  glow- 
ing blossom  which  ushered  it  in,  and  be- 
come, in  general,  more  displeasing  to  the 
sense,  in  proportion  to  its  increasing  value 
— all  is  a  mystery :  but,  oh  !  how  instruc- 
tive that  mystery  is,  when  read  by  the  re- 
vealing light  of  God's  word !  Dear,  pre- 
cious little  comforters  the  flowers  of  the 
field  and  garden  are :  (hey  first  meet  me 
on  my  dwn  ground,  indulging  the  selfish 
mood,  saying.  Those  of  whom  we  now  tell 
you  smiled  on  you  to  the  last  of  their  mor- 
tal existence,  as  we  shall  do :  they  fell,  but 
never  till  they  fell  were  their  loving  looks 
averted.  ^This  is  the  language  tliat 
soothes  a  natural  feeling,  partaking  no 
doubt,  and  largely,  of  natural  discontent 
and  rebellion:  but  tlie  Lord  has  altered 
his  beautiful  world  to  suit  the  altered  con- 
dition of  his  sinful  creatures  \  and  the 
flowers  that  in  Eden  might  have  bloomed 
unchangeably  under  the  easy  culture  of  a 
faitliful  vicegerent,  an  ever-present  type 
of  his  own  holy,  safe,  and  rejoicing  state, 
now  wither  and  die,  to  bring  spiritual  com- 
fort home  to  the  dying  rebel.  Yes,  I 
think  they  die  to  soothe  us :  for  I  could 
not  so  love,  or  so  intimately  connect  the 
memento  with  what  it  commemorates,  if 
it  was  itseU'  exempt  from  change.  It 
seems  fitting  that  its  tints  should  wax  pale, 
and  its  petals  shrink  and  fall,  leaving  me 
half-reconciled  to  a  lot  so  universal,  and 
giving  me  the  promise  of  again  watching 
every  budding  indication  of  their  annual 
return.  Here  it  is  that  the  natural  feel- 
ings begin  to  rise  into  something  more 
elevating.  I  look  on  tlie  still  blooming 
flower,  and  acknowledging  its  imaginary 
language,  another  shade  of  regret  steals 
over  me  as  I  ponder  on  tlie  shortness  of 
its  stay  to  soothe  an  aching  heart    But  I 
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know  it  will  return.  Why?  Because 
God  has  said  that  while  the  earth  endures, 
summer  and  winter,  seed-time,  and  har- 
vest, shall  not  cease.  I  have  the  experi- 
ence of  my  own  life  added  to  the  record 
of  some  thousands  of  years,  that  one 
word  of  his  good  promise  has  never  yet 
failed ;  and  I  know  assuredly  that  it  never 
can  fail,  but  must  stand  fast  for  ever  and 
ever,  when  all  seasons,  with  the  earth  it- 
self, shall  have  passed  away.  And  then 
some  one  of  those  rich  promises  will  come 
to  my  mind,  dissipating  in  its  glorious 
light  every  lingering  shadow,  whetlier  of 
discontent  or  of  unbelief  Am  I  afflicted  ? 
It  must  needs  be  so,  for  he  has  spoken  it 
"  In  the  world  ye  shall  have  tribulation." 
It  is  no  matter  whence  it  springs :  an  un- 
kind word,  or  injurious  suspicion,  is  as 
heavy  a  trial  to  some  minds  as  a  very  se- 
rious calamity  is  to  others:  and  herein, 
by  the  way,  do  good  people  so  grievously 
err  in  rebuking  another  for  smarting  under 
what  would  be  utterly  unfelt  by  them- 
selves. The  Lord  knows  in  what  particu- 
lar direction  the  patient  requires  to  be 
probed ;  and  it  is  singularly  presumptuous 
on  the  part  of  an  ignorant,  blind  stand  er- 
by,  to  pronounce  that  he  means  nothing 
by  tlic  operation,  just  because  the  crea- 
ture's wisdom  would  suggest  a  different 
mode  of  applying  the  instrument  from  that 
which  the  Creator  judges  best  There 
are  some  who  can  bear  me  witness,  be- 
cause they  have  experienced  both,  that  a 
bodily  affliction  of  some  magnitude  is  light, 
is  nothing,  in  comparison  with  unkindness, 
or  even  cold  indiflerence,  where  the  heart 
might  naturally  turn  for  the  reverse.  To 
such,  sickness  and  pain  are  half  welcome 
for  the  sake  of  the  tender  soothings  that 
they  call  forth  from  beloved  friends  ;  while 
health  and  prosperity  are  embittered  by 
the  lack  of  those  sympathies  on  which  the 
spiMt  loves  to  repose  itself.  God  gives  or 
takes  away  accordingly.  Let  him  do 
what  seemeth  him  good. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  select  a  particu- 
lar flower  for  this  paper.  The  burst  of 
beauty  in  my  little  garden  bewilders  me  ; 
and  having  peopled  it  with  mementos  al- 
ready recorded,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  add  an- 
other to  the  wreath.  One,  indeed,  there 
is,  a  stranger  altogether,  both  there  and 
in  the  soil  of  England ;  but  so  humble,  yet 
80  dear !    It  died  down  to  the  ground,  and 


totally  disappeared  in  the  winter:  that 
hard  season  levelled  many  a  stately  tree 
and  luxuriant  shrub,  and  I  dared  not  to 
hope  that  it  had  spared  my  poor  wild 
flower.  I  guarded  the  spot,  however,  from 
the  spade,  and  watched  with  as  little  of 
hope  as  could  possibly  be  mingled  with 
such  anxious  longing.  It  re-appeared — 
and  when  the  long  feathery  leaves 
stretched  out  on  every  side,  not  rising 
from  the  ground,  but  overspreading  it,  and 
the  small  germ  of  a  future  flower  was  dis- 
cernible in  the  centre,  I  know  not  for  what 
upon  this  earth  I  would  have  exchanged 
it  It  bears  a  little  yellow  cup,  much  like 
a  buttercup,  though  larger,  and  is  as  com- 
mon a  weed  as  can  be  pointed  out  in  the 
meadows  of  its  native  isle,  near  the  water's 
edge :  and  on  such  an  edge  I  found  it  I 
stood  for  the  first,  and  I  suppose  the  last 
Gme,  on  the  margin  of  the  most  lovely  lake 
that  spreads  its  bright  bosom  to  the  sun- 
beam :  several  miles  in  circumference,  yet 
lying  before  the  eye  like  a  mirror,  with  its 
boundaries  distinctly  marked  out,  and  the 
swelling  banks  so  gently  diversified,  here 
with  a  plantation,  there  a  meadow  of  em- 
erald green,  smd  several  little  islands 
speckhng  tlie  bright  surface  with  their 
beautiful  verdure  crowned  with  tufls  of 
trees — I  have  it  before  me  now,  and  shall 
have  it  before  me  while  I  live. 

On  the  spot  where  I  stood,  a  light  and 
buoyxmt  step  had  rested,  one  sunny  day  in 
June,  previous  to  entering  a  small  boat 
Ten  minutes  afterwards,  that  spot  was 
pressed  again  beneath  the  heavy  tr^^  of 
those  who  landed  a  drowned  corpse  and 
bore  it  away.  Years  had  passed — I  visited 
the  place,  and  looked  around,  and  amid 
the  bewildered  feeling  of  the  moment  my 
brain  seemed  to  receive  an  uneflaceable 
transcript  of  the  whole  scene,  and  there  it 
remains.  I  looked  down  and  beheld  this 
simple  wild  flower  laving  its  long  leaves 
in  the  ripple  that  evermore  rolled  a  refresh- 
ing moisture  to  the  root:  I  scooped  it  up 
from  the  bed  of  transparent  pebbles  where 
it  grew,  a  solitary  green  thing,  with  its 
cup  of  living  gold  turned  sunward.  I 
rooted  it  in  native  earth,  and  it  grew  under 
my  eye,  by  day  and  night  ever  near  me, 
travelling  many  hundred  miles  on  my 
knee,  until  it  reached  the  selected  spot  in 
my  small  garden,  where  a  young  haw- 
thorn waves  a  faint  shadow  near  it,  and 
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m  daily  watering  supplies  the  refreshment 
it  was  wont  to  derive  from  the  hundred 
sweet  springs  of  Lough  Quel. 

I  have  said  it  was  planted  in  Irish  earth : 
true  to  its  character,  that  handful  of  soil 
threw  up  a  little  weak  seedling  shamrock, 
which,  strange  to  say,  never  once  quailed 
nor  changed  its  vivid  green  during  Uie  past 
destructive  winter.    They  grow  together, 
and  my  hand  shall  never  part  them :  for  Grod 
has  united  the  spirits  in  heaven,  and  why 
should  I  divorce  the  poor  memorials  be- 
low ?    Their  near  neighbour  is  the  hearts- 
ease; and  many  a   sweet   recollection, 
many  a  far  sweeter  hope  is  clustered  in  a 
•pace  too  homely  to  attract  the  glance  of 
taste,  and  so  narrow  as  to  render  it  a  mar- 
vel that  such  a  volume  of  consolation 
should  be  written  there.  Yet  written  it  is , 
and  daily  read,  and  frequently  resorted  to, 
for  that  same  mild  lesson  alluded  to  in  the 
foregoing  pages.     The  white  stone-crop 
from  Vinegar-Hill  fell  beneatJi  the  frost ; 
a  plant  from  the  walls  of  Derry  died  like- 
wise, though  both  were  cherished  in  a 
sheltered  room:  but  the  wild  weed  of 
Lough  Quel,  and  the  shamrock  of  the 
meadow  outlived  it  in  the  open  air.    It  is 
better  to  receive  whatever  changes  the 
Lord  may  appoint,  whether  atmospheric 
or  otherwise,  in  the  situation  where  he  has 
originally  placed  us.    How  many  a  con- 
stitution is  ruined  by  over-nursing,  I  have 
often  remarked ;  how  many  a  mind  is  un- 
nerved, and  unfitted  for  the  endurance  of 
inevitable  evils,  by  being  too  carefully 
guarded  from  all  that  might  shock  its  sen- 
sibilities, I  also  know  too  well.    An  early 
blighting  of  luxuriant  leaves  may  preserve 
the  root  for  future  and  vigorous  vegeta- 
tion, when  the  artificial  covert  of  a  roof 
would  retain  the  evanescent  bloom  at  the 
imminent  risk  of  immediate  destruction 
ftt>m  any  accidental  admission  of  external 
air.    This  is  also  instructive,  as  are  most 
of  the  peculiarities  attending  the  delightful 
employment  of  horticulture :  and  I  think 
such  teaching  finds  a  readier  admission  to 
the  mind,  when  we  voluntarily  draw  it,  as 
the  bee  does  his  honey,  from  the  nectary 
ofa  sweet  flower. 

But  still  the  charm  that  most  endears 
the  flower  is  that  resemblance  to  what  was 
kind,  and  loving,  and  confiding.  Guileless 
itself  the  mind  does  not  suspect  others  of 
sordid  or  unworthy  motives:  and  such  a 


mind  is  well  depicted  in  the  aspect  of  a 
flower.  Perhaps,  in  the  whole  range  of 
intellectual  suifering,  not  resulting  from 
conscious  guilt,  there  is  nothing  more  try- 
ing than  to  know  one's-self  the  object  of 
unjust  suspicion :  to  perceive  that  what  is 
done  in  perfect  integrity  of  heart  and  up- 
rightness of  intention,  with  a  single  eye  to 
some  evident  duty,  or  service  of  love,  is 
viewed  through  a  false,  distorted  medium : 
or  misrepresented  by  the  craft  of  Satan,  to 
alienate  the  afiections  that  would  other- 
wise flow  naturally  towards  an  individual 
disinterestedly  employed  in  the  service  of 
others.  There  is  a  remedy  in  this  case  : 
there  is  an  appeal  that  is  never  unan- 
swered in  the  end.  One  alone  has  the 
power  of  searching  the  human  heart :  we 
cannot  try  and  know  our  heart,  but  He 
can  and  does;  and  although  a  fearful 
mass  of  undetected  sin  cleaves  to  all  that 
we  do,  or  say,  or  think,  still  there  is  a  rela- 
tive uprightness  of  purpose,  which  may 
challenge  a  just  judgment,  as  between 
man  and  man,  at  the  hand  of  the  Omni- 
scient It  is  when  vexed  by  a  collision 
with  tlie  injurious  and  unkind,  who  too 
often  lead  us  to  complain  of  being  wounded 
in  the  house  of  our  fjiends,  that  the  dead 
pass  before  our  mental  view  with  all  tlie 
confiding  candour  which  belongs  to  a 
noble,  loving  disposition ;  and  we  feel  the 
bereavement  in  a  new,  an  almost  insup- 
portable sense  of  its  irreparable  character. 
The  sting  of  a  nettle  will  endear  the  harm- 
lessness  ofa  violet,  though  tlie  latter  needs 
no  such  enhancement 

Oh  what  a  day  will  that  be,  when  every 
noxious  thing  is  uprooted,  and  cast  forth 
from  the  fair  garden  of  this  renovated 
earth  !  The  figure  is  of  constant  recur- 
rence in  scripture.  "  Instead  of  tlie  thorn 
shall  come  up  the  fir-tree ;  and  instead  of 
the  brier  shall  come  up  the  myrtle-tree." 
"The  wilderness  and  the  solitary  place 
shall  be  glad  because  of  them ;  and  the 
desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the 
rose."  Before  that  day  of  the  church's 
triumph  and  blessedness,  I  shall  be  ga- 
thered among  tlic  clods  of  the  valley ;  and 
the  bright  offspring  of  the  soil,  which  now 
soothe  and  cheer  my  heart,  will  be  blos- 
soming over  my  head,  and  telling  forth  to 
others  the  same  precious  trutlis  that  they 
declare  to  me.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed 
that  such  a  book  has  been  spread  before 
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man  for  six  thousand  years  in  characters 
illegible  to  those  who  glanced  upon  it 
Isaac's  meditations  in  the  field  at  eventide 
may  have  partaken  of  the  same  nature,  as 
the  gorgeous  blossoms  of  the  East  un- 
folded their  glowing  tints  around  him. 
David,  from  considering  the  starry  heav- 
ens, may  have  turned  his  regards  to  the 
flowers  of  earth,  and  read  their  declaration 
of  the  glory  of  Grod  in  terms  no  less  em- 
phatic than  the  voiceless  testimony  of  the 
skies.  The  skill  that  hung  those  elegant 
pendants  on  their  slender  stalks,  and 
arranged  a  drapery  of  foliage  around 
them,  had  a  meaning  in  the  act  I  will 
not  reject  the  comfort  nor  disregard  the 
instruction  that  they  seem  designed  to 
yield  me.  What  my  gracious  Lord  and 
Saviour  has  invited  me  to  consider,  I  will 
not  overlook ;  what  he  tells  me  that  Solo- 
mon in  all  his  glory  could  not  equal,  I  will 
not  refuse  to  admire ;  and  what  he  repre- 
sents as  being  clothed  by  the  hand  of  God, 
as  a  symbol  of  his  providential  care  over 
me,  I  will  not  fail  to  recognize  as  among 
the  sweetest  tokens  of  his  love.  While  I 
live,  flowers  shall  multiply  in  my  garden, 
and  be  cherished  in  my  bosom ;  and  when 
I  die,  if  any  kind  hand  will  place  them 
there,  flowers  shall  smile  upon  my  grave. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE   LILY   OF  THE   VALLEY. 

Spring  is  yet  young ;  and  the  severity 
of  a  biting  winter  has  retarded  the  appear- 
ance of  much  that  would,  in  milder  sea- 
sons, have  shown  itself.  It  was  unreason- 
able to  stroll  with  inquiring  looks  into  the 
shady  comer  of  my  little  garden  allotted 
to  that  lovely  summer  flower,  the  Lily  of 
the  Valley,  and  examine  the  unstirred 
earth  for  tokens  of  what  I  had  as  yet  no 
right  to  expect  The  flower  was  before 
my  mental  eye,  in  all  tlie  delicate  grace  for 
which  it  is  so  conspicuous  ;  and  the  train 
of  thought  whence  originated  my  prema- 
ture search  will  not  allow  itself  to  be 
banished.  I  must,  then,  forestal  the  Lily, 
and  permit  imagination  to  furnish  the  type 
while  in  sorrowful  reality  the  antitype  en- 
grosses my  feelings. 


It  is  now  some  years  since  the  associa- 
tion was  formed  between  the  flower  and 
the  individual :  far  more  probable  it  was, 
in  the  course  of  nature,  and  under  existing 
circumstances,  that  both  should  have  bent 
over  my  humble  grave,  than  that  the  se- 
cret link  which  my  fancy  formed  between 
them  should  ever  be  recorded  in  these 
faint  outlines  of  the  departed.  But  thus 
the  Lord  has  willed ;  and  we  poor  children 
of  mortality  can  only  lay  our  mouths  to 
kindred  dust,  and  say,  "  Even  so.  Father." 
Flowers  often  appear  to  me  to  hav^  been 
made  for  the  express  purpose  of  affording 
admonition  to  the  fair  and  blooming:  at 
least  in  their  wrecked  condition.  I  know 
not  if  the  flowers  jn  the  garden  that  Adam 
was  set  to  dress  and  to  keep  were  perish* 
able  before  his  act  of  sin  brought  death 
into  the  world:  I  only  know  that  now 
**  the  grass  withereth,  the  flower  fadeth ;" 
and  in  sad  unison  with  them  "  the  fashion 
of  this  world  passeth  away."  And  '^  as 
for  man,  his  days  are  as  grass :  as  a  flower 
of  the  field,  so  he  flouriaheth."  We  na- 
turally  bear  witness  to  the  beauty  and  ap- 
plicability of  the  symbol,  even  before  it  has 
been  brought  home  to  our  hearts  by  an 
unwilling  appropriation — before  the  bright 
blossom  that  decked  our  own  bower  has 
been  prostrated  at  our  feet  by  the  rending 
blast,  the  devouring  worm,  or  the  mysteri- 
ous process  of  unexplained  decay;  but 
when  that  has  occurred — when  the  flower 
to  which  the  loved  one  was  likened  be- 
comes the  sad  remembrancer  of  what  has 
left  our  sight  for  ever,  how  thrilling  is  the 
appeal  contained  in  those  numerous  pat- 
sages  of  holy  writ  that  afibrd  us  a  higher 
than  human  authority  for  the  symbol 
that  naturally  commends  itself  to  the 
mind! 

When  I  first  beheld  Zelia,  she  was  as 
yet  a  bride ;  and  certainly  the  loveliness 
of  her  aspect  could  not  be  surpassed.  I 
had  heard  of  her  as  being  singularly 
handsome ;  but  the  portraiture  my  fancy 
drew  came  far  short  of  the  original.  Her 
tall,  elegant  form,  the  exquisite  symmetry 
of  her  features,  and  that  delicate  trans- 
parency of  complexion  that  distinguishes 
the  maidens  of  her  native  country — the 
land  of  soft  zephyrs  and  gentle  dews- 
struck  me  at  once  as  entitling  her  to  a 
place  among  the  fairest  flowers  of  the  gar- 
den;   and   a  subsequent    acquaintanpo 
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bringing  under  my  observation  the  quiet 
humility,  retiring  modesty,  and  child-like 
simplicity  of  her  character,  assigned  her  a 
locality  the  fitness  of  which  none  who 
knew  her  could  dispute.  In  loveliness,  de- 
licacy, grace,  and  sweetness,  Zelia  claimed 
to  be  the  Lily  of  the  Valley  among  my 
treasures.  She  would  have  smiled,  with 
a  farther  resemblance  to  the  innocent  and 
happy-looking  flower,  had  she  heard  me 
say  80 :  but  she  knew  it  not  I  have  seen 
her  fair  face  bent  over  ^these  chapters, 
with  emotion  heightening  its  bloom,  little 
thinking  that  they  were  to  become  the  re- 
cord of  her  own  short  transit  across  my 
path. 

Never  did  the  most  enthusiastic  florist 
watch  the  pride  and  glory  of  his  parterre 
as  I  have  seen  the  appointed  cherisher  of 
Zelia  fulfil  his  happy  charge.  Ardent 
and  afiectionate  even  beyond  the  common 
chartu^teristic  of  his  race,  he  superintended 
the  transplantation  of  his  delicate  blossom 
to  this  rougher  atmosphere  from  the  more 
genial  west;  and  even  when  the  lip  re- 
strained its  language,  which  was  not  al- 
ways the  case,  I  have  marked  the  proud 
glance,  scanning  a  whole  cluster  of  fair 
girls,  as  in  defiance  of  any  competitor  who 
should  dispute  the  palm  of  beauty  with 
her.  I  have  marked  it,  and  trembled ;  for 
I  knew  the  frailty  of  the  tenure  whereby 
he  held  his  treasure  ;  and  in  the  very  te- 
nacity of  bis  grasp  I  read  an  augury  of  be- 
reavement. Yet  the  contrast  gave  a  finish 
to  the  picture ;  his  passionate  admiration 
threw  a  light,  as  it  were,  on  the  beauty  of 
her  calm  unconsciousness  of  that  which 
called  it  forth.  I  never  traced  in  her  look 
or  gesture  a  movement  of  vanity :  nor  ob- 
served a  ruffle  on  her  quiet  aspect,  save 
when  disturbed  by  the  solicitude  for  his 
peace,  whose  extreme  sensitiveness  laid 
him  open  to  many  a  wound  that  would 
have  been  an  unfelt  collision  to  one  of 
colder  temperament  "Awake  to  the 
flowers,''  he  was  peculiarly  liable  to  be 
"  touched  by  the  thorns  ;"  little  would  he 
have  heeded  them  had  he  foreseen  the 
poignard  that  was  being  sharpened  for  the 
boscm  of  his  earthly  peace  and  joy ! 

The  tenderness  of  her  concern  for  him 
rendered  her  delicate  constitution  more 
susceptible  of  injury :  some  severe  trials  of 
health  quite  undermined  it;  but  we  thought 
iStOM  Lily  of  the  Valley  would  prove  as  en- 


during as  her  hardy,  though  delicate-look- 
ing type,  which  fades,  indeed,  and  bows 
its  head  beneath  the  sod  under  a  rough 
visitation,  yet  starts  up  again  with  the  re- 
viving year,  and  re-asserts  its  pre- 
eminence of  place  among  the  ornaments 
of  the  earth.  Zelia,  restored  to  the  full 
bloom  of  health,  and  in  the  increased 
radiance  of  beauty,  was,  by  the  will  of 
God,  removed  from  the  comparative  retire- 
ment where  we  had  met,  to  a  scene  so  far 
dissimilar,  that,  had  I  not  known  her  to 
have  been  a  child  of  God,  I  should  have 
despaired  of  her  retaining  the  resemblance 
to  my  simple  Lily.  It  was  so  far  the  path 
of  duty  that  no  choice  could  be  exer- 
cised :  but  the  call  which  fixed  the  sphere 
of  her  husband's  labours  in  the  midst  of 
metropolitan  society,  exposed  tliem  both  to 
the  deadliest  of  all  snares,  popularity  and 
adulation. 

Poor,  blind,  unbelieving  creatures  that 
we  are !  If  a  man  but  devote  himself  to  a 
pursuit,  if  he  rear  and  nurse  a  flower  for 
his  proper  credit  and  renown,  no  less  than 
his  pleasure,  we  never  suspect  that  he  will 
carelessly  leave  it,  in  its  promise  of  prime, 
to  be  rent  by  the  gale  or  trampled  by  tlie 
hoof.  We  trust  him  that  for  his  own  sake 
he  will  guard  the  work  of  his  hands.  But 
even  this  poor  measure  of  confidence  we 
are  slow  to  place  in  Him  who  plants  trees 
of  righteousness  that  he  in  them  may  be 
glorified.  Knowing  that  the  Lord  doth  not 
afflict  willingly,  nor  grieve  the  children  of 
men,  we  cannot  doubt  the  meaning  of  his 
dispensations.  If  we  pass  by  and  miss  the 
flower,  and  behold  no  vestige  thereof  in  its 
wonted  place,  what  are  we  to  conclude, 
but  that  the  careful  gardener  foresaw  some 
coming  storm,  or  the  rude  intrusion  of 
some  defiling  tread,  and  housed  the  deli- 
cate shrub  from  harm?  Oh,  it  would 
have  been  sad  to  see  the  petals  of  the 
beauteous  lily  withering  under  a  burning 
sun,  or  disfigured  by  the  reptile's  trailing 
course,  or  bruised  and  prostrate  in  the  un- 
clean soil,  from  which  it  had  been  lifled  to 
bloom  in  tlie  pure  atmosphere  of  heaven. 
It  was  better  to  contemplate  the  vacant 
spot,  and  to  mourn  over  a  temporary  sepa- 
ration, with  the  sweet  assurance  that  such 
occurred  only  because  the  Author  of  its 
being  would  preserve  it  unharmed  and  un* 
defiled,  to  flourish  in  his  presence,  fai 
removed  from  every  fbe. 
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It  was  by  no  lingering  ailment  that  the 
removal  of  our  sweet  Lily  of  the  Valley 
was  aHccted.  She  had  bided  her  time, 
and  rejoiced  that  a  man  was  born  into  the 
world,  and  smiled  back,  in  returning  con- 
valescence, ihe  fond  father's  redoubled  de- 
light as  he  looked  on  the  Rofl  blossom  that 
reposed  on  her  pillow.  But  the  pestilence 
walking  in  darkness  found  unsuspected  ad- 
mission to  the  scene — she  was  no  subject 
for  its  sharp  visitation — a  few,  a  very  few 
short  days,  and  no  more  remained  of  that 
young  wife  and  mother  than  what  claimed 
the  last  sad  office  of  agonized  love — to  be 
shrouded  in  darkness,  and  laid  low,  till  the 
Lord  himself  shall  descend  from  heaven 
with  a  shout ;  with  the  voice  of  the  Arch- 
angel, and  the  trump  of  Grod :  till  the  life- 
restoring  mandate  is  issued,  "  Gather  my 
saints  together  unto  me,"  and  the  dead  in 
Christ,  rising  first,  shall  encircle  the  throne 
of  Him  who  comes  not  again  to  suffer,  but 
to  reign ;  and  to  fulfil  the  blessed  promise 
that  they  who  here  sufiered  with  him  shall 
then  reign  with  him  also. 

"If  we  sufier  with  him" — it  is  a  start- 
ling "if."  Sufier  we  must,  for  we  are 
born  to  it,  in  virtue  of  our  inbred  guilt 
and  corruption ;  but  to  sufier  with  Christ 
is  a  mysterious  privilege  alike  inaccessible 
and  unintelligible  to  the  carnal  mind.  He 
alone  who  knows  that  Christ  has  sufiered 
for  him  can  sufier  w^ith  Christ  It  is  not 
ours,  as  in  the  days  of  the  infant  or  awa- 
Kening  church,  to  receive  the  cup  of  perse- 
cution: the  sword  does  not  flash  above 
our  heads,  nor  the  faggot  kindle  at  our 
feet ;  nor  are  the  untamed  beasts  of  the 
wood  let  loose  upon  our  bodies.  But  since 
to  suflfer  with  Christ  is  the  decreed  path- 
way to  the  kingdom  of  his  glory,  we  may 
rest  assured  that  He  who  has  secured  the 
end  will  prepare  the  appointed  road.  To 
contemplate  the  Saviour  in  his  humiliation 
and  afiliction,  and  to  arm  ourselves  with 
the  hke  mind,  is  all  that  rests  with  us. 
"  Be  still ;  and  know  that  I  am  God,"  is 
alike  the  language  of  preparative  warn- 
ing, and  of  subsequent  support.  It  is  a 
terrible  lesson  for  fiesh  to  learn — yea,  im- 
possible that  flesh  should  ever  learn  it: 
but  that  which  is  contrary  to  the  flesh 
receives  the  stroke,  and  bends,  with  the 
might  of  a  renewed  will,  the  otherwise 
immoveable  sinew  of  the  neck.  Oh  the 
stupendous  working   that   achieved   the 
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sublime  victory  when  ^*  Aaron  held  his 
peace !" 

But  naturcj  ihus  subdued,  is  not  crushed 
beneath  the  iron  fetters  of  a  pitiless  con- 
queror. "  Cast  down,  but  not  destroyed,** 
she  w^ecps,  and  finds  tlie  tenderest  of  all 
sympathy  in  him  whose  mercy  smote  be- 
cause h«  loved.  We  know  the  flower  is 
but  removed  from  the  breath  of  uncon- 
genial air,  and  in  that  we  cannot  mourn } 
but  the  eye  has  lost  its  delight,  the  heart 
its  treasure,  the  home  its  sweetest  charm. 
How  desolate  now,  and  blighted  appears 
the  spot  that  was  as  the  garden  of  Eden ! 
How  cold  and  comfortless  the  earth  that 
her  presence  clad  in  beauty!  It  would 
seem  as  tliough  the  very  sunbeam  was 
only  attracted  by  the  flower ;  and  now  on 
the  naked  soil  it  strikes  harshly  and  gla- 
ringly, repelling  the  gaze  that  it  formerly 
gladdened.  An  unsupplied  want  oppresses 
the  mind  ;  a  strange  vacancy  sickens  the 
heart  Restless,  wearied,  terrified  at  the 
newness  of  his  position,  where  shall  the 
mourner  find  a  solace  commensurate  with 
his  need?  In  this — "If  we  sufi*er  with 
Him  we  shall  also  reign  with  Him.* 
There  is  an  immeasurable  distance  be- 
tween submission  to  the  cross  and  acr 
ceptance  of  it  Simon  the  Cyrenian, 
compelled  to  bear  it,  and  Paul  glorying 
in  his  infirmities  that  the  power  oi'  Chriit 
might  rest  on  him,  are  the  representatives 
of  two  classes  whom  man  may  confound, 
but  who  are  severally  discerned  of  God. 
The  one  bends  in  silent  acquiescence  be- 
neath the  burden  that  a  stronger  hand 
has  fixed  beyond  his  power  to  shake  off: 
the  other  regards  his  afiliction  as  a  hea- 
ven-appointed means  of  bringing  him  to  a 
fuller  participation  in  what  Christ's  suffer- 
ings have  purchased  for  him — even  that 
strength  proportioned  to  his  day  which  is 
doubly  precious  as  being  a  fulfilled  pro- 
mise. A  strength  tliat  he  marvels  at — 
perhaps  almost  murmurs  to  find  so  mighty: 
for  the  disposition  of  the  heart  is  that  of 
Jonah,  when  fainting  he  wished  in  him- 
self to  die,  and  said,  "  It  is  better  for  me 
to  die  than  to  livQ."  It  loves  to  brood 
over  the  loss,  to  conjure  up  a  thousand 
torturing  phantoms  of  past  happiness,  and 
to  contrast  the  present  gloom  with  the 
most  vivid  of  all  the  day-beams  that  pre- 
ceded it  Under  this  influence,  many  a 
mind  has  wrought  itself  to  frenzy,  and 
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bringing  under  my  observation  the  quiet 
humility,  retiring  modesty,  and  child-like 
simplicity  of  her  character,  assigned  her  a 
locality  the  fitness  of  which  none  who 
knew  her  could  dispute.  In  loveliness,  de- 
licacy, grace,  and  sweetness,  Zelia  claimed 
to  be  the  Lily  of  the  Valley  among  my 
treasures.  She  would  have  smiled,  with 
a  farther  resemblance  to  the  innocent  smd 
happy-looking  flower,  had  she  heard  me 
say  so :  but  she  knew  it  not  I  have  seen 
her  fair  face  bent  over  ^these  chapters, 
with  emotion  heightening  its  bloom,  little 
thinking  that  they  were  to  become  the  re- 
cord of  her  own  short  transit  across  my 
path. 

Never  did  the  most  enthusiastic  florist 
watch  the  pride  and  glory  of  his  parterre 
as  I  have  seen  the  appointed  cherishcr  of 
Zelia  fulfil  his  happy  charge.  Ardent 
and  affectionate  even  beyond  the  common 
characteristic  of  his  race,  he  superintended 
the  transplantation  of  his  delicate  blossom 
to  this  rougher  atmosphere  from  the  more 
genial  west;  and  even  when  the  lip  re- 
strained its  language,  which  was  not  al- 
ways the  case,  I  have  marked  the  proud 
glance,  scanning  a  whole  cluster  of  fair 
girls,  as  in  defiance  of  any  competitor  who 
should  dispute  the  palm  of  beauty  with 
her.  I  have  marked  it,  and  trembled ;  for 
I  knew  the  frailty  of  the  tenure  whereby 
he  held  his  treasure ;  and  in  tlie  very  te- 
nacity of  his  grasp  I  read  an  augury  of  be- 
reavement. Yet  the  contrast  gave  a  finish 
to  the  picture ;  his  passionate  admiration 
threw  a  light,  as  it  were,  on  the  beauty  of 
her  calm  unconsciousness  of  that  which 
called  it  fortli.  I  never  traced  in  her  look 
or  gesture  a  movement  of  vanity :  nor  ob- 
served a  ruffle  on  her  quiet  aspect,  save 
when  disturbed  by  the  solicitude  for  his 
peace,  whose  extreme  sensitiveness  laid 
him  open  to  many  a  wound  that  would 
have  been  an  unfelt  collision  to  one  of 
colder  temperament.  "Awake  to  the 
flowers,*'  he  was  peculiarly  liable  to  be 
"  touched  by  the  thorns ;"  little  would  he 
have  heeded  them  had  he  foreseen  the 
poignard  tliat  was  being  sharpened  for  the 
bosom  of  his  earthly  peace  and  joy ! 

The  tenderness  of  her  concern  for  him 
rendered  her  delicate  constitution  more 
susceptible  of  injury :  some  severe  trials  of 
health  quite  undermined  it;  but  we  thought 
this  Lily  of  the  Valley  would  prove  as  en- 


during as  her  hardy,  though  delicate-look- 
ing type,  which  fades,  indeed,  and  bows 
its  head  beneath  the  sod  under  a  rough 
visitation,  yet  starts  up  again  with  the  re- 
viving year,  and  re-asserts  its  pre- 
eminence of  place  among  the  ornaments 
of  the  earth.  Zelia,  restored  to  the  full 
bloom  of  health,  and  in  the  increased 
radiance  of  beauty,  was,  by  the  will  of 
God,  removed  from  the  comparative  retire- 
ment where  we  had  met,  to  a  scene  so  far 
dissimilar,  that,  had  I  not  known  her  to 
have  been  a  child  of  God,  I  should  have 
despaired  of  her  retaining  tlic  resemblance 
to  my  simple  Lily.  It  was  so  far  the  path 
of  duty  that  no  choice  could  be  exer- 
cised :  but  the  call  which  fixed  the  sphere 
of  her  husband's  labours  in  the  midst  of 
metropolitan  society,  exposed  tliem  both  to 
the  deadliest  of  all  snares,  popularity  and 
adulation. 

Poor,  blind,  unbelieving  creatures  that 
we  are !  If  a  man  but  devote  himself  to  a 
pursuit,  if  he  rear  and  nurse  a  flower  for 
his  proper  credit  and  renown,  no  less  than 
his  pleasure,  we  never  suspect  that  he  will 
carelessly  leave  it,  in  its  promise  of  prime, 
to  be  rent  by  the  gale  or  trampled  by  tlie 
hoof.  We  trust  him  that  for  his  own  sake 
he  will  guard  the  work  of  his  hands.  But 
even  this  poor  measure  of  confidence  we 
are  slow  to  place  in  Him  who  plants  trees 
of  righteousness  that  he  in  them  may  be 
glorified.  Knowing  that  the  Lord  doth  not 
afflict  willingly,  nor  grieve  the  children  of 
men,  we  cannot  doubt  the  meaning  of  his 
dispensations.  If  we  pass  by  and  miss  the 
flower,  and  behold  no  vestige  thereof  in  its 
wonted  place,  what  are  we  to  conclude, 
but  that  the  careful  gardener  foresaw  some 
coming  storm,  or  the  rude  intrusion  of 
some  defiling  tread,  and  housed  the  deli- 
cate shrub  from  harm?  Oh,  it  would 
have  been  sad  to  see  the  petals  of  the 
beauteous  lily  withering  under  a  burning 
sun,  or  disfigured  by  the  reptile's  trailing 
course,  or  bruised  and  prostrate  in  the  im- 
clean  soil,  from  which  it  had  been  lifted  to 
bloom  in  the  pure  atmosphere  of  heaven. 
It  was  better  to  contemplate  the  vacant 
spot,  and  to  mourn  over  a  temporary  sepa- 
ration, with  the  sweet  assurance  that  such 
occurred  only  because  the  Author  of  itB 
being  would  preserve  it  unharmed  and  un- 
defiled,  to  flourish  in  his  presence,  fai 
removed  from  every  fbe. 
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It  was  by  no  lingering  ailment  that  the 
removal  of  our  sweet  Lily  of  the  Valley 
was  aflbcted.  She  had  bided  her  time, 
and  rejoiced  tliat  a  man  was  born  into  the 
world,  and  smiled  back,  in  returning  con- 
valescence, the  fond  father's  redoubled  de- 
light as  he  looked  on  the  soil  blossom  that 
reposed  on  her  pillow.  But  the  pestilence 
walking  in  darkness  found  unsuspected  ad- 
mission to  the  scene — she  was  no  subject 
for  its  sharp  visitation — a  few,  a  very  few 
short  days,  and  no  more  remained  of  that 
young  wife  and  mother  than  what  claimed 
the  last  sad  office  of  agonized  love — to  be 
shrouded  in  darkness,  and  laid  low,  till  the 
Lord  himself  shall  descend  from  heaven 
with  a  shout ;  with  the  voice  of  the  Arch- 
angel, and  the  trump  of  God :  till  the  life- 
restoring  mandate  is  issued,  "  Gather  my 
saints  together  unto  me,"  and  the  dead  in 
Christ,  rising  first,  shall  encircle  the  throne 
of  Him  who  comes  not  again  to  suffer,  but 
to  reign ;  and  to  fulfil  the  blessed  promise 
that  they  who  here  suffered  with  him  shall 
then  reign  with  him  also. 

"  If  we  suffer  with  him  " — it  is  a  start- 
ling "if."  Suffer  we  must,  for  we  are 
born  to  it,  in  virtue  of  our  inbred  guilt 
and  corruption ;  but  to  suffer  with  Christ 
is  a  mysterious  privilege  alike  inaccessible 
and  unintelligible  to  the  carnal  mind.  He 
alone  who  knows  that  Christ  has  suffered 
for  him  can  suffer  with  Christ  It  is  not 
ours,  as  in  the  days  of  the  infant  or  awa- 
kening church,  to  receive  the  cup  of  perse- 
cution: the  sword  does  not  flash  above 
our  heads,  nor  the  faggot  kindle  at  our 
feet;  nor  are  the  untamed  beasts  of  the 
wood  let  loose  upon  our  bodies.  But  since 
to  suffer  with  Christ  is  the  decreed  path- 
way to  the  kingdom  of  his  glory,  we  may 
rest  assured  that  He  who  has  secured  the 
end  will  prepare  the  appointed  road.  To 
contemplate  the  Saviour  in  his  humiliation 
and  affliction,  and  to  arm  ourselves  with 
the  like  mind,  is  all  that  rests  with  us. 
"  Be  still ;  and  know  that  I  am  Grod,"  is 
alike  the  language  of  preparative  warn- 
ing, and  of  subsequent  support.  It  is  a 
terrible  lesson  for  flesh  to  learn — yea,  im- 
possible that  flesh  should  ever  learn  it: 
but  that  which  is  contrary  to  the  flesh 
receives  the  stroke,  and  bends,  with  the 
might  of  a  renewed  will,  the  otherwise 
immoveable  sinew  of  the  neck.  Oh  the 
stupendous  working   that   achieved   the 
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sublime  victory  when  '-Aaron  held  his 
peace !" 

But  nature,  ihus  subdued,  is  not  crushed 
beneath  tlie  iron  fetters  of  a  pitiless  con- 
queror. ''  Cast  down,  but  not  destroyed,** 
she  weeps,  and  finds  the  tenderest  of  all 
sympathy  in  him  whose  mercy  smote  be- 
cause he  loved.  We  know  the  flower  is 
but  removed  from  the  breath  of  uncon- 
genial air,  smd  in  that  we  cannot  mourn; 
but  the  eye  has  lost  its  delight,  the  heart 
its  treasure,  the  home  its  sweetest  charm. 
How  desolate  now,  and  bhghted  appears 
the  spot  that  was  as  the  garden  of  Eden ! 
How  cold  and  comfortless  the  earth  that 
her  presence  clad  in  beauty!  It  would 
seem  as  though  the  very  sunbeam  was 
only  attracted  by  the  flower ;  and  now  on 
tlie  naked  soil  it  strikes  harshly  and  gla- 
ringly, repelling  the  gaze  that  it  formerly 
gladdened.  An  unsupplied  want  oppresses 
the  mind  ;  a  strange  vacancy  sickens  the 
heart  Restless,  wearied,  terrified  at  the 
newness  of  his  position,  where  shall  the 
mourner  find  a  solace  commensurate  with 
his  need?  In  tliis — "If  we  suffer  with 
Him  we  shall  also  reign  with  Him.* 
There  is  an  immeasurable  distance  be- 
tween submission  to  the  cross  and  acr 
ceptance  of  it  Simon  tlie  Cyrenian, 
compelled  to  bear  it,  and  Paul  glorying 
in  his  infirmities  that  the  power  oi'  Chriit 
might  rest  on  him,  are  the  representatives 
of  two  classes  whom  man  may  confound, 
but  who  are  severally  discerned  of  God. 
The  one  bends  in  silent  acquiescence  be- 
neath the  burden  that  a  stronger  hand 
has  fixed  beyond  his  power  to  shake  off: 
the  other  regards  his  affliction  as  a  hea- 
ven-appointed means  of  bringing  him  to  a 
fuller  participation  in  what  Christ's  sufier- 
ings  have  purchased  for  him — even  that 
strength  proportioned  to  his  day  which  is 
doubly  precious  as  being  a  fulfilled  pro- 
mise. A  strength  tliat  he  marvels  at — 
perhaps  almost  murmurs  to  find  so  mighty: 
for  the  disposition  of  the  heart  is  that  of 
Jonah,  when  fainting  he  wished  in  him- 
self to  die,  and  said,  "  It  is  better  for  me 
to  die  than  to  live."  It  loves  to  brood 
over  the  loss,  to  conjure  up  a  thousand 
torturing  phantoms  of  past  happiness,  and 
to  contrast  the  present  gloom  with  the 
most  vivid  of  all  the  day-beams  that  pre- 
ceded it  Under  this  influence,  many  a 
mind  has  wrought  itself  to  frenzy,  and 
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either  become  a  wreck — a  blank  in  the 
intellectual  world,  or  nerved  the  hand  to 
the  commission  of  a  crime  for  which  there 
is  no  repentance.  No!  nature  does  not 
welcome  the  voice  that,  coming  with 
power  to  appease  the  tempest,  says,  "  Be 
ftill,  and  know  that  I  am  God."  Poor 
comfort  mdecd   it  were  to  receive  that 

• 

message,  if  ito  purport  respected  only  the 
absolute  sovereignty  with  which  he  wields 
the  power  of  life  and  death !  The  expe- 
rience of  one  whose  pride  had  been 
orushed  into  the  dust  of  earth,  and  his 
glory  changed  into  unexampled  vileness, 
and  who  had  learned  to  tremble  before 
Omnipotence,  suggested  that  sublime  lan- 
guage, "  All  the  inhabitants  of  the  earth 
are  reputed  as  nothing:  and  he  doeth 
according  to  his  will  in  the  army  of 
heaven,  and  among  the  inhabitants  of  the 
earth,  and  none  can  stay  his  hand,  or  say 
unto  him.  What  doest  thou  ?"  But  such 
helpless  submission  to  irresistible  power 
belongs  not  to  the  Christian.  To  him  the 
declaration,  "  I  am  God,"  comes  fraught 
with  the  sweet  assurance,  "  I  am  love." 
The  hand  that  smote  him  was  guided  not 
by  despotic  authority,  but  by  compas- 
iionate  tenderness.  He  knows  God  as 
one  who  doth  not  afflict  willingly,  nor 
grieve  the  children  of  men.  It  pleased 
tiie  Lord  to  bruise  his  beloved  Son:  to 
pat  Him  to  grief  in  whom  he  delighted, 
and  to  deal  with  him  as  a  sinner,  who  did 
no  sin.  And  this  was  love — infinite,  ever- 
lasting love,  in  its  highest  exercise.  The 
Christian  knows  it  to  be  so;  and  he  is 
■till,  even  in  spite  of  the  desperate  strug- 
gks  of  corrupt  nature,  desiring  to  rebel ; 
for  in  the  Godhead  of  his  Master  he  ac- 
knowledges i]\e  pledge  of  power  to  save 
to  the  uttermost;  and  he  joyfully  takes 
tiold  of  the  strength  that  prostrates  and 
paralyzes  another.  It  is  an  amazing 
work,  so  to  subdue  tlie  will  of  man ;  and 
ia  the  mightiness  of  its  operation  the 
mourner  feels  not  only  that  his  Grod  can 
do  all  thingt  with  him,  but  that  he,  poor 
worm  as  he  is,  can  also  do  all  tilings 
Ibrough  Christ  who  strengtheneth  him. 

These  are  solemn  seasons  indeed,  when 
€k>d  presents  himself  to  the  soul  which  he 
has  afflicted,  and  says, "  Lovest  thou  me?" 
And  if  the  soul  be  enabled  with  sincerity 
to  answer,  with  Peter,  "  Lord,  thou  know- 
that  I  love  thee;"  the  stillneM  of  spirit 


succeeding  that  colloquy,  when  the  Lora 
being  in  his  temple,  all  that  is  eartlily 
keeps  silence  before  him,  is  perhaps  the 
nearest  approach  to  heavenly  peace  that 
his  redeemed  people  can  know  while  yet 
in  the  body.  The  heart  knows  that  it 
may  sorrow ;  that  no  prohibition  has  been 
uttered  to  stifle  the  voice  of  woe.  Rachel 
was  not  chid  when  she  wept  for  her  chil- 
dren ;  and  that  grief  in  itself  is  perfectly 
innocent,  who  shall  deny,  when  we  point 
to  the  Holy  One,  "  a  man  of  sorrows,  and 
acquainted  with  grief,"  throughout  the 
whole  course  of  his  visible  abode  among 
the  sons  of  Adam.  The  stillness  com- 
manded is  not  that  of  apathy  or  of  indif- 
ference, or  of  forced  acquiescence :  it  is  a 
patient  waiting  for  the  promised  crown, 
while  bending  under  the  predicted  cross. 

The  Lily  of  the  Valley  will  shortly  ap- 
pear as  tranquilly  beautiful  as  ever,  as 
gracefully  mantled  in  its  broad  leaf,  as 
rich  in  the  fragrancy  of  its  delightful  per- 
fume. And  shall  the  feeling  be  denounced 
as  unsubmissive  that  draws  a  sorrowing 
contrast  between  the  gardener's  acquisi- 
tion and  the  mourner's  bereavement  ?  If 
so,  I  claim  my  portion  of  the  censure ;  for 
I  shall  assuredly  lament  over  it,  and  wish 
the  flower  that  I  love  had  been  altogether 
blotted  from  the  fair  face  of  creation,  so 
that  the  husband  had  not  been  widowed, 
or  the  babe  left  motherless.  The  form 
and  the  hue  that  bring  her  with  more 
vivid  fideUty  before  my  recollection  will 
almost  appear  intrusive;  for  nature  se- 
cretly says,  "  Why  should  these  pale  blos- 
soms be  found  in  their  wonted  station, 
while  the  place  that  knew  her,  knows  her, 
alas !  no  more  for  ever  ?"  But  although 
thus  coldly  greeted,  the  beauteous  Lily 
will  be  dearer  than  before,  for  it  brings  a 
message  of  hope,  ripening,  eis  I  contem- 
plate it,  into  joy. 

Last  autumn  I  had  occasion,  through 
some  changes  in  tlie  arrangement  of  my 
little  garden,  to  take  up  the  roots  of  the 
Lily  of  the  Valley  for  an  hour.  It  was  a 
hackneyed  subject,  I  confess,  but  while 
looking  on  the  small  unsightly  heap,  as  it 
lay  at  my  feet,  I  could  not  but  be  struck 
anew  willi  the  wonder-working  skill  that 
was  to  weave  such  a  tissue  of  elegance 
and  loveliness  from  materials  so  un- 
promising. For  the  hundredth  time  I 
pondered  over  the  nothingness  of  man  in 
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his  best  estate,  guppoBing  the  uttermost 
of  his  power  and  craf\  to  be  expended  on 
one  of  those  ordinary  objects.  Deprived 
of  the  aid  of  three  elements,  earth,  air, 
and  water,  could  he,  by  any  effort,  cause 
It  to  reproduce  the  form  that,  if  left  to  the 
unassisted  operation  of  those  elements,  it 
would  certainly  exhibit?  Impossible:  he 
might  by  violence  destroy  the  principle 
of  vegetable  life ;  but  to  call  it  into  action, 
otherwise  than  by  the  way  that  divine 
wisdom  had  appointed,  was  beyond  the 
reach  of  his  contrivance.  Glorious  in 
creation,  how  much  more  glorious  is  the 
Lord  our  God  in  redemption !  Man  may 
reach  the  mainspring  of  hia  fellow's 
mortal  existence,  and  wrench  it  away, 
and  stop  the  complicated  machinery  in  its 
course:  but  neither  man  nor  Satan  can 
approach  the  life  of  the  soul,  when  re- 
stored by  Him  who  first  breathed  into 
Adam's  nostrils  "the  breath  of  life." 
Dying  in  Adam,  made  alive  in  Christ,  he 
that  believeth  on  the  Son  of  God  hath 
everlasting  life.  It  is  a  prize  in  posses- 
sion, not  in  prospect — it  is  what  no  power 
could  confer  but  that  which  in  giving 
stamps  the  gift  with  immortality. 

I  buried  the  roots  again,  and  smoothed 
over  them  tlie  earth,  and  left  a  little  stick 
to  mark  where  I  might  confidently  look  for 
their  re-appearance  in  due  season.  And 
she,  the  fair,  the  gentle  Zelia, — she  too 
has  been  laid  low  beneath  the  surface  of 
the  ground,  and  the  sod  is  growing 
smooth  above  her,  and  the  record  of  la- 
mented love  distinguishes  it  from  sur- 
rounding heaps.  Many  a  successive  crop 
of  Lilies  of  the  Valley  may  rise  and 
bloom,  fade  and  die,  before  the  appointed 
time  of  her  bright  change  shall  come. 
But  come  it  will ;  the  Lord  will  have  a 
desire  to  the  work  of  his  hands.  He  will 
call,  and  she  will  answer.  Imagination 
cannot  realize  the  scene,  when  the  vile 
body — vile  at  its  best  estate — shall  be 
changed  like  unto  Christ's  glorious  body, 
and  become  like  Him.  Imagination  can- 
not look  into  those  glorious  revelations  ; 
but  faitli  which  is  tJie  evidence  of  things  un- 
seen, beholds  it  all.  Affection  itself  sorrows 
not  as  being  without  hope :  and  that  hope, 
that  precious  hope,  steals  upon  the  lacer- 
ated heart,  sweetly  whispering  the  pro- 
mise, and  bidding  the  mourners  in  Zion 
"  comfort  one  another  with  these  words." 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE   AMARANTB08. 


It  is  not  in  the  power  of  winter,  however 
severe  and  sweeping  in  his  operations 
among  the  flowers,  to  deprive  me  of  all  my 
store.  Though  every  leaf  should  wither,  aod 
every  root  become  a  mass  of  corruption, 
and  not  a  blossom  remain  in  the  conserva- 
tory, I  am  always  provided,  not  only  with 
one,  but  a  complete  bouquet  of  bright  aod 
showy  flowers.  The  Amaranthus,  in  all 
its  varieties  of  form  and  colour,  with  ever- 
lastings of  purple  or  of  gold,  and  a  rioh 
assemblage  of  grasses  that  appear  quite 
indestructible,  form  this  magic  group^  I 
bought  it  in  the  street,  of  a  poor,  sickly- 
looking,  aged  woman,  who  evidently 
wanted  the  price  of  her  "  Christmas  posy" 
to  supply  the  craving  of  hunger ;  but  this 
common-place  mode  of  acquisition  by  no 
means  lessened  the  interest  of  the  pur- 
chase. What  has  been  touched  by  the 
poor,  possesses  a  peculiar  character  in  my 
eyes:  and  I  could  not  but  think,  when 
taking  the  gay  bouquet  from  a  withered 
hand,  how  tenderly  the  Lord  provides  for 
their  wants,  whom  we  so  little  consider  in 
the  midst  of  our  festivities. 

The  intense  cold  that  followed,  soon  left 
my  winter  nosegay  without  a  rival,  aod^ 
excepting  the  border  of  box  tliat  encirded 
it,  not  a  change  has  yet  appeared,  not  a 
tint  has  faded,  not  a  leaf  fallen.  Theee 
flowers  are  an  exception  to  the  general 
rule;  they  have  been  cut  down,  yet 
neither  dried  up  nor  withered ;  even  the 
^'  flower  of  grass,"  that  impressive  emblem 
of  man's  glory  and  goodliness,  waves  ia 
its  pristine  grace,  and  shines  brightly 
when  a  sun-beam  falls  aslant  upon  the 
cluster.  I  must  needs  apply  this :  not  in- 
deed to  an  individual,  but  to  a  race,  fkr 
more  to  be  wondered  at  than  these  imper- 
ishable flowers.  A  race  long  since  de- 
prived of  the  life-giving  fatness  of  the  root; 
dead,  yet  continuedly  before  us  in  all  the 
reality  of  bustling  life.  Need  I  name 
them? — the  Lord's  own  ancient  people, 
the  dispersed  of  Judah,  the  "  nation  scat- 
tered and  peeled,"  and  trodden  under  foot; 
familiar  with  every  storm  that  can  rage 
without,  and  preyed  upon  by  every  cor- 
rupt principle  within,  separated  from  the 


THE  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


stem,  deprived  of  spiritual  nutriment,  yet 
■urviving  all ;  and  deBtined  to  survive,  in 
pre-eminent  glory,  tlie  pride  of  that  earth 
which  now  scorns  them.  Oh,  I  cannot 
look  upon  tlie  unfading  Amaranthus  with- 
out recalling  those  precious  words,  *^I 
have  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love." 
I  read  in  it  at  once  the  promise  and  its  ful- 
filment ;  I  see  what  the  Lord  has  said  he 
would  do :  I  see  what  he  actually  does, 
and  I  know  assuredly  what  he  will  yet  do. 
I  have  no  more  doubt  of  the  literal  restora- 
tion of  Judah  and  Israel  to  the  literal  Ca- 
naan, no  more  doubt  that  in  their  own 
land  "  they  shall  possess  the  double,"  and 
shine  the  brightest  in  a  bright  and  glo- 
rious church  on  earth,  than  I  have  of  my 
existence.  The  time  is  not  now  far  off 
when  the  Lord  will  be  gracious  to  his  land, 
and  pity  his  people;  when  he  will  heal 
their  hurt,  and  gather  them,  and  watch 
over  them  to  do  them  good,  and  show  the 
world  how  dearly  his  poor  Israel  is  ^'  loved 
for  the  fathers'  sake."  The  whole  church 
•ends  up  the  petition,  *^Thy  kingdom 
come,"  and  the  coming  of  tliat  kingdom 
will  be  to  the  despised  Jew  a  receiving 
again  into  God's  favour ;  and  that  receiv- 
ing again  of  the  Jew  shall  be  to  the  Gen- 
tiles, "  life  from  the  dead." 

Indissolubly  connected  with  this  delight- 
ful subject  is  the  name,  the  image  of  one 
who  has  often  rejoiced  with  me  over  those 
■weet  promises  to  Israel,  which  none  can 
gainsay  without  depriving  the  holy  scrip- 
tures of  all  literal  meaning,  and  debasing 
them  into  a  cluster  of  shadows.  He  was 
a  Gentile  by  birth,  but  in  spirit  an  Israelite 
indeed,  in  whom  was  no  guile.  Awake  to 
all  that  concerned  the  kingdom  and  glory 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  he  was  pecu- 
liarly alive  to  the  rich  portion  secured  to 
the  children  of  Abraham ;  and  dearly  did 
he  prize  the  privilege  of  devoting  himself 
to  them.  Often  have  I  seen  him,  in  his 
pulpit,  with  the  little  ones  of  the  Hebrew 
schools  ranged  in  the  opposite  gallery, 
catching  new  zeal,  new  energy,  new  con- 
fidence from  a  glance  at  that  precious 
charge :  and  oflen  have  I  beheld  him,  in 
the  midst  of  the  Hebrew  boys,  lost  in 
thoughttul  contemplation  of  the  harvest 
that  should  follow  that  first-fruits  offering, 
presented  in  faith  and  hope.  I  have  also 
known  him  send  for  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  the  children  to  his  own  hospitable 


abode,  and  range  them  before  him,  and 
hold  sweet  converse  with  them  concerning 
their  own  Messiah,  the  Prince.  There 
wa^  no  flashing  enthusiasm  about  him,  but 
a  deep,  calm,  settled  conviction  that  Israel 
should  yet  be  gathered,  and  that  in  having 
his  own  portion  of  labour  assigned  in  that 
field,  he  was  honoured  above  all  others. 
He  was  a  man  of  thought,  of  study,  and 
of  prayer,  and  this  was  the  element  where- 
in he  dwelt — the  exceeding  great  and 
precious  promises  given  to  the  children  of 
the  fathers  and  the  prophets.  Others 
might  rise  in  the  church,  or  seek  the  pro- 
motion of  their  worldly  interests :  to  him  it 
sufficed  that  he  came  within  the  scope  of 
that  ofl-rcpeated  declaration,  "  Blessed  is 
he  that  blesseth  Thee." 

Seven  years  have  now  passed  since  I 
sojourned  under  that  roof  with  the  good 
old  Simeon  for  my  fellow-guest ;  and  very 
dear  to  me  is  the  recollection.  I  had  be- 
fore been  privileged  there  beyond  all  other 
places :  I  had  caught  some  sparkles  from 
the  brilliant,  though  eccentric  flashes  of 
Wolff,  and  had  identified  myself  with  a 
little  circle  whose  great  bond  of  union  was 
the  heart's  desire  and  prayer  to  God  for 
Israel,  that  they  might  be  saved  ;  and 
whose  hourly  study  it  was  to  devise  plans 
for  forwarding  the  blessed  work.  I  had 
sat,  many  a  summer's  day  under  the  tall, 
branching  tulip  trees,  that  threw  their  re- 
freshing shadow  on  the  smooth  grass  plat: 
and  while  the  lovely  group  of  youthful 
faces — for  my  friend  had  a  goodly  array 
of  olive-branches  round  about  his  table — 
added  life  and  beauty  to  the  scene  in  itself 
most  sweet,  I  have  conversed  with  lu'm 
euid  his  beloved  partner  on  the  connng 
day,  when  Israel  should  sit  each  one  un- 
der his  own  vine  and  under  his  own  fig- 
tree,  with  none  to  make  them  afraid. 

At  the  period  of  my  first  and  successive 
visits  there  was  one  present  also,  whose 
joyous  temper  brought  mirth  into  every 
circle.  They  loved  him  much,  and  greatly 
did  he  enjoy  the  social  freedom  that  dwelt 
there.  A  thousand  little  incidents  crowd 
on  my  recollection  as  I  recall  those  days : 
but  Mr.  H.  knew  and  deeply  sympathized 
in  my  chief  solicitude  for  that  beloved  one ; 
and  I  trust  they  are  now  rejoicing  together 
in  the  presence  of  the  Lamb.  Never  can 
I  forget  the  sweet  words  of  comfort  given 
me  by  Mr.  H.  when  the  terrible  stroke  of 
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•udden  bereavement  fell  upon  me.  "  Oh, 
my  sister,  our  God  is  all-powerful;  even 
the  'Lord  save  me'  of  drowning  Peter 
was  enough."  There  was  a  fitness  in  the 
application,  ignorant  as  we  tlien  were  of 
the  state  of  that  beloved  object^s  mind, 
which  met  tlie  case  exactly,  and  proved  a 
word  in  due  season  to  a  fainting  heart 
My  last  visit  was  made  in  a  wintry  sea- 
son, and  under  circumstances  of  peculiar 
desolation.  He,  who  brightened  us  all  by 
his  sunshiny  presence,  had  long  been  laid 
beneath  the  sod ;  it  was  not  yet  green  over 
tlie  dumb  boy's  grave ;  and  other  circum- 
stances combined  to  depress  me  unusually. 
My  friend  also  was  declining  in  health, 
and  sorely  exercised  in  mind  by  the  per- 
plexities recently  introduced  into  the 
church  by  his  most  beloved  associate — the 
brilliant,  but  sadly  deluded  and  deluding 
Irving.  He  was  absorbed  in  many  anxious 
thoughts,  and  tlie  presence  of  Mr.  Simeon 
proved  most  cheering  to  us  all.  The  glo- 
rious subject  of  Israel's  redemption  occu- 
pied each  heart,  and  dwelt  on  every 
tongue:  and  truly  I  can  say,  that,  like  the 
Amaranthus,  my  valued  friend  shone  in 
bright  contrast  to  the  winter  around  him, 
while  dwelling  on  tliat  "  everlasting  love" 
which  is  pledged  to  accomplish  the  de- 
liverance of  God's  people. 

The  hours  were  dearly  prized  by  me, 
little  as  1  anticipated  a  speedy  separation 
of  the  parent  from  his  children,  the  hus- 
band from  his  partner,  and  the  pastor  from 
his  flock.  I  saw  him  but  once  again,  and 
that  was  upon  the  platform  of  a  densely- 
crowded  meeting,  when,  unexpectedly,  he 
rose  for  a  few  moments,  to  avow  himself 
the  author  of  a  testimony  against  the 
withering  and  blasting  influence  of  Socin- 
ianism,  in  a  society  to  which  he  was 
warmly  attached.  He  rose,  indeed,  like 
an  apparition ;  and  if  I  was  pained  at  the 
emaciated  figure  and  pallid  aspect — so 
changed  from  what  he  had  even  a  few 
weeks  before  appeared — still  more  did  I 
rejoice  and  glory  in  the  steadfast  though 
meek  determination  with  which  the  disci- 
ple voluntarily  stood  forth  to  acknowledge 
how  zealously  he  was  atfected  in  a  good 
thing — how  jealous  of  the  least  possible 
taint  on  the  doctrine  of  the  great  God,  his 
Saviour.  He  made  his  avowal,  looked 
calmly  around  upon  a  thousand  frowning 
brows,  and  resumed  his  seat,  beyond  my 


ken.  It  was  a  striking  incident,  rendered 
indelible  by  the  subsequent  removal  of 
tliat  faitliful  servant  from  tlie  vineyard  be- 
low to  the  resiing-place  above.  Once 
more  I  visited,  fur  a  few  hours,  the  man- 
sion of  hospitality  and  love :  the  tulip-treei 
were  in  lull  beauiy,  the  lawn  was  soft  and 
verdant  as  ever,  the  vine  mantled  richly 
over  the  windows,  and  flowers  in  gay 
profusion  breathed  their  sweet  perfume 
through  the  closed  shutters.  I  could  not 
look  out  upon  what  was  so  fair :  a  glance 
toward  the  one  object  that  lay  concealed 
beneath  a  black  pall,  never  more  to  be 
unveiled  to  mortal  eye,  filled  my  heart, 
to  the  exclusion  of  earth's  brightest  beau- 
tics.  I  thoufi^ht  on  the  outcasts  of  Israel 
and  the  dispersed  of  Judah : — I  though^ 
how  oden  had  those  lips  breathed  the 
language,  "  Turn  ye,  turn  ye ;  why  will 
ye  die,  O  house  of  Israel?" — how  fre- 
quently those  lifeless  hands  had  dispensed 
the  water  of  baptism,  and  the  consecrated 
elements  of  the  Lord's  supper,  to  such  ae 
obeyed  the  call :  and  how  high  that  heart 
had  beat  in  holy  exultation  over  tlie  lost 
sheep  so  gathered  back  into  tlie  fold.  One 
short  sentence  of  inspiration  expressed 
what  no  tongue  of  man  or  angel  could 
otlierwise  have  uttered,  ^'Blessed  is  he 
that  blesseth  Thee." 

Sitting  down  to  supper  with  Abraham, 
Isaac,  and  Jacob,  in  the  kingdom  of  God, 
is  our  Lord's  own  description  of  the  privi- 
leges reserved  for  such  as  be  Abraheim'e 
children  by  faitlj ;  and,  blessed  be  His  holy 
name ! — tliere  is  no  difliercnce  of  Jew  or 
Gentile  in  that  consummation  of  eternal 
felicity.  But  I  cannot  imagine  with  what 
eye  or  with  what  understanding  those 
persons  read  the  bible,  who  see  there  no 
especial  reference  to  the  continued  elder- 
brotherhood  of  the  literal  Israelite,  even  to 
the  end  of  the  world:  or  who  consider 
that  in  the  wide  promulgation  of  the  gos- 
pel, for  which  we  are  taught  to  look  and 
to  pray,  the  converted  Jew  will  not  be 
made  a  chosen  and  peculiarly  honoured 
instrument  in  the  Lord's  hands.  Not  that 
I  expect  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  to  be- 
come the  kingdom  of  our  God  and  of  his 
Christ,  by  a  quiet  extension  of  the  truth. 
No,  I  believe  that  tlie  wine  press  of  wrath 
must  first  be  trodden,  and  the  enemies  of 
the  Son  be  broken  to  pieces — dashed 
asunder  like  the  shreds  of  a  potter's  vessel. 
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I  believe  that  Crreat  Bab3rlon,  papal 
Rome,  must  come  in  remembrance  before 
him,  and  receive  the  cup  of  the  fierceness 
of  the  wrath  of  Almighty  God,  in  rec- 
ompense for  the  wine  of  the  wrath  of  her 
fornications,  wherewith  she  has  seduced 
the  kings  of  ihe  earth  and  blasphemed  the 
Most  High.  I  beheve  that  the  whole 
company  of  Antichrist,  papal  and  infidel, 
mast  be  violently  overthrown,  and  the  day 
of  vengeance  usher  in  the  year  of  the  re- 
deemed of  the  Lord.  It  is  in  combination 
with  ail  tliis,  that  I  look  for  the  full  in- 
gathering of  Grod's  ancient  people,  their 
r»-establishment  in  the  land  which  he 
gave  unto  their  fathers,  to  Abraham  and 
HiB  seed  for  ever,  the  restoration  of  that 
land  to  more  than  its  pristine  fertility,  and 
the  abundant  going  forth  of  the  law  of  the 
Lord  from  Jerusalem;  by  means  of  his 
Own  reconciled  Israel — once  more,  and  in 
a  higher  sense  than  ever,  a  royal  priest- 
hood, a  peculiar  people,  a  blessing  to  the 
uttermost  ends  of  the  earth. 

When  it  firpt  pleased  God,  by  his  Spirit, 
io  open  my  understanding  to  those  things 
which  are  foolishness  to  the  natural  man, 
and  before  I  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  com- 
nmnion,  by  word  or  letter,  with  any  of  his 
people,  I  was  so  powerfully  struck  by  the 
distinctness  of  Uic  promises  given  to  the 
literal  seed  of  Abraham,  that  I  oilen  de- 
rised  plans  for  sending  forth  fishers  to 
fish,  and  hunters  to  hunt  for  them ;  of\en 
prayed  over  the  ninth  chapter  of  Daniel ; 
and  longed  to  proclaim  to  others,  which  I 
■opposed  a  new  discovery — that  Israel 
should  again  blossom,  and  bud,  and  fill 
the  world  with  fruit  I  know  not  whether 
my  surprise  or  my  joy  was  the  greater,  on 
being  told,  after  a  long  while,  that  an  ex- 
tensive and  increasing  society  was  in  ac- 
tual operation  to  this  very  end :  and  how- 
ever slightly  I  may  have  seemed  to  re- 
gard the  subject,  under  the  conviction 
that  my  own  line  of  service  was  marked 
in  a  difierent  path,  I  think  there  is  no  pros- 
pect of  spiritual  blessedness,  or  temporal 
prosperity  for  Christ's  church,  presented 
to  my  mind,  wherein  "  thr  Jew  first"  is 
not  recognized.  Yes,  like  my  winter 
nosegay,  so  bright  in  death,  the  several 
ehoots  of  that  venerable  stem,  which  have 
yet  a  name  to  live  and  are  dead,  speak 
the  language  of  assured  promise  to  me. 
The  root  that  bore  them  still  survives,  a  I 


perennial,  destined  to  bloom  again  in  the 
multitude  of  its  blossoms,  and  to  send 
forth  many  an  ofi'-set  to  other  gardens, 
where  the  Lord  shall  plant  them,  and  keep 
them,  and  water  them  every  moment 

It  18  a  better  ingredient  in  the  overfloTV- 
ering  ourse  of  Rome,  that  pagan  or  papal, 
she  has  ever  persecuted  the  Jews.  That 
brand  is  imprinted  so  deeply,  that  the  fires 
now  kindling  for  her  will  not  bum  it  out : 
— "  Cursed  is  he  that  curseth  thee."  It  m 
the  singular  privilege  of  poor  Ireland  that 
she  is  totally  free  from  this  stigma,  so 
widely  extended  over  Europe  ;  and  it  is 
well  known  how,  in  her  deep  poverty,  the 
riches  of  her  liberality  have  abounded  to- 
wards the  missionary  work  now  carried  on 
among  the  Hebrew  people ;  and  shall  not 
poor  Ireland  one  day  set  her  seal,  despised 
and  forsaken  as  she  now  is,  to  the  equally 
sure  record,  "  Blessed  is  he  that  bleeseth 
Thee."  God's  blaspheming  enemy  is  still 
permitted,  to  a  great  extent,  to  trample 
down  one  who  never  set  her  foot  upon  the 
neck  of  God's  prostrate  people:  but  all 
these  things  are  had  in  remembrance  be- 
fore him,  and  when  he  maketh  inquisition 
for  blood  he  will  not  forget  it  The  Ama- 
ranthuB  is  a  treasury  of  precious  thought, 
recollections,  promises,  and  hopes — con- 
nected with  the  most  glorious  subject  that 
can  possibly  occupy  the  mind  of  man — 
the  coming,  kingdom,  and  glory  of  the 
Messiah.  Oh,  that  he  would  shortly  ac- 
complish the  number  of  his  elect,  and  has- 
ten that  hour !  The  world  is  lying  dead 
around  ;  the  torpor  of  indifierence  is  only 
varied  by  the  tumult  of  tempestuous 
strife.  The  pleasures  of  earth,  like  the 
gay  flowers  that  fell  before  the  frost,  per- 
ish in  the  using,  and  thorns  stand  out  in  nar 
ked  savageness  to  mock  the  eye  tliat 
seeks  for  the  fair  mantle  that  once  con- 
cealed them.  Benumbed  or  torn  away, 
all  has  so  eluded  my  grasp,  that  while 
casting  a  glance  around,  I  am  tempted  to 
inquire,  Did  flowers  ever  bloom  here  ;  or 
can  they  again  make  bright  this  desolated 
ground?  But  the  lovely  Amaranthus 
smiles  an  answer,  conveying  to  my  soul 
that  sublime  word,  "I  am  the  Lord;  I 
change  not."  Yea,  and  while  humbly 
pleading  the  privilege  of  an  ingrafted 
Gentile  branch,  partaking  of  the  root  and 
fatness  of  the  parent  tree,  I  am  enabled  to 
receive,  on  behalf  of  the  literal  Israel,  the 
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fbll  pledge,  the  immutable  promise 
founded  on  the  immutability  of  Him  who 
has  spoken  it : — ^'  I  am  the  Lord ;  I  change 
not:  therefore  te  sons  op  Jacob  are  not 
consumed." 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE   VIOLET. 


How  Bweet  is  the  promise  of  an  ap- 
proaching spring,  when  winter  has  firmly 
established  his  severe  dominion!  Light 
^is  always  lovely ;  but  never  so  precious  as 
when  shining  in  a  dark  place ;  a  star, 
"  distinct  though  distant,"  bearing  witness 
that  we  are  on  the  right  track  to  "the 
haven  where  we  would  be."  Such  n  light 
we  are  told,  is  the  sure  word  of  prophecy, 
itself  an  earnest  of  what  it  promises,  even 
as  the  pole-star  in  the  midnight  sky  is  of 
the  day-beam  that  shall  break  in  the  east, 
whither  it  enables  us  by  its  bearing,  to  di- 
rect our  watchful  gaze.  A  promise  too, 
and  an  earnest,  of  a  more  gcnisd  season, 
are  united  in  the  lovely  little  flower  that  is 
breathing  its  rich  perfume  around  me  now. 
The  RuKsian  Violet,  formed  to  retain  both 
tint  and  fragrance  through  the  most  biting 
severity  of  weather,  gives  me  this  lesson 
of  hope ;  bringing  also  in  its  train  many  a 
recollection  no  less  dear  than  are  the  anti- 
cipations it  numbers. 

It  has  often  been  a  question  with  me 
whether  hope  or  faith  is  the  more  vividly 
depicted  in  this  flower :  but  they  are  inse- 
parable, or,  at  least,  they  ought  to  be  so. 
"  Hope  that  is  seen  is  not  hope :  for  what 
a  man  secth,  how  doth  he  yet  hope  for?" 
and  again,  Faith  is  "the  evidence  of 
things  not  seen."  Each  has  its  eye  fixed 
on  what  the  flesh  cannot  behold :  each  is 
in  itselt'  an  invisible  good,  yet  diflusing  by 
its  presence  such  sweets  as  nothing  else 
can  shed.  This  is  the  property  of  the 
violet;  it  droops  its  head,  and  hides  be- 
neath the  foliage  of  a  bank,  and  makes  it- 
self known,  not  tlirough  the  medium  of 
our  sight,  but  by  the  sense  of  delicious  en- 
joyment, when  we  pass  by  its  fragrance- 
breathing  covert  To  most  minds  there 
is  something  attractive  in  the  mysterious  j 
and  from  childhood  I  have  taken  special  i 


pleasure  in  the  ramble  of  which  the  pro- 
i  fessed  object  was  to  pick  violets.    With 
I  small  baskets  pendant  from  our  hands, 
often  have  we,  as  a  lively  troop  of  young- 
sters, sallied  forth  along  the  lane,  over  the 
meadow,  and  down  by  the  long  narrow 
channel  that  separated  the  road  from  its 
tall  hedge-row  fence,  where  ran  a  shallow 
stream  of  tolerably  pure  water,  supplied 
by  a  neighbouring  spring.    This  streaia 
rose  among  the  pebbles,  under  a  foot- 
bridge of  light  planks,  and  afler  spreading 
around,  in  different  directions,  as  if  uncer- 
tain which  way  to  shape  its  future  course, 
it  finally  settled  to  divide  itself,  and  replen- 
ished the  excavations  on  either  side  the 
afore-mentioned  hedge.    Perhaps  it  wai 
the  abundant  moisture  thus  supplied  that 
caused  the  vegetation  of  the  bank  to  shoot 
so  high  and  spread  so  luxuriantly.   Certain 
it  is  that,  what  with  the  bright  holly  and 
its  ruby  berries  throughout  winter,  the 
sweet  hawthorn  flower  in  May,  the  brfar 
rose  and  straggling  honey-suckle  in  the 
summer    montiis,  and    the    overhanging 
mass  of  bramble,  festooned  with  the  wild 
vine,  to  autumn's  close,  this  was  a  veiir 
king  of  hedges.    Here  and  there,  a  stout 
knotted    oak    threw   out    its    capacious^ 
though  not  lofty  trunk,  seeking,  as  it  weroi 
to  hide  the  wounds  inflicted  on  its  head  by 
a  superabundance  of  foliage  :  while,  be- 
neath the  shelter  of  these  various  guar- 
dians appeared  a  succession  of  wild  flow* 
ers,  so  numerous,  so  abundant,  that  one 
wondered  how  they  found  room  to  grow, 
or  left  space  sufficient  to  exhibit  the  peea- 
liarly   cool    and    refreshing    green    that 
formed  the  ground-work  of  the  enchanting 
tapestry. 

Here  it  was  that  the  violet  loved  to  hide 
its  head:  not  growing  on  the  bank  be- 
yond^  but  lurking  under  a  sort  of  project- 
ing shelf  on  our  side  of  the  channel.  N» 
dusty  road  was  bordered  by  tlie  little 
stream:  the  carriage-way  was  unfre- 
quented, except  by  the  vehicles  employed 
in  agricultural  operations  on  the  property ; 
a  well-fastened  gate  at  the  end  excluding 
all  others.  Accordingly,  the  grass  sprang 
up  at  will,  save  only  in  the  track  of  the 
horses  «nd  wheels,  and  a  broad  border 
of  dwarf  furze,  intermingled  with  fern 
and  stately  thistles,  separated  this  road 
from  the  high  verdant  footpath  that  strag* 
gled  in  unequal  width  nearest  the  edgei 
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Here  we  roeimed,  together  or  apart,  whe- 
ther in  quest  of  wild  flowers,  or  merely 
lor  a  stroll :  but  I  soon  discovered  a  more 
tempting  track,  aud  many  a  time  did  I 
steal  through  a  gap,  close  beside  one  of 
tlie  stunted  oedcs  to  enjoy  the  solitude  that 
few  others  cared  to  court 

The  interior  side  of  tlie  hedge  was  fur 
less  gay,  but  to  me  more  attractive ;  the 
channel  there  was  so  narrow  as  to  be 
hardly  perceptible,  wliile  tlie  bank  was 
smoother,  more  abrupt,  and  bearing  only 
sach  flowers  as  love  the  shade.  Violets 
there  were  in  unsuspected  profusion,  for  I 
never  told  how  rich  a  store  I  had  disco- 
vered, neitlier  did  I  gather  them.  Their 
iVagrance  satisfied  me  as  I  slowly  wan- 
dered along,  peering  over  the  fair  pas- 
turage that  stretched  northward,  and  lifl- 
ing  many  a  look  to  the  hne  of  distant 
hills,  basking  in  the  sunshine  from  which 
I  was  screened  by  that  tall  fence.  My 
▼iolet  bank  was  like  a  miser^s  hoard, 
guarded  from  other  hands,  and  untouched 
by  my  own.  It  seemed  so  in  keeping  with 
the  innocent,  shy-looking  lambs  that,  at 
the  same  season,  were  trying  their  limbs 
on  the  grass,  that  I  never  wished  to  rob 
the  landscape  of  its  fanciful  association. 
Oh  the  light,  the  beauty  of  tender  spring, 
aa  it  meets  a  youthful  spirit,  contemplative, 
hut  still  unclouded  with  the  cares  of  life  ! 
The  Violets  before  me  are  violets  also,  as 
beautiful,  as  odorous,  as  any  tliat  ever 
sweetened  my  path;  but  tlie  external 
scenery  of  chill,  confirmed  winter  that  sur- 
rounds me  is  not  more  dissimilar  from  the 
budding  luxuriance  of  the  sunshiny  land- 
scape, instinct  with  life  and  motion,  than 
are  the  inward  cogitations  that  accompany 
my  present  employment  from  the  dreams 
of  that  period.  The  flower  is  the  same, 
and  the  flower  only ;  I  can  bend  over  it 
until,  *•  The  past  returns,  the  present  flies" 
— fintil  the  frost  and  snow  of  cheerless 
winter  are  replaced  in  my  tlioughts  by  the 
budding  graces  of  advanced  spring ;  and 
the  turmoil,  the  anxieties,  the  disappoint- 
ments, the  perplexities  of  every  day  give 
place  to  the  placid  flow  of  feeling  that 
rolled  along  so  sofUy,  yet  so  brightly,  as  I 
rambled  beside  the  violet  bank.' 

But  retrospections  of  past  happiness  do 
not  produce  this  tranquillity  of  spirit; 
though  divested  by  distance  and  time  of 
fhe  little  inequalities  that  even  then  rufiled 


its  course.  They  rather  seem  to  afibrd  a 
sort  of  foretaste,  a  faint  specimen  of  what 
the  human  mind  is  capable  of  enjoying, 
when  relieved  alike  from  cares  for  the  pre- 
sent and  from  fears  for  the  future.  Faint, 
indeed,  is  the  shadow  so  long  past  of  the 
substance  that  is  yet  to  come :  but  self 
appears  to  vanish  from  the  picture  when  1 
contemplate  the  delights  reserved  for,  per- 
haps, a  future  race  of  earth's  inhabitants, 
when  Uie  glorious  day  of  her  promised 
renovation  dawns,  and  the  great  enemy  of 
their  peace  is  chained,  and  the  kingdoms 
of  this  world  openly  become  what  in  real- 
ity tliey  never  ceased  to  be — the  kingdom 
of  our  God  and  of  his  Christ.  That  such  a 
period  of  blessedness  is  in  store  for  the 
church,  no  reader  of  scripture  thinks  of 
denying:  that  the  period  draws  rapidly 
near,  no  observer  of  passing  signs  can 
doubt  I  am  not  going  to  enter  upon  the 
difficult  ground  of  millennarian  doctrine  : 
my  own  views  are  fixed  and  settled,  so  far 
as  I  can  trace  the  sure  word  of  prophecy : 
and  that  is,  perhaps,  a  little  farther  than 
I  am  in  the  habit  of  proclaiming.  It  is  a 
subject  better  suited  for  private  meditation 
than  for  the  noisy,  and  sometimes  un- 
friendly discussions  that  result  from  forcing 
it  into  notice.  Nothing  can  be  more 
sweet,  more  profitable,  than  to  exchange 
thoughts  upon  it  with  one  who  sympa- 
thizes in  our  views  and  hopes :  few  things 
more  ungracious  than  to  parade  it  before 
the  unwilling  eyes  of  a  brother  or  sister 
who  beholds  it  tlirough  a  diflerent  me- 
dium :  but  this  I  will  say,  that  the  violet — 
and  above  all  the  Russian  violet — is  iden- 
tified in  my  mind  with  a  hope  that  will  not 
make  ashamed,  because  it  is  founded  on 
what  the  Lord  hath  spoken  concerning  the 
world  and  the  church  in  the  latter-day 
glory. 

By  the  world  I  do  not  mean  that  which 
hateth  Christ  and  his  people,  but  the  ma- 
terial world,  which  he  formed  at  the  first 
so  very  good,  to  be  tlie  habitation  of  an 
obedient,  happy  race  of  beings — die  origi- 
nal regalia,  whereof  some  scattered  and 
broken  gems  lie  around  us,  go  where  wc 
will,  bespeaking  what  must  have  been  the 
grandeur  of  the  combination  that  once  ex- 
isted ;  what  will  be  the  magnificence  of 
its  future  display.  The  earth,  perhaps, 
will  even  then  require  the  hand  of  labour 
and  of  skill  to  direct  its  abundant  produc- 
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lions :  it  may  be  once  more  a  garden  of 
Eden,  and  man  will  be  set  in  it  to  dress 
and  to  keep  it,  as  of  old :  for  a  state  of  in- 
activity is  incompatible  with  a  state  of 
perfect  enjoyment  But  the  foot  will  not 
tiien  be  torn  by  thorns  and  briars,  nor  the 
spirit  wounded  by  unkindness:  the  hand 
will  not  know  tlie  sting  of  venomous  plant 
or  reptile,  neitlier  will  the  conscience  be 
stung  by  virulent  passions,  or  unavailing 
remorse.  The  strong  will  not  oppress  the 
weak,  nor  Uie  mighty  prey  on  tlie  helpless. 
Imperfection  and  infirmity  must  needs 
cleave  to  humanity,  in  tliat  which  is  not 
destined  to  be  its  final  state  of  being ;  but 
when  all  shall  know  the  Lord  from  the 
least  to  Uic  greatest,  when  none  shall  hurt 
nor  destroy  in  all  liis  holy  mountain,  when 
the  eartii  shall  be  filled  with  die  knowledge 
of  his  glory,  and  the  accuser  of  the  breth- 
ren cast  down,  the  roaring  and  devour- 
ing lion  chained,  and  the  corrupt  principle 
in  man,  restrained  by  victorious  grace, 
find  no  tempting  fiend  to  urge  it  into  re- 
bellious action, — oh  it  will  be  a  joyous 
thing  to  lo  >k  abroad  upon  a  renovated 
creation,  and  to  hold  sweet  communion 
with  the  Most  High,  in  tlie  midst  of  His 
shining  handy-work ! 

I  cannot  attach  individual  biography  to 
this  sweet  flower,  the  Violet ;  for  I  have 
confined  the  record  of  these  associations 

to  the  departed,  and  of  tliose  only  D 

and  the  dumb  boy  took  delight  in  the  sub- 
ject; though,  blessed  be  God!  I  have 
many  dear  living  friends  with  whom  to 
hold  sweet  converse  upon  it  Nay,  tlie 
violet  has  an  antitype  too ;  but  long,  very 
long  may  it  be  ere  that  beloved  individual's 
name  shall  appear  in  any  record  of  the 
departed !  Still,  amid  ''  a  multitude  of 
tiioughts" — they  might  safely  be  varied 
like  the  psalm,  and  translated  "  sorrows" 
loo— that  I  have  in  my  mind,  it  may  be 
forgiven  if  I  welcome  the  refreshment 
breathed  on  my  soul  by  this  gentle  little 
visiter,  the  soft,  sweet  Violet,  with  its 
serious,  yet  cheerful  countenance,  its  tran- 
quillizing influence,  and  its  promise  of 
happier  days.  The  individual  referred  to, 
will  probably  read  these  pages :  but  will 
be  the  last  to  suspect  ttie  identity:  and 
that  which  has  never  been  spoken  cannot 
be  betrayed.  Therefore,  of  all  my  Violet- 
natured  friends,  none  need  be  apprehen- 
aive  of  any  farther  publication  than  my 
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dear  little  store  on  the  north  side  of  the 
hedge  experienced. 

I  have  named  D as  taking  delight 

in  this  subject:  in  reality,  he  was  most 
stiflly  opposed  to  what  are  called  the 
modem  millennarian  views,  including  a 
personal  reign  of  Christ  for  a  thousand 
years  on  tliis  visible  earth.  I  well  remem- 
ber his  answer  to  a  I'riend,  who,  in  trying 
to  combat  his  <objections  said,  ^'  Suppose  a 
person  ^ere  to  exclaim  to  you,  Yonder  ii 
the  Lord,  sitting  in  that  cloud,  coming  in 
glory  towards  us,  would  you  not  look  up?" 

D briskly  replied,  *'No,  I  would  not: 

for  it  is  written,  ^  If  they  say  unto  you,  lo 
here  is  Christ,  or  lo  there,  believe  them 
not' "  The  subject  was,  of  course,  a  per- 
sonal pre-millennial  advent ;  and  when  in 
more  familiar  discourse,  we  have  talked 
over  the  matter,  he  has  often  said  to  me, 
^^  Never  mind,  dear  friend,  let  him  now  fix 
his  throne  in  our  hearts ;  and  whensoever 
and  whersoever  he  appears  to  reign,  you 
and  I  shall  reign  with  him."  I  did  not  so 
far  differ  from  him,  nor  do  I  now,  as  to  ex- 
cite any  debate :  and  very  delightful  were 
the  walks  that  we  have  taken,  amid  wild 
but  beautiilil  scenery,  anticipating  the  de- 
struction of  all  tliat  could  harm,  and  the 
re-establishment  of  all  tliat  could  rejoice 
tlie  eye  and  heart  of  man,  when  the  pro- 
mised period  should  arrive  of  the  Lord's 
reign — be  it  of  what  nature  it  might 

The  Russian  Violet,  springing  from  the 
frozen  ground,  amid  storms  and  every 
mark  of  devastation,  presents  also  a  more 
exact  type  of  what  I  conceive  will  be  the 
circumstances  of  that  period.  That  the 
world  will  be  converted  by  the  preaching 
of  the  gospel,  I  have  not  tlie  slightest  ex- 
pectation. Judgments  most  terrible,  such 
a  blasting  of  the  breath  of  divine  displeas- 
ure as  shall  wither  the  nations,  such  a 
breaking  to  pieces  under  tlie  rod  of  his 
wratli  as  the  rending  of  the  wildest  tem- 
pest never  inflicted  on  the  shrivelled  leaves 
of  the  frost-nipped  forest,  are  what  I  look 
for,  as  the  sure  precursors  of  that  glowing 
spring.  I  know  that  the  great  papal 
Babylon,  and  tlie  blasphemy-branded  beast 
of  infidelity  which  she  is  even  now  bestri- 
ding, shall  be  destroyed  by  tiie  brightness 
of  the  Lord's  coming:  I  know  that  the 
princes  and  mighty  men,  and  all  the  host 
of  their  antichristian  alliance,  shall  vainly 
cry  to  the  mountains  to  fall  on  them  and 
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to  the  rocke  to  hide  them  from  the  wrath 
of  the  Lamb.  The  gospel  must  be 
preached  as  a  witness  throughout  the 
world,  and  then  shall  the  end  come :  and 
oh,  what  a  blessedness  will  be  theirs  who 
■ee  the,  perhaps,  few  souls  gathered  out, 
through  their  instrumentality,  from  the 
doomed  mass,  enabled  to  shelter  them- 
selves not  from,  but  in  the  hand  of  that 
awful  King !  When  the  dfvf  of  vengeance 
is  in  his  heart  to  execute  it,  then  the  year 
of  his  redeemed  is  come.  When  the  great 
day  of  his  wrath  arrives,  the  weakest  are 
they  who  shall  be  found  able  to  stand — 
even  such  as  have  become  little  children, 
that  they  may  enter  the  kingdom  of 
heaven. 

It  is  when  contemplating  the  horrors  of 
that  fiery  tempest,  that  the  soul  which  has 
taken  refuge  in  Jesus  can  find  a  calm  amid 
the  petty  storms  of  the  passing  day.  It  is 
when  dwelling  on  the  promised  unity  and 
peace  of  the  Redeemer's  church,  the  pre- 
dicted beauty  and  fertility,  and  holiness  of 
this  fair  world,  tliat  we  can  smile  upon 
the  disfiguring  work  of  these  wintry  ele- 
ments. Whatever  allowance  be  made 
for  the  highly  figurative  language  of  scrip- 
ture, notliing  can  divest  it  of  the  plain  lit- 
eral meaning  that  breathes  from  every 
page  of  its  prophetic  announcements.  To 
argue  that  because  all  believers  are  chil- 
dren of  faithful  Abraham,  therefore  the 
promises  made  to  his  actual  race  are  all  to 
be  taken  spiritually,  and  that  no  future  res- 
toration IS  in  store  for  the  dispersed  of 
Judah  and  the  outcasts  of  Israel ;  or  that 
because  the  enlargement  and  blessedness 
of  the  church  are  oflen  predicted  under 
the  similitude  of  material  things,  we  are 
tiierefore  not  to  look  for  an  actual  restora- 
tion of  mucli  thatiias  been  lost  or  defaced, 
through  the  usurpation  of  Satan  and  the 
abounding  of  permitted  iniquity — ^is  jnst  to 
degrade  the  Bible  into  a  book  of  riddles, 
calculated  to  raise  false  hopes  and  to 
invite  expectations  that  are  never  to  be 
realized. 

This  frigid  and  confined  plan  of  inter- 
pretation I  leave  to  those  who  take  no 
pleasure  in  surveying  the  traces  of  God's 
footsteps  among  his  visible  works:  or 
whose  mortal  lot  is  one  of  such  unm filed 
quietude,  or  of  such  utter  abstraction  from 
present  things,  that  tliey  see  not  any 
grouod  for  deairing  a  chaoge  in  the  face 


of  the  earth,  until  all  be  finally  destroyed. 
I  love  to  tliink  otherwise :  I  love  to  look  at 
the  uniform  uninterrupted  course  of  the 
immense  machinery  of  the  heavens ;  and 
believing  this  to  be  the  only  spot  where 
the  order  and  harmony  of  a  perfect  crea- 
tion have  been  interrupted,  to  anticipate  a 
day  when  our  litde  globe  shall  once  more 
move  on,  not  only  obedient  to  tliose  laws 
which  have  not  been,  cannot  be  broken, 
but  also  in  the  loveliness  with  which  the 
Lord  at  first  invested  her,  and  which  has 
been  so  fearfully  marred,  trampled  on  by 
his  rebellious  foes.  What  have  the  inno- 
cent elements  done,  that  we  should  resolve 
to  believe  that  an  exterminating  decree 
has  gone  forth  against  them,  in  their  pres- 
ent degraded  state  ?  We  know  that  the 
whole  creation  groaneth  and  travaileth  in 
pain  together — that  the  creature  was 
made  subject  to  vanity  not  willingly: — 
but  I  am  touching  on  debateable  ground : 
and  it  will  be  better  to  ponder  in  silence 
on  these  themes  over  my  sweet  violet, 
which  sends  back  to  me  all  the  breathings 
of  hope,  patiently  waiting  for  that  which 
yet  it  sees  not 
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THE  MIGNONETTE. 


There  is,  I  think,  only  one  among  the 

usual  phenomena  of  our  climate,  to  which 

I  cannot  reconcile  myself.    A  clear  sunny 

sky  is  exhilarating,  a  cloudy  one  generally 

picturesque.     Light  rain  is  refreshing :   a 

good  pelting  shower  is  emphatic.    A  gusty 

day  is  pregnant  with  amusing  incidents,  a 

steady  gale  rouses  all  one's  energies  to 

withstand  it,  and  a  regular  tempest  is  the 

ne  plus  ultra  of  magnificence.    But  a  fog  I 

a  misty,  drizzling,  distilling  from  a  lofr 

colourless,    shapeless,  monotonous  sky — 

this  is  a  sore  trial  of  patience.    Nor  am  I 

singular  in  acknowledging  the  ungenial 

influence  of  such  a  season ;  for  my  dog 

drops  his  ears  and  looks  pensive ;  my  cat 

<  exhibits  an  aspect  decidedly  melancholy ; 

;  my  playful  squirrel  huddles  himself  up  in 

I  a  comer  of  his  box,  diregarding  the  call  to 

:  come  forth ;  and  even  my  noble  falcon, 

I  bold  as  the  mountains  of  her  native  Don^ 
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gal,  and  sprightly  as  the  peasant  maidens 
who  pull  the  flax  at  their  feet — even  my 
beautiful  Jess,  sits  with  ruffled  plumage 
and  depressed  head,  a  miniature  personifi- 
cation of  the  king  of  birds,  as  described  by 
Gray,  when  slumber  has  quenched 

The  terror  of  hb  beak,  the  lightning  of  his  eye. 

Who  would  not  pity  a  poor  scribbler 
under  such  circumstances,  reminded  by  a 
hint  from  the  region  of  types — I  mean  a  typo- 
graphical not  a  typical  hint — that  it  was  full 
time  to  supply  the  cravings  of  the  press 
with  another  Chapter.  With  loitering  step 
and  woful  countenance,  and  head  as  misty 
as  the  weatlier,  I  entered  my  study  this 
morning,  trying  to  conjure  up  the  phan- 
toms of  some  appropriate  reminiscences, 
when  behold !  just  placed  on  my  table  by 
the  hand  of  afiectionate  indulgence, — un- 
conscious how  timely  was  tlie  boon — ap- 
peared two  flower-pots,  tlie  one  containing 
a  most  beautiful  heath,  tlie  other  a  plant 
of  fragrant  mignonette.  Botli  of  these  are 
full  to  overflowing  with  recollections  pre- 
cious to  my  heart  The  language  of 
flowers,  addressed  to  me  as  I  walk  along, 
is  ever,  ''  Don't  you  remember  ?"  and  oh, 
in  what  touching  unison  the  heath  and 
mignonette  appeal  to  my  spirit  now !  The 
seed  of  the  latter  was  the  first  that  my 
fond  father  gave  me  to  sow  in  the  little 
garden  portioned  out,  in  his  own  most 
noble  and  spacious  one,  and  divided  be- 
tween me  and  my  lovely  brother,  with  the 
scrupulous  impartiality  that  tends  above 
all  other  things  to  keep  unbroken  the  bond 
of  fraternal  love :  the  former,  the  flowering 
heath,  was  the  last  gifl  bestowed  by  that 
beloved  hand,  on  his  delighted  girl,  before 
a  sudden  instantaneous  blow,  laid  it 
I  owerless  in  death.  I  know  not  how,  but 
hereafter  I  shall  know,  why  two  out  of  the 
three  precious  ties  which  bound  my  heart 
from  infancy  were  snapped  with  such  fear- 
ful abruptness : — why  my  midnight  sleep 
was  broken  by  a  frantic  summons  to  come 
and  see  my  father  die ;  and  why,  after 
many  a  long  year,  my  waking  eye  must 
fall  upon  a  letter  exciting  no  alarm,  but 
holding  out  the  hope  of  pleasant  news 
from  the  distint  object  of  my  fondest  affec- 
tion— and  telling  me  that  he  was  drowned. 

"  Even  so.  Father,  for  so  it  seemed  good 
in  thy  sight."  There  is  not  in  man,  nor  in 
any  created  intelligence,  that  which  will 


enable  the  lacerated  heart  secretly  and 
sincerely  to  breathe  those  words.  I  say 
secretly,  because,  without  any  conscious 
insincerity,  the  lip  will  often  utter  such 
language,  when  the  spirit  is  internally 
writhing  with  resisted,  but  not  subdued 
rebellion.  I  know  not  whether  perfect  and 
unvarying  resignation  to  tlie  stripes  of  our 
Father's  rod  is  the  experience  of  any 
of  his  children.  It  is  not  mine :  rebel- 
lion is  written  on  me,  in  legible  charac- 
ters ;  but  sometimes,  when  the  tide  of 
awakened  emotion  sets  in  with  a  rush  of 
recollections  the  most  overwhelming,  a 
voice  mightier  than  tlie  noise  of  many 
waters,  says,  "Peace,  be  still!"  and  im- 
mediately there  is  a  great  calm :  so  great, 
so  sweet,  so  wonderful,  that  it  can  be  no 
other  than  the  work  of  Him,  who,  touched 
with  a  feeling  of  our  infirmities,  has  the 
sympathy  of  man  to  comprehend  the  sor- 
row, and  tlie  omnipotence  of  Grod  to  sub- 
due it 

Now  looking  again  upon  the  flowers  be- 
fore me,  1  am  struck  witli  the  vast  privilege 
of  mind :  its  prerogatives  so  far  above  the 
nearest  approach  that  animal  instinct  in 
its  highest  development  can  attain  to. 
My  dumb  companions  are  all  remarkably 
sagacious,  and  have  been  brought  to  such 
an  amicable  understanding,  that  the  little 
dog  frequently  shares  his  basket  with  the 
cat, — and  the  latter  has  many  a  game  of 
play  with  the  squirrel,  through  his  bars,— 
and  I  have  seen  the  falcon  between  the 
dog's  paws,  without  either  exhibiting  any 
alarm  or  anger,  although  the  whole  party 
combine  in  testifying  the  hottest  displea- 
sure if  a  strange  animal  enters  their  pres- 
ence. So  companionable  they  are,  that 
sometimes  I  can  hardly  trace  the  separa- 
ting line  between  their  fine  instinct  and 
the  reasonable  principle  in  man ;  but  here 
it  stands  out  in  striking  inferiority.  There 
is  in  them  no  perception  of  what  is  so 
thrillingly  felt  by  me  ;  they  all  look  at  the 
beauteous  plants,  because  their  vigilance 
is  alive  to  tlie  introduction  of  any  new  ob- 
ject among  them ;  the  squirrel  is  fearful, 
the  cat  suspicious,  the  falcon  curious,  and 
the  dog  jealous :  but  the  whole  world  of 
flowers  may  bloom  in  all  their  splendid 
tints,  and  breathe  their  united  sweets, 
without  aflfording  aught  that  can  counter- 
act the  atmospherical  influence.  In  short, 
matter  remains  buried  in  the  fog,  while 
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mind  soars  far  above  it  to  regions  of  sun- 
shine and  joy. 

The  Mignonette,  as  I  have  remarked, 
takes  precedence  of  all  other  flowers  in  my 
gardening  associations.  Well  do  I  re- 
member the  site  of  my  small  estate,  skirt- 
ing a  gentle  grassy  ascent  in  the  orchard, 
down  whicii  it  was  our  especial  delight  to 
roll  our  plump  little  persons  on  a  warm 
dry  day.  My  father  whose  taste  for  flori- 
culture was  remarkable,  had  requested 
his  favourite  gardener  to  procure  a  new 
and  choice  specimen  of  the  flower :  and, 
on  opening  the  paper,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Why,  Thome,  you  promised  me  a  parti- 
cular sort ;  but  this  is  the  common  Migno- 
nette." "  No,  no,  sir,"  replied  the  gardener 
proudly  pointing  to  the  inscription  on  the 
wrapper;  "tlxis  is  the  Mig-no-net-te." 
The  deep  dimple  in  my  fatlier's  cheek  be- 
trayed the  smile  that  his  kind  feeling  strove 
to  repress ;  and  without  farther  remark,  he 
served  out  to  us  respectively  a  pinch  of 
the  distinguished  seed,  which  we  carefully 
deposited  and  raked  over :  though  I  can- 
not suppose  that  it  came  to  maturity :  as 
an  obstinate  propensity  for  having  what  is 
called  too  many  irons  in  the  fire  generally 
induced  roe  to  set  one  plant  over  another, 
to  the  destruction  of  all.  The  mignonette^ 
became,  however,  from  that  day,  a  prime 
ikvouritc  with  me :  and  such  it  will  remain, 
"while  memory  holds  her  seat;"  for  it 
brings  to  mind,  almost  to  view,  that  noble 
orchard  with  its  many  trees :  in  the  midst 
of  them  a  magnificent  mulberry,  of  great 
age  and  extraordinary  dimensions,  from 
whose  topmost  height  I  have  often  seen 
the  large  white  owl  sally  fortli  on  her  noc- 
turnal foray,  and  the  bat  wheel  round  and 
round,  then  plunge  into  the  impenetrable 
fortress  of  twisted  boughs  and  broad  luxu- 
riant leaves.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the 
garden  a  shrubbery  wound,  interspersed 
with  many  rare  and  beautiful  plants: 
while  our  own  little  grassy  knoll  stretched 
down  even  to  the  low  windows  of  the  prin- 
cipal room  in  an  old-fashioned  brick  house, 
covered  to  the  eaves  with  a  vine  that 
■eemed  coeval  with  itself.  These  recol- 
lections are  the  sweeter,  because  the  scene 
survives  in  memory  only.  I  was  but  ten 
years  old  when  we  bade  a  final  adieu  to 
the  abode;  and  eight  years  ader  that, 
having  an  opportunity  of  revisiting  it,  I 
flew,  rather  than  ran,  to  the  window  of  my 


old  apartment  overlooking  the  garden,  and 
beheld — a  timber-yard  ! 

Sometimes  I  regret  having  ever  under- 
taken these  Chapters.  They  lead  to  much 
egotism:  and  no  doubt  provoke  many 
smart  observations  irom  readers  whose 
minds,  unsoflened  by  adversity,  and  per- 
haps naturally  superior  to  the  comparative 
trifles  that  always  had  power  to  engage 
mine,  see  little  besides  puerility,  affecta- 
tion, and  prejudice,  in  tlieir  pages.  Yet, 
occasionally,  1  meet  a  tearful  look,  accom- 
panied with  the  remark,  "Your  chapter 
touched  a  chord  in  my  bosom,  and  soo  tiled 
a  troubled  spirit;"  or  something  similar. 
Therefore,  I  pursue  the  theme,  desiring 
to  assure  those  who  feel  with  me  that 
their  approval  is  dear  to  my  heart ;  and 
protesting  to  those  who  do  not,  that  they 
cannot  think  more  contemptuously  of  me 
and  my  work  than,  by  God's  grace,  I  am 
myself  enabled  to  do. 

Next  afler  the  heartsease,  I  Uiink  the 
Mignonette  is  the  most  perseveringly  de- 
lightful of  flowers.  As  lowly  in  situation, 
less  attractive  in  aspect,  but  so  fragrant, 
so  durable,  so  willing  to  take  root,  and 
grow,  and  gladden  all  around  it,  in  any 
soil,  or  any  spot,  under  any  circumstances, 
it  seems  to  typify  the  active,  unassuming 
Christian,  witli  singular  propriety.  How 
often,  on  entering  a  garden,  or  a  room,  the 
sense  is  feasted  as  by  the  odour  of  a 
thousand  flowers,  when  not  a  single 
bright  tint  meets  the  eye,  until  I  he  faint 
blush  upon  those  tiny  blossoms,  dis- 
tinguisliing  them  from  the  green  stem 
and  leaf,  reveals  the  source  of  such  wel- 
come fragrance.  That  blush  especially 
becomes  the  lowly  flower  and  the  retiring 
Christian,  who  lives,  and  grows,  and 
works,  while  others  live,  and  grow  and 
sparkle.  There  are  many  such:  my 
Mignonette,  like  tlie  ivy,  represents  a 
class;  and  I  will  name  that  class  forth- 
with, and  glory  in  it,  while  I  name  it — 
The  Irish  Scripture  Readers. 

"  What !  more  of  Ireland  and  the  Irish  ?" 
Dear  friend,  yes.  You  do  not  know 
enough  of  tliem  yet,  not  even  if  you  be 
cradled  in  the  very  bosom  of  the  Green 
Isle.  Some  of  you  are,  I  know;  and 
some  will  read  this,  who  may  remember 
when,  amid  a  cluster  of  warm  hearts, 
beneath  the  shade  of  a  noble  grove,  near 
a  venerable  ruin,  where  a  very  paradise 


GLIMPSES  OF  THE  PAST. 


237 


of  bright  flowers  and  brighter  smiles  is 
watered  by  the  majestic  Slaney,  a  fair 
twin  said  to  me,  "  We  do  love  your  chap- 
ters, and  cherish  all  the  flowers  you 
name."  That  day  was  one  of  deep  en- 
joyment, and  infused  new  energy  into  me : 
it  taught  me  that  young  hearts  might  be 
roused,  and  young  hands  nerved  in  the 
cause  of  their  country,  even  by  such 
means  as  these.  Let  those  who  refreshed 
my  spirits  then,  cherish  the  little,  lowly 
Mignonette,  and  blend  with  its  character 
the  humble  work  of  men  who,  unobserved, 
disregarded,  yea,  often  trampled  upon,  are 
breathing  through  the  wilderness  tlie  sa- 
vour of  life  unto  life. 

These  men  are  generally,  indeed  almost 
exclusively,  taken  from  the  humblest 
walks  of  society,  day-labourers,  weavers, 
and  sometimes  the  keepers  of  hedge- 
schools.  The  word  of  life,  by  some  ap- 
pointed means,  reaches  the  ear  and  heart 
of  the  poQjc  native  Irishman :  he  feels  its 
quickening  power,  and  being  himself 
raised  from  the  death  of  trespasses  and 
sins,  he  looks  abroad  upon  his  country- 
men, still  lying  under  the  shadow  of 
death,  and  constrained  by  the  love  of 
Christ,  burns  to  make  known  among  them 
the  unsearchable  riches  of  his  Saviour. 
The  Irish  being  his  vernaculair  tongue,  he 
speedily  learns  to  read  it,  by  means  of 
some  circulating  school  of  the  blessed 
"Irish  Society,"  and,  armed  with  the 
Sword  of  the  Spirit,  he  goes  forth  to  as- 
sail the  strong  holds  of  Satan,  in  the 
heart  of  the  Beast's  dominions.  This 
exposes  him  to  a  storm  of  persecution, 
well  understood  by  such  as  reside  in  Ire- 
land, but  inconceivable  by  an  English 
subject  As  regards  his  own  neighbour- 
hood and  class  in  society,  it  may  truly  be 
said  that  every  man's  hand  is  against 
him,  though  every  man's  heart  is  not 
The  power  of  priestly  intimidation  is 
brought  to  bear  on  all  who  venture  to  en- 
courage him ;  for  there  is  not  upon  earth 
so  terrible  an  object  to  a  true  priest  of 
Rome,  as  the  Holy  Bible;  unless  it  be 
the  man  who  dares  to  proclaim  its  sacred 
truth R,  in  a  language  understood  by  the 
people.  Consequently,  the  vassals  of 
popery  must  stand  arrayed  to  oppose 
him ;  and  it  is  too  undeniable  a  fact  that 
except  where  the  mind  has  been  spi- 
ritually enlightened,    the   nominal  Pro- 


testant beholds  with  suspicious  dislike  one 
who  has  forsaken  the  religion  of  his 
fathers;  and  sneeringly  denounces  ''the 
turncoat,"  though  the  turn  that  he  has 
taken  is  from  darkness  to  light,  from  the 
power  of  Satan  to  God. 

There  is  not,  perhaps,  among  the  hun- 
dreds of  Irish  scripture  readers,  at  this 
moment,  one  who  cannot  set  the  seal  of 
his  individual  experience  to  Paul's  decla- 
ration— "No  man  stood  by  me."  The 
enemy  levels  his  fiery  darts  at  every 
child  of  God :  how  much  more  anxiously 
and  accurately  at  one  who  goes  about  to 
assail  the  strongest  foundations  of  his 
most  elevated  throne !  I  know,  and  I 
avow,  that  to  attack  Popery  is  to  incur 
the  fiercest  assaults  of  hell :  to  rouse  up 
a  host  of  opposers,  calumniators,  open 
foes  and  false  brethren,  from  without; 
fears,  temptations,  and  fiery  trials  within. 
Our  solemn  convictions  are  denounced  as 
prejudices,  our  zeal  as  intemperance,  our 
foretliought,  fanaticism.  Shielded  from 
violence,  surrounded  by  encouraging 
helpers,  and  cheered  on  our  path  by  their 
approving  countenance,  still  we  who,  in 
Protestant  England,  dare  to  act  a  Pro- 
testant part,  are  liable  to  many  an  almost 
disabling  wound  in  the  house  of  our 
friends.  What  then  must  be  the  lot  of 
tlie  poor,  despised  peasant,  in  the  very 
citadel  of  popery,  taking  an  unsupported 
stand  against  the  united  forces  of  Satan 
and  man,  while  the  great  contest  that 
forced  Paul  to  cry  out,  "Oh,  wretched 
man  that  I  am !"  is  carried  on  within,  by 
the  Spirit  warring  against  the  flesh,  and 
the  flesh  against  the  Spirit 

But  the  Scripture  Reader  has  taken  up 
his  cross,  and  follows  Christ  He  goes 
on  often  through  persecutions,  afflictions, 
stripes  and  imprisonment  He  enters  the 
obscure  cabin  at  dusk,  and  addressing  the 
poor,  doubly  benighted  inmates,  in  the 
loved  accents  of  their  native  race,  he 
draws  from  his  bosom  the  proscribed 
"  story  of  peace,"  and  tells  them  in  the 
most  persuasive  of  all  words  that  Jesus 
Christ  came  into  the  world  to  save  sinners 
— that  wine  and  milk,  without  money  and 
without  price,  are  freely  held  fortli  to 
those  who,  up  to  that  hour,  had  been 
spending  their  money  for  that  which  is 
not  bread,  and  tlieir  labour  for  that  which 
satisfieth  not     Some  whose  hearts  tho 
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Lord  opens  receive  the  word  with  glad- 
ness: Olid  the  patient  labourer,  leaving  it 
to  a  mightier  hand  to  give  the  increase, 
proceeds  on  his  thorny  way,  to  plant  in 
anotlicr  spot.  His  life  is  tiius  passeil, 
until  i)crhaps  tlie  hand  of  persecuting  vio- 
lence waylays  him,  and  sends  him  to  his 
sure  reward  by  tlie  blow  of  a  stone,  or 
the  stab  of  a  knife,  while  his  last  breatli 
sobs  out  the  dying  prayer  of  Stephen,  in 
hope  that  the  murdering,  blaspheming 
Saul  may  become  like  himself  the 
preacher  of  tlie  faith  that  now  he  perse- 
cutes. Or,  if  rescued  from  the  assassin's 
hand,  this  lowly  Mignonette  of  the  Lord's 
parterre  maintains  his  inobtrusive  station 
at  the  foot  of  loftier  shrubs,  and  breathes 
the  odours  of  heaven  around  the  heel  that 
tramples  upon  his  unresisting  form. 

Taking  one  of  the  class,  I  will  name  an 
individual  well  known  to  me,  and  to  many 
in  England.  His  name  was  Dennis  Sul- 
livan :  his  native  place  was  Kerry.  Con- 
verted to  the  truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus,  he 
abjured  the  soul-destroying  errors  of 
Popery,  and  made  himself  eminently  use- 
ful, as  a  Reader,  to  the  Irish  Society  of 
London.  When,  in  1830,  the  Lord  first 
blessed  our  efforts  to  the  establishment  of 
an  Irish  church  in  St  Giles,'  Sullivan 
gave  his  whole  soul  to  the  cause :  and  I 
well  remember  that  our  earliest  meeting 
was  as  fellow-lubourers  in  it  About  that 
time  the  Reformation  Society  engaged 
his  services,  first  as  a  reader,  then  as 
clerk  in  their  office ;  and  most  faithfully, 
lealously,  •diligently,  did  he  perform  tlie 
duties  of  his  station  there,  until  the  hour 
of  closing  it  dismissed  him  to  the  post  he 
80  dearly  loved — a  teacher's  place  in  tlie 
adult  evening  school,  where  the  Irish  la- 
bouring poor  assemble  to  be  instructed  in 
reading  the  language  of  their  distant 
homes.  Ot^n  have  I  seen  him,  liis  honest 
countenance  all  alive  with  intelligence 
and  shrewdness,  seated  in  the  midst  of  a 
motley  crew,  paviors,  bricklayers,  black- 
smiths, and  such  like,  now  patiently  in- 
structing his  tall  pupils  in  tlic  first  rudi- 
ments of  literature,  now  plunged  into  a 
hot  controversy  on  some  disputed  point, 
and  maint&uning  his  ground  with  inimi- 
table steadiness.  Just  behind  him  was  a 
doset,  stored  with  books  of  reference, 
which  he  used  in  a  masterly  manner ;  and 
I  opoe  witnoMcd  a  Mene  of  curious  up- 


roar, provoked  by  a  contumacious  tailor, 
on  a  point  of  Popish  doctrine,  when  Sul- 
livan reached  backwards  to  his  treasury, 
produced  the  decrees  of  the  council  of 
Trent,  and  silenced  them  all. 

There  was  also  another  point  on  which 
I  found  die  most  perfect  sympathy  in  Sul- 
livan: his  attachment  to  D ,  the  be- 
loved heartsease,  was  intense.     On  the 

day  afler  D was  called  to  his  Father's 

house,  Sullivan  walked  down  some  miles 
to  where  I  was;  and  it  being  Sunday,  he 
only  arrived  after  we  were  in  Church. 
Entering  another  pew,  I  did  not  imme- 
diately observe  him :  but  when  at  last  our 
eyes  met,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  sat 
down.  Never  did  I  see  a  babe  weep  more 
unrestrainedly  than  that  stout  and  reso- 
lute man  continued  to  do  during  tlie  whole 
service.  I  afterwards  took  him  to  visit 
some  of  our  poor  lost  sheep  scattered  in 
that  neighbourhood ;  and  most  touchingly 
did  he  address  them.    At  tli^  grave  of 

D ,  ten  days  afterwards,  his  ardent 

Irish  feelings  again  defied  all  controuL  I 
scarcely  saw  him  since;  he  was  seized 
with  fever,  and  in  the  London  Hospital 
he  yielded  his  spirit  into  the  hands  of  the 
Lord  Jesus:  poor  in  this  world,  rich  in 
faith,  and  an  heir  of  the  kingdom  of  hea- 
ven. 

Dennis  Sullivan's  soul  would  have 
magnified  the  Lord,  could  he  have  beheld 
what  is  now  our  rejoicing  and  joy,  the  re- 
opening of  the  Irisli  church,  after  being 
for  two  years  and  a  half  closed,  under  the 
ministry  of  one  who  loves  to  labour  for 
the  outcasts  of  his  native  land.  There  is 
a  work  progressing  even  here:  much 
more  in  Ireland.  Whenever  a  sifting  day 
arrives,  it  will  amaze  the  most  sanguine 
to  survey  the  vast  quantity  of  good  grain 
now  buried  amid  the  chaff.  Self-sown  as 
it  were,  that  is  to  say,  directed  by  the 
hand  of  God  without  the  intervention  of 
presiding  men,  our  Mignonette  spreads 
with  rapid  increase,  and  ihe  produce  of 
an  inch  covers  many  a  rood  of  ground. 
Oh,  that  there  were  more  universally, 
among  the  Lord's  people,  a  heart  to  cher- 
ish the  young  plants,  to  fence  them  from 
the  foe,  to  shelter  them  from  the  frost,  and 
spread  them  yet  more  widely  by  the  aid 
of  judicious  cultivation !  What  kings  and 
statesmen,  ecclesiastics  and  warriors,  havo 
failed  in  attempting,  until  the  numbnesi 
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of  despair  has  paralyzed  their  efforts, 
even  tliat  is  being  effected,  by  the  slow 
and  imperceptible,  but  sure  progress  of 
Irish  Scripture  Readers.  The  cabin  in- 
mate is  christianized,  and  thereby  the 
turbulent,  sanguinary  rebel  becomes  a 
peaceable  loyal  subject,  both  to  his 
earthly  and  his  heavenly  Ruler.  T%e  axe 
is  laid  to  the  root;  while  it  lopped  the 
branches,  its  movements  were  alike  con- 
spicuous and  vain :  now  they  are  equally 
retired  and  successful.  To  cut  at  the 
foundation  of  the  evil,  and  to  lay  the 
foundation  of  the  good  work,  we  must  go 
low ;  and  with  the  lowly  is  wisdom.  Let 
us  keep  our  eye  upon  the  operation,  raise 
our  heart  to  the  .Lord,  and  extend  our 
hand  to  the  workmen,  unwearied  as  they 
are  in  well-doing  j  we  shall  then  both  see 
and  share  the  sure  and  precious  promise, 
'^  In  due  season  ye  shall  reap,  if  ye  faint 
not" 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE   GERANIUM. 


Among  the  things  that  I  have  most  Oe- 
quently  noticed,  and  for  which  I  can- 
not account,  is  the  endless  diversity  of 
taste,  as  regards  that  luxury  of  creation, 
the  colouring  of  natural  objects,  or  per- 
haps I  should  say  the  natural  colouring 
of  objects.  Many  good  people,  I  know, 
nice  people  too,  and  amiable,  who  if  you 
point  out  to  them  somethmg  on  which  all 
the  glory  of  divine  tinting  has  been  lav- 
ished, will  smile,  with  a  benevolent  pleas- 
ure at  seeing  you  pleased:  assent  in  an 
easy  way  to  the  justness  of  your  admira- 
tion ;  look  for  a  few  seconds  in  the  direc- 
tion pointed  out,  and  then  transfer  the 
careless  gaze  to  any  other  thing,  without 
betraying  a  consciousness  of  having  lost 
any  gratification  by  so  doing.  This  ren- 
ders my  garden  enjoyments  rather  unso- 
cial: for  although  nobody  can  help  as- 
senting to  the  remarks  called  forth  by  those 
exquisite  productions  of  Almighty  skill — 
unless  indeed  some  cynical  mortsd  whose 
miserable  satisfaction  is  promoted  by 
checking  the  delights  of  others — still  it  is 
hard  to  meet  with  those  who  can  luxuri- 


ate in  the  petal  of,  perhaps,  some  very 
common  flower,  so  richly  as  not  to  make 
me  dread  the  imputation  of  an  affected 
extravagance,  if  I  allow  my  own  light  to 
appcfir.  Has  any  reader,  whose  eyes 
perform  their  office  rightly,  failed  to  no- 
tice the  perfection  of  beauty  contained  in 
an  autumnal  combination  which  few  can 
avoid  stumbling  upon :  a  large,  full  clut- 
ter of  ripe,  black  grapes,  with  the  un- 
touched bloom  purpling  each  luscious 
globe,  and  a  bouquet,  basket,  or  pyramid 
of  double  Dahlias  1  If  this  has  escaped 
your  scrutiny,  gentle  friend,  bear  it  in 
mind,  when  the  season  again  comee 
round,  and  try  whether  the  utmost  stretch 
of  your  imagination  could  suggest  an  ad- 
dition, in  the  particulars  of  form,  colouring, 
shading,  and  finishing  off,  as  the  artists 
term  it,  to  what  you  have  grouped.  This 
spectacle,  however,  partakes  in  the  char- 
acter of  the  season :  though  spotless 
white,  gleaming  yellow,  glowing  scarlet, 
and  airy  lilac  be  mingled  in  your  collec- 
tion, still,  if  you  impartially  admit  all  the 
prevailing  tints  of  that  splendid  flower, 
you  will  confess  that  less  of  summer 
brightness  than  of  autumnal  seriousness 
pervades  the  whole :  it  is  more  solid  than 
gay:  but  still  beautiful,  so  exceedingly 
beautiful  that  you  may  marvel  at  the  mir- 
acle of  love  which  has  placed  such  an  ob- 
ject in  your  sin-defiled  path  through  an 
evil  and  rebellious  world. 

But  brighter  scenes  were  in  my 
thoughts  when  commencing  this  paper: 
flowers  and  fruit  alone,  lovely  as  they  are, 
do  not  comprise  the  charms  of  colouring 
which  it  puzzles  me  to  see  any  one  regard 
with  mere  acquiescent  approval.  The 
British  Museum  would  be  my  refuge,  du- 
ring the  winter  months,  only  for  the  chill- 
ing effect  produced  by  the  sang-froid, 
with  which  I  am  obliged  to  see  many  an 
eye  run  over  the  most  dazzling  objects,  in 
the  mineral  and  zoological  departments 
especially.  There  are  specimens  of  ore, 
crystalization,  and  gems  that  might  al- 
most be  expected  to  cry  out  against  those 
who  cast  on  them  a  furtive  glance,  and 
walk  on :  and  there  is  plumage  adorning 
the  smaller  families  of  birds,  that  sur- 
passes gem  and  flower,  inasmuch  as  it 
combines  the  most  exquisite  beauties  of 
both.  I  might  specify  those  among  the 
race  of  humming-birds  which  really  add 
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the  highest  lustre  of  the  emerald,  the  ruby, 
the  topaz,  the  amethyst,  to  more  than  the 
downy  softness  of  the  damask  roselcaf.  I 
look  up  and  marvel,  as  the  delicately 
formed  head  of  the  giraffe  rises  above  me 
on  its  elegant  tapering  neck,  to  a  height 
tliat  makes  the  tallest  man  a  pigmy:  I 
look  forward  and  tremble,  as  the  whale's 
huge  jaws  unfold  their  memorable  portal, 
or  tlie  rhinoceros  points  his  spear  like 
horn,  or  the  formidable  tusks  curve  up- 
wards from  the  skeleton  elephant :  but  I 
look  down,  and  rejoice,  with  a  full  flow  of 
adoring  praises,  when  those  countless 
colours  that  laugh  to  scorn  the  thought 
of  imitation,  gleam  upon  me  from  that 
minute  compendium  of  all  glorious  loveli- 
ness, the  little  specks  of  humming-birds, 
intermingled  as  they  are  with  larger  spe- 
cimens of  what  man  cannot  do,  at  the  end 
of  six  thousand  years :  but  what  God  did 
in  one  short  day  at  their  beginning. 

I  have  seen  them  on  the  wing,  far 
across  the  Atlantic,  where  the  switflness 
of  their  motion  scarcely  allowed  me  to 
catch  one  flash  of  their  gorgeous  dyes. 
They  w^ere  like  those  "  thihgs  unknown," 
which  the  poet's  imagination  sometimes 
"bodies  forth,"  and  then  loses  the  spark- 
ling thought  before  he  can  give  it  **  a 
local  habitation  and  a  name."  I  was 
told  how  to  catch  the  flitting  gems ;  but  I 
would  almost  as  soon  have  pulled,  if  I 
were  able,  a  star  out  of  the  sky :  and 
often  did  I  plead  for  them  with  those  who 
felt  not  my  scruples.  Those  were  days 
of  earthly  sorrow  and  suffering,  and  spirit- 
ual darkness,  when  fancy  alone  minis- 
tered the  delusive  opiate,  where  heavenly 
balsam  was  unknown  and  undesired. 
Fancy  has  long  since  been  discarded,  as 
a  worthless  quack,  laden  with  poisonous 
drugs ;  but  all  the  beauteous  things  of 
creation  seem  doubly  yea  trebly  endeared  ; 
their  loveliness  grows  upon  my  sense,  and 
rejoices  my  heart ;  and  those  which  were 
always  jewels  to  the  unsanctifled  mind, 
are  now,  with  the  burnish  of  a  tenfold  lus- 
tre from  the  hand  that  formed  them,  the 
mystic  gems  of  Aaron's  breast-plate,  made 
holy  unto  the  Lord,  and  presented  before 
him  as  a  pledge  of  his  own  faitlifulness  to- 
wards the  Israel  of  his  choice. 

This  is  an  entire  discursion  from  the  le- 
gitimate subject-matter  of  my  paper ;  but 
the  reader  shall  know  the  nature  of  the 


Ignaa  faiuua  that  has  led  my  pen  astray. 
Perched  upon  its  little  ivory  stand,  just  be- 
fore me,  is  a  bona  fide  humming-bird,  so 
far  at  least  as  the  outward  form  and  plu- 
mage constitutes  the  creature,  excellently 
stuffed,  "with  wings  outspread,  and  for- 
ward breast,"  and  I  really  do  not  know 
what  precious  stone,  besides  the  emerald, 
might  venture  to  gleam  beside  it ;  for.  in 
addition  to  the  very  concentration  of  liv- 
ing green  covering  the  head  and  breast, 
there  is,  upon  the  throat,  what  seems  to 
have  been  caught  from  the  sun's  disc, 
when  he  sinks  in  burning  crimson  behind 
a  mountain's  peak.  If  any  one  is  kind 
enough  to  bestow  her  pity  upon  me,  for 
falling  under  the  fascination  of  a  stuffed 
bird,  not  half  so  big  as  our  smallest  wren, 
I  accept  the  gift ;  and  gratefully  return  it, 
with  interest;  for  pitiable  beyond  my 
powers  of  computation,  is  the  individual 
who  could  resist  it 

The  garden  is  dreary  now :  frost  whet- 
ted a  bright  sword  on  the  evening  of  the 
sixth  of  November,  and  triumphed,  despite 
of  tlie  warmth  difiused  by  our  fireworks, 
which  the  reverence  due  to  the  Lord's 
day  had  prevented  our  discharging  on  the 
fifUi.  Those  who  are  happy  enough  to 
be  under  ministers  neitlier  afraid  nor 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  the  merciful  in- 
terposition of  the  Most  High, — twice  re- 
peated to  mark  the  day  more  emphatically 
as  one  of  national  and  individual  deHver- 
ance, — raised  high  tlie  voice  of  devout 
thanksgiving  in  what  would,  but  for  that 
interposition,  now  have  been  temples  of 
idols,  with  the  abomination  that  maketh 
desolate  standing  where  it  ought  not 

Those  who  for  rcjisons  best  known  to 
their  spiritual  guides,  were  denied  the 
privilege  on  which  they  had  calculated, 
the  enjoyment  of  which  was  secured  to 
them,  as  they  considered,  by  the  law  of 
the  land,  while  by  the  law  of  God  its  use 
was  made  an  imperative  duty — those  dis- 
appointed Protestants,  thus  unexpectedly 
coerced  into  an  apparent  crime  of  ingrati- 
tude and  apostacy,  from  which  their  in- 
most souls  revolted — I  suppose,  assembled 
in  their  own  homes  as  many  as  could  be 
there  accommodated,  and  went  through 
the  whole  of  that  beautiful  service  ap- 
pointed for  tlie  day,  consoled  by  know- 
ing that  the  Lord  accepts  at  the  hand  of 
his  people  not  according  to  that  which 
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they  have  not,  but  according  to  that  which 
they  have:  that  he  saw  they  were  not 
consenting  to  the  purpose  and  deed  of 
such  as  despised  the  ordinance,  and  that 
they  would  rather  have  performed  tlie 
most  wearisome  pilgrimage  to  join  the 
flock  of  another  minister,  than  have  en- 
tered the  door  of  their  own  church,  on 
that  morning,  could  they  have  foreseen 
even  as  probable,  such  a  violence  to  tiieir 
conscientious  feelings. 

Truly  we  live  in  silling  days. 

Well,  on  Monday  the  bonfires  blazed, 
the  squibs  exploded ;  the  rockets  ascended, 
and  one  would  have  thought  the  atmo- 
sphere was  warmed  for  the  next  four-and- 
twenty  hours :  but  Jack  Frost,  as  he  is  fa- 
miliarly called,  though  one  can  hardly  see 
how  he  is  likely  to  gain  any  thing  by  flatter- 
ing the  ultra-liberalism  of  the  Ins,  took  a  de- 
cided part  against  the  Outs,  and  cut  down 
that  night  not  only  all  my  remaining  dahlias, 
but  a  whole  bevy  of  green-house  plants, 
entrusted  till  the  morrow  to  the  treacher- 
ous unsafe  keeping  of  an  open  arbour  in 
my  garden.  '^Ah,"  says  the  prudent 
reader,  "  if  you  had  been  housing  your 
plants  instead  of  encouraging  your  boys 
to  flash  gunpowder  in  the  faces  of  her 
Majesty's  more  liberal  lieges,  this  would 
not  have  happened." 

Very  true :  T  thought  of  that  at  the 
time.  But  be  it  known  to  you  my  sage 
friend,  that,  dearly  as  1  love  flowers,  and 
doubly  precious  as  are  at  this  season  those 
which  would  smile  upon  me  here  when  all 
without  is  dark  with  clouds  or  white  with 
snow,  far,^r  dearer  to  me  is  the  privilege 
of  using  any  means  to  keep  alive  in  the 
young  hearts  of  those  boys  a  continual 
remembrance  of  whatsoever  bears  upon 
this  subject  "  When  I  was  a  child,"  says 
Paul,  "  I  thought  as  a  child,  I  understood 
as  a  child."  The  imagination  and  under- 
standing of  children  are  sooner  reached 
through  such  simple  observances :  our 
forefathers  were  not  the  fools  we  are 
pleased  to  consider  and  tacitly  declare 
them  to  have  been.  My  plants  were  cut 
ofi":  but,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  the  boys 
will  grow  up  to  be  better  plants  Uian  they: 
and  the  Lord  grant  that  each  of  them  may 
plant  his  fool  upon  the  rock  of  true  Pro- 
testantism, and  that  the  voices  which  mer- 
rily huzza'd  the  rockets  shooting  through 
the  air,  may  be  llAed  in  the  loudest  fullest 
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tones  of  manly  power  to  shout  the  song  of 
holy  exultation  over  the  rescued  soali 
whom  they  may  be  chosen  to  snatch  from 
tlie  iron  furnace  of  Antichristian  Rome. 

''  This  is  a  chapter  on  birds,  or  a  chap- 
ter on  gunpowder ;  but  what  has  it  to  do 
with  your  favourite  theme  of  flowers  1" 
Patience;  amid  the  wreck  of  my  little 
store  one  plant  escaped,  and  with  it  a  full 
tufl  of  bright  blossoms.  It  was  a  small 
scarlet  geranium,  which  seems  to  have 
thought  its  British  regimentals  demanded 
a  bold  stand  against  Jack  Frost  I  free^ 
confess  that  while  writing  the  foregoing,  1 
have  felt  rather  more  pugnacious  than 
properly  accords  with  the  usual  subjectt 
of  these  papers :  but  the  recollections  ap- 
pertaining to  the  Geranium  will  smooth 
down  all  asperities,  and  here  I  summon 
before  me  the  bushy  profusion  of  one 
stout  old  plant  of  the  horse-shoe  kind,  aa 
it  stood  in  the  low,  wide  window  of  Jane 
W's  neat  little  cottage  bedroom,  an  object 
on  which  my  eye  so  often  fell,  both  by  day 
and  by  night,  that  I  seemed  to  have  a  par- 
ticular acquaintance  with  each  several 
leaf.  Jane  was  a  smart,  pretty  girl,  whose 
smiling  face  and  plump  flgure  alike  ex- 
pressed the  good-humour  that  character- 
ized her  disposition.  She  had  lived  as 
nurse-maid  in  the  happy  home  that  for  a 
time  sheltered  me ;  and  her  special  charge 
was  the  youngest-born  of  the  beloved 
brother  whose  presence  made  that  home 
so  happy.  The  short  season  of  domestic 
enjoyment  closed:  the  household  were 
scattered  in  various  directions ;  and  Jane 
became  the  wife  of  a  young  peasant  I 
was  not  aware  of  her  location,  until  a  year 
after  her  marriage,  I  was  asked  whether  I 
knew  how  ill  she  was ;  and  whether,  as 
^he  had  been  a  thoughtless,  lively,  though 
always  strictly  modest  girl,  I  did  not  think 
it  would  be  well  to  visit  her.  On  enquiry, 
I  found  that  I  had  only  to  cross  about  a 
mile  of  the  wild,  beautiful  heath  that  bor- 
dered on  my  dwelling,  to  reach  her  abode. 
I  went,  and  in  one  of  the  neatest  cottages 
for  its  size  that  the  hand  of  rustic  love 
could  have  prepared  for  a  blooming  bride, 
I  found  her,  in  bed,  in  tlie  inner  of  the  two 
apartments  that  composed  the  house.  No- 
thing could  exceed  ^e  joyousness  of  her 
welcome,  when  beholding  me,  accompa- 
nied with  one  of  those  whom  it  had  been 
her  province  to  tend  upon  in  former  days  t 
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and  followed  by  the  dumb  boy,  always  a 
special  favourite  of  Jane's.    I  was  deliglit- 
cd  by  the  warmth  of  her  reception,  but 
startled  to  behold  the  chan^  in  her  ap- 
pearance.   She  had  been  rather  coarse- 
looking,  with  an  embrowned  and  frechled 
complexion ;  she  was  tlien  fair  as  a  lily, 
with  a  tint  too  beautifully  glowing  on  her 
dimpled  cheeks;   and  the  flashing  bril- 
liancy of  her  dark  clear  eyes  oppressed 
me.    She  told  me  that  she  had  been  ill, 
dangerously  ill,  from  exposing  herself  to 
the  chilling  air  on  a  damp  day,  before  she 
was  sufficiently  recovered  to  leave  her 
room  with  safety ;  that  her  baby  seemed 
also  to  have  taken  cold ;  *'  but  now,"  slie 
added,  "  I  am  getting  quite  well  again, 
only  the  doctor  wishes  me  to  keep  still  a 
while  longer."     "Well,  Jane,  you  can- 
not do  better   than  obey  the  kind  doc- 
tor's directions :   and,  meanwhile,  if  you 
like  it,  I  will  come  and  read  to  you  some- 
tiling  while  you  are  laid  by."    "  Oh,  pray 
do,  ma'am :  it  is  so  pleasant  to  see  you 
near  me ;  and  to  see  them  also,"  looking 
at  Jack,  and  at  the  little  one  beside  me. 
Recollections  not  to  be  suppressed  suflused 
her  eyes  with  tears ;  and  I  felt  that  I  must 
have  recourse  to  my  precious  companion, 
the  Bible,  which  I  drew  forth,  and  without 
farther   preface    commenced  reading,    I 
tiiink,  the  eighth  chapter  of  St.  Matthew. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  bed,  sate  a  very 
respectable-looking  woman,  whose  appear- 
ance greatly  pleased  me :  I  remarked  that 
when  I  began  reading,  she  drew  back,  and 
concealed  her  face  behind  the  curtain. 
Having  finished,  and  received  from  Jane 
many  smiling  thanks,  with  an  earnest  in- 
vitation to  come  again  very  soon,  I  with- 
drew, followed  by  the  woman  before-men- 
tioned, to  whom,  when  fairly  out  of  Jane's 
hearing,  I  anxiously  said,  "  Do  you  think, 
nurse,  that  she  is  in  no  danger  ?"    "  Oh, 
ma'am,  I  fear  she  is  in  great  danger,  but 
fihe  docs  not  suspect  it:  the  inflammation 
has  fallen  on  her  lungs.  Many  a  sad  hour 
I  have  passed  beside  her ;  but,  oh,  how 
joyful  I  felt  when  you   took   out   that 
blessed  book,  and  my  child  seemed  de- 
lighted to  listen  to  it !"     "  Wliat,  are  you 
7ane's  mother?"     "I  am,  and  she  has 
lieen  the  child  of  many  prayers,  I  may  say 
fVom  before  her  birth,  both  to  her  dear  fa- 
ther and  mc,  but  we  have  never  yet  seen 
token  of  spiritual-minded  ness  in  her. 


Will  you  carry  on  this  work  in  the  Lord's 
name,  and  tell  my  poor  girl  of  the  Saviour, 
who,  I  do  trust,  will  have  her  yet?"  "God 
be  praised,"  said  I,  "  If  I  have  the  prayers 
of  Christian  pairnts  in  the  work,  I  will 
never,  the  Lord  helping  me,  give  it  up 
from  this  moment"  I  returned  to  my  post 
next  day :  Jane  was  flushed  and  restless, 
and  her  welcome  more  than  cordial.  "  I 
hardly  thought  you  would  come  again  this 
hot  day :  but  mother  was  sure  you  would." 
She  gave  a  bad  account  of  her  chest  and 
side ;  and  seemed  to  deHght  in  telling  me 
her  case.  When  I  drew  out  the  book,  she 
evidently  prepared  to  listen  more  through 
respect  and  gratitude,  than  from  any  incli- 
nation for  tliat  employment:  but  a  look 
of  deep  anguish  fVom  her  mother  had  told 
me  the  tale  of  present  danger,  and  I  re- 
solved to  proceed  decisively.  My  first  ob- 
ject was  to  convince  her  of  the  necessity 
of  a  new  birth :  but  she  seemed  rather  to 
dislike  the  task  of  examining  herself  in  the 
character  of  a  corrupt  child  of  Adam.  I 
then  proceeded  to  that  most  precious  por- 
tion of  God's  word,  which  I  have  seen 
blessed  far  beyond  any  other :  ^'  As  Moses 
lifled  up  the  serpent  in  the  wilderness," 
dtc.  and  went  on  to  describe,  in  the  most 
vivid  manner  that  I  could,  the  scene  in  the 
camp  of  wounded  Israelites,  with  the 
remedy  provided,  and  the  various  ways  in 
which  that  divinely  appointed  remedy  was 
received  or  rejected.  I  never  can  forget 
tlie  extraordinary  change  that  came  over 
Jane's  fine  countenance  while  she  listened. 
For  a  time  she  had  kept  her  eyes  on  my 
fhce,  and,  through  the  shooting  of  frequent 
pains  in  the  chest,  and  perhaps  a  want  of 
interest  in  the  matter,  she  had  tossed  about 
and  changed  her  position  many  times.  Af- 
ter a  while,  just  as  I  endeavoured  most 
pointedly  to  transfer  the  type,  to  the  glo- 
rious Antitype,  and  to  express  the  sublime 
simplicity  of  the  command.  Look  on  the 
brazen  serpent  and  live — "  Believe  in  tlie 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be 
saved,"  she  withdrew  her  gaze  from  me, 
and  raised  it  with  an  intent  look  to  the  va- 
cant space  between  the  bed's  foot  and  the 
wall,  as  though  she  had  been  contempla- 
ting some  object  there,  while  the  former 
restlessness  of  her  body  gave  place  to  the 
stillness  of  death.  I  thought  at  one  time 
she  had  totally  withdrawn  her  attention : 
and  gently  asking,  "  Are  you  tired  Jane  ?" 
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received  a  fervent  grasp  from  the  hand  that 
rested  on  my  arm,  a  look,  quick,  as  light- 
ning, and  an  almost  vehement  "  No.''  A 
glance  over  the  pillow  showed  me  the  mo- 
ther, her  hands  clasped,  her  head  bent 
forward,  and  such  a  look  fixed  on  her  child 
as  none  perhaps,  but  a  mother  could  give. 
This  roused  me  to  redoubled  earnestness ; 
[  spoke  to  Jane  personally.  1  told  her  of 
the  Saviour  whom  she  needed,  the  ransom 
paid  for  her^  the  certainty  of  acceptance  if 
she  came,  the  inevitable  consequences  of 
refusing  the  call  After  that  I  prayed : 
and  by  that  bedside  I  sat  and  read,  and 
prayed,  every  day  and  every  second  night, 
for  nearly  three  weeks.  Rapid  was  the 
sinking  of  this  dear  girl ;  and  very  dread- 
ful her  bodily  sufferings ;  but  nothing  were 
they  compared  with  the  depth  of  self- 
abasement  in  which  she  lay  at  the  foot  of 
the  Saviour's  cross,  the  acute  anguish  of 
an  awakened  conscience — awakened  too 
by  considering  the  vastness  of  the  price 
paid  for  her  redemption,  and  measuring 
her  guilt  by  its  expiation.  "  Pray— pray," 
were  the  first  words  with  which  she 
greeted  me,  ever  afler  that  day.  "  Pray 
—pray,"  was  the  last  sob  of  her  expiring 
breath :  and  after  she  was  so  reduced  as 
to  be  unable  even  to  whisper  that  word, 
she  managed  to  point  with  dying  finger  to 
the  spot  where  I  used  to  kneel ;  and  her 
glazing  eyes  were  restless  until,  though  so 
exhausted  I  could  hardly  bend  my  knee, 
she  saw  me  there  in  the  attitude  of  sup- 
plication. She  gave  but  one  unequivocsd 
proof  of  that  confidence  which  we  so 
longed  to  discern  in  her  mind  ;  when  her 
poor  little  baby,  suffering  almost  as  much 
as  herself,  was  laid  to  her  dying  cheek, 
for  the  motlier's  last  kiss,  she  prayed, 
*■  Oh,  my  Saviour,  take  my  baby  too !  Let 
my  baby  come  with  me  to  heaven !" 

The  last  few  moments  of  her  mortal  ex- 
istence were  marked  by  a  character  of  the 
deepest  peace  I  ever  witnessed— calm, 
solid,  settled,  conscious  peace.  She  be- 
came most  beautiful :  a  nobleness  of  ex- 
pression overspread  her  countenance,  and 
the  last  sign  for  me  to  knc^l  and  pray 
seemed  rather  one  to  kneel  and  praise. 
She  laid  her  head  on  her  dear  mother's 
shoulder,  and  with  a  look  of  indescribable 
energy  and  sweetness,  breathed  out,  "  To 
my  Father."  Some  of  the  bystanders  in- 
terpreted it  as  a  metMige  of  lovn  to  her 


earthly  father :  I  think  it  was  meant  other- 
wise. Be  that  as  it  may,  we  had  no  mis- 
givings, no  fears,  no  doubts.  Her  parents 
remarked  that  the  way  in  which  the  word 
of  salvation  had  been  sent  together  with 
the  message  of  death  was  too  striking  for 
us  to  mistake  it  She  lies  in  a  rustic 
grave,  with  her  dear  little  baby  close  by : 
it  lingered  and  pined,  under  the  tender 
care  of  its  excellent  grandmother,  in  her 
comfortable  house — for  they  were  highly 
respectable  people — but  Jane's  prayer  had 
been  accepted,  and  the  little  infant  fol- 
lowed her  to  heaven. 

The  homely  horse-shoe  geranium  wfll 
ever  be  dear  to  me,  above  many  of  its 
brighter  brethren :  for  it  formed  the  curtain 
of  Jane's  little  window,  and  was  a  cher- 
ished favourite  of  hers.  I  scattered  some 
of  its  flowers  over  the  beautiful  corpee, 
and  rejoiced  in  the  wonderful  work  of  Him 
who  had  planted  her,  a  tree  of  righteoue- 
ness  in  the  garden  of  his  glorious  king- 
dom. 
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The  new  year  is  in  the  path  of  life,  like 
one  of  those  little  alcoves^  or  rustic 
benches,  placed  at  intervals  amid  the  beau- 
ties of  some  vast  and  picturesque  domain, 
where  the  visiter  is  invited  to  rest  awhile, 
and  to  contemplate  from  points  of  interest 
the  scenery  through  which  he  is  passing. 
We  walk  as  along  a  vista,  where  the  on- 
ward prospect  is  wrapped  in  impenetrable 
darkness :  but  what  we  have  already  trod 
lies  open,  under  a  broad  beam,  inviting  re- 
trospection :  and,  to  me  at  least,  every  en- 
suing stage  of  the  progress  imparts  an  as- 
pect of  more  mellowed  loveliness  to  that 
which  lies  in  the  distance.  I  look  back 
and  realize  in  all  their  minutiip  those 
scenes  which  my  foot  can  never — never 
tread  again.  Or,  if  it  should  be  mine  to 
revisit  the  bare  scenery  of  those  endeared 
spots,  so  changed  they  are — so  stripped  of 
all  that  rendered  them  precious,  or  so  al- 
tered are  my  own  circumstances,  feelings 
and  prospects,  that  they  would  nt  best  ap- 
pear like  the  dry,  artificially  presenred 
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figare  of  what  had  once  bent  on  me  bright 
looks  of  life  and  love.    Far  rather  would  1 
retrace  them  as  they  were,  in  the  cham-  i 
bers  of  vivid  imagery,  than  tread  again ; 
their  real  and  visible  precincts. 

This  feeling  appears  to  be  almost  uni- 
versal among  mankind.  Even  to  those 
who  seem  to  gather  an  accession  of  hap- 
piness with  every  fleeting  year — and  sure- 
ly they  are  few — the  past  wears  many  a 
charm  of  softening  recollection,  extorting 
sometimes  the  sigh  of  fond  regret  over 
what  is  for  ever  gone.  Whether  the  con- 
aciousness  of  life's  limited  duration,  indis- 
•olubly  connecting  with  former  times  a 
certainty  that  such  a  portion  of  our  al- 
loted  space  has  actually  fled,  never  to  be 
recalled,  may  not  influence  us  more  than 
we  are  aware  of  when  indulging  such  re- 
miniscences, I  cannot  pretend  to  decide :  I 
think  that  it  does. 

To  one  who  has  been  brought  out  of  the 
world,  ailer  participating  largely  in  its  spirit 
and  rejoicing  in  many  things  opposed  to 
the  love  of  God,  it  is  sometimes  wonderiul 
to  contemplate  the  extent  to  which  what 
divines  call  the  religious  aflections  have 
been  excited,  long  before  a  ray  of  the  true 
light  had  visited  tlicir  minds.  Feelings 
even  rapturously  devotional  may  have 
been  enkindled,  and  the  soul,  as  it  were, 
borne  upwards  into  regions  purely  spirit- 
ual, while  yet  the  heart  was  altogether 
estranged  from  God,  and  unreservedly 
yielded  to  his  enemies — to  the  lust  of  the 
flesh,  tiie  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the  pride  of 
life.  I  frequently  recall  with  no  small  be- 
wilderment of  mind  the  emotions  excited 
within  the  walls  of  an  edifice  with  which 
many  a  melting  recollection  is  closely  in- 
terwoven. Ollen  do  I,  in  imagination, 
again  pace  its  majestic  aisles,  as  was  my 
wont  in  childhood  and  in  early  youth, 
bending  many  an  awe-struck  look  oh  "  the 
high  embowered  roof,"  admiring  on  its 
^  storied  windows,"  the  broad  dark  depth 
of  purple,  crimson,  and  all  those  mellow 
colours  through  which  the  day-beam 
struggled  to  look  in  upon  the  antique 
tracery  of  richly-carved  stalls;  and  the 
massive  efRgies,  recumbent  on  tlieir  sculp- 
tured tombs,  where  generations  of  living 
men  had  approached  to  gaze  and  to  won- 
der, and  hsiid  retired  to  perish ;  making  way 
for  a  succeeding  race,  who  should  in  turn 
babold  and  depart,  and  die,  even  as  they. 


I  pass  on  to  the  singularly  fine  quadrangle 
of  cloisters,  girding  in  a  burial-ground 
where  surely  every  particle  of  dust  must 
once  have  been  instinct  with  the  spirit  of 
life, — so  many  centuries  had  contributed 
their  relics  of  mouldering  humanity  to 
swell  its  crowded  hillocks.  Never  have  I 
since  beheld  a  cemetery  so  rich  in  the  rank 
honours  of  long,  wild  grass,  springing 
through  crevices  of  broken  gravestones — 
themselves  scarcely  less  green  from  mossy 
incrustations,  and  meandering  stains  of 
damp—waiving  in  the  perpetual  draught 
of  air,  and  peering,  as  it  seemed,  through 
the  black  but  beautiful  arches  that 
bounded  their  territory,  to  arrest  the 
glance  of  some  thoughtless  passer-by, 
with  the  mute  but  impressive  demand, 
«  What  is  man  ?" 

So  vivid  is  the  recollection  of  this  fami- 
liar spot,  that  the  light  air  now  fanning 
me  while  I  write  seems  tainted  with  that 
peculiar  savour,  and  loaded  witli  tliat  in- 
describable chill,  which  no  atmospheric 
change  could  overcome.  The  breeze  of 
the  cloisters  was  always  stirring,  always 
dank,  and  always  fraught  with  desolation. 
There  was  that  in  it  which  repressed  the 
buoyancy  of  youthful  spirits,  sobering  the 
mind  into  something  akin  with  the  sur- 
rounding objects.  1  have  felt  my  giddy 
mirtlifuhiess  subside  into  pensive  thought 
as  I  slackened  the  pace  frequently  amount- 
ing to  a  run,  while  seeking  in  the  cloisters 
that  exercise  which  perchance  a  stormy 
day  denied  me  elsewhere;  and  when  a 
little  side-door  opened,  giving  ingress  to 
the  band  of  youthful  choristers,  habited  in 
their  e very-day  surpUces  of  dusky  purple, 
and  I  marked  them  through  the  intercept^ 
ing  arches  winding  their  silent  way  to- 
wards the  great  body  of  the  church,  for 
the  performance  of  evening  service,  I  have 
been  irresistibly  drawn  to  follow  their 
steps ;  and,  taking  my  seat  in  the  recess 
of  a  dark  but  lofty  side-pew,  to  join  in  the 
devotions  tliat  had  formed  no  part  of  my 
plan  in  visiting  the  cloister  promenade. 

It  was  on  such  occasions  that  I  have  been 
rapt  into  isomething  so  nearly  resembling 
the  fervour  of  true  piety  as  to  yield  a  clue  to 
the  oUierwise  inexplicable  power  of  tliose 
delusions  which  blind  the  devotees  of 
Rome.  The  impulse  was  certainly  from 
without,  and  from  around — not  from  with- 
in or  above.     Nothing  can  more  beauti- 
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fbily  harmonize  than  twilight  shadowB 
and  the  interior  of  an  antique  building, 
lofty,  massive,  and  richly  sculptured. 
Even  the  fading  of  those  gorgeous  tints 
upon  its  gothic  windows  seemed  to  speak 
something  of  the  fashion  of  this  world 
p<i6sing  away :  and  when  the  deep  slow 
tones  of  a  majestic  organ,  touched  by  a 
master's  hand,  were  melting  as  they 
seemed  to  mount,  and  finally  lost  amid  the 
recesses  of  the  lofty  roof— when  the  suc- 
ceeding stillness  was  broken  by  a  single 
voice  reading,  perhaps,  in  the  lesson  for 
the  day,  some  exquisitely  sublime  passage 
from  Isaiah — when  the  dark-blue  lining  of 
my  cushioned  and  curtained  recess  almost 
assumed  'the  semblance  of  a  funeral 
canopy,  and  a  dim,  unearthly  character 
rested  on  all  around — my  feelings  have  so 
largely  partaken  in  that  character,  as  to 
impress  me  with  the  confident  belief  that 
I  was  holding  high  and  full-communion 
with  Him  whom  I  neither  loved,  nor 
feared,  nor  desired  to  know  beyond  the 
Octitious  excitements  of  such  moments. 

Under  these  circumstances,  and  beneath 
the  closing  shades  of  a  dull  October  even- 
ing, I  well  remember  the  effect  produced 
on  my  mind  by  the  appointed  lesson — the 
fifteenth  chapter  of  the  first  Epistle  to  the 
Corinthians:  I  was  very  young,  and  had 
never  paid  attention  to  that  magnificent 
portion  of  holy  writ  It  was  most  ex- 
quisitely read,  in  a  deep  sonorous  voice  by 
one  who  at  least  felt  the  poetry  of  the  com- 
position, and  as  such  did  justice  to  it 
Certain  I  am,  that  it  brought  me  into  a 
new  and  strange  proximity  to  heavenly 
things,  which  remained  long  after  the 
thrilling  emotion  of  that  hour  had  passed 
away.  This  recollection  often  humbles 
and  alarms  me ;  for  now  that  the  Lord 
has,  in  his  abundant  mercy,  drawn  aside 
the  veil  under  which  all  spiritual  meanings  : 
lay  hidden  from  my  view,  I  cannot  always  ' 
realize  the  intensity  of  feeling  which ' 
marked  that  well-remembered  period.  It  | 
is  well  for  the  child  of  God  that  he  is  j 
cautioned  by  many  wise  counsellors 
against  the  illusiveness  of  momentary  im- 
pulses, in  their  origin  as  likely  to  be  earth- 
ly and  material,  as  heavenly  and  spiritual. ! 
Of\en,  when  elated  in  what  seems  a  highly 
devotional  frame,  I  suddenly  put  to  myself 
the  searching  question,  "  Wherein  does 
this  difler  from  the  enthusiasm  enkindled 


within  the  walls  of  my  own,  my  beautUhl 
cathedral?" 

How  beautiful  that  cathedral  was,  at  the 
time  when  I  fondly  called  it  my  own,  is 
matter  of  history  now.  The  hand  of 
modem  innovation  has  so  reformed  its 
supposed  defects,  so  industriously  applied 
the  levelling  brush  of  the  whitewasher 
to  its  deversified  knots  of  fruit,  and  flower, 
and  «tory,  and  heraldic  blazonry — so  crop- 
ped, and  trimmed,  and  planed  away  its  re- 
dundant fretwork — so  shamed  the  old  grey 
stones  of  its  venerable  bulk  by  the  spruce 
addenda  of  spic-and-span  masonry,  that 
there  are  few  pilgrimages  which  I  would 
not  undertake  in  preference  to  one  that 
should  lead  me  to  the  shrine  of  my  early 
devotion — the  beloved  memento  of  my  joy- 
ous childhood.  Whatever  mania  I  may 
be  subject  to,  the  mania  of  reckless  inno- 
vation will  ever  be  abhorrent  to  my  sooL 
I  love  to  look  upon  the  monuments  of  my 
country's  greatness — I  love  to  walk  round 
about  them,  to  mark  well  her  bulwarks,  to 
number  her  towers,  and  to  mount  guard, 
if  so  it  might  be  given  me,  over  every  grey 
fragment  of  what  the  Lord  so  long  has 
blessed  to  her  safety  and  prosperity.  My 
cathedral,  like  other  British  institutions, 
**  has  braved  a  thousand  years,  the  battle 
and  the  breeze,"  and  yet  it  stands  seem- 
ingly prepared  to  endure  for  another 
thousand.  With  my  consent,  the  finger 
of  the  spoiler  should  never  have  touched 
it;  and  spoliation  is  too  oflen  the  true 
word  for  what,  in  our  day,  goes  by  the 
name  of  renovation.  Yet  even  where 
the  hand  of  judgment  has  unquestionably 
interposed  to  strengthen,  and  that  of  taste 
to  improve  the  objects  of  our  early  attach- 
ment, how  reluctantly  do  we  trace  the  al- 
teration that  has  removed,  or  glossed  over 
some  remembered  peculiarity!  A  blem- 
ish it  might  be :  but  it  formed  a  link  in  the 
delicate  chain  of  fond  recollections;  and 
its  removal  is  a  robbery  of  our  treasure- 
house. 

The  place  of  my  birth  was  remarkable 
for  its  architectural  relics  of  antiquity; 
and  the  surroundmg  country  displayed 
many  an  old-fashioned  fabric,  from  the 
venerable  mansion  that  had  cradled  a 
long  line  of  nobles,  to  the  humble  but  sub- 
stantial farm-house,  witli  its  narrow  gablesi 
its  jutting  eaves,  and  low,  wide  casements 
set  deep  in  frame-work  of  rudely  carved 
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•tone.  It  has  been  my  lot  for  many  years 
to  dwell  in  places  as  dissimilar  from  these 
early  haunts  as  are  the  elegant  triflings 
of  modem  art  from  tlie  laboured  and  en- 
during workmanship  of  former  ages. 
Hence,  when  my  rambles  bring  me  sud- 
denly within  view  of  some  time-worn  edi- 
fice— from  which  no  part  of  England  is 
altogether  free — the  sensations  excited  are 
indescribably  strong.  A  chord  is  touched, 
that  seems  to  awake  an  echo  from  every 
little  cell  of  slumbering  memory;  and  I 
am  carried  back  to  times  and  scenes, 
thoughts  and  feelings,  wherein  it  is  hard 
to  say  whether  the  painful  or  the  pleasur- 
able emotion  predominates. 

Can  the  Christian  then  dwell  with  fond- 
ness on  days  that  came  and  went,  leaving 
him  as  they  found  him,  living  without 
hope  and  without  God  in  the  world? 
Ought  not  the  retrospection  to  be  one  of 
unminglcd  shame  and  sorrow,  while, 
viewed  in  the  light  of  gospel  truth,  each 
event  furnishes  a  memento  of  his  rebellion 
against  the  Most  High  1  Such  thoughts 
have  troubled  me,  I  confess ;  but  tliere  is 
one  consideration  that  blends  very  sweetly 
with  llie  reminiscences  of  by-gone  days — 
it  is  beautifully  expressed  in  the  eighth 
diaptcr  of  Deuteronomy,  "  And  Uiou  shalt 
remember  all  the  way  wliich  the  Lord  thy 
God  hath  led  thee  these  forty  years  in  the 
wilderness.  . . .  Thou  shalt  also  consider 
in  tiiine  heart  that  as  a  man  chasteneth 
his  son,  so  the  Lord  thy  God  chasteneth 
thee."  To  lose  tlie  remembrance  of  former 
days  were  to  forget  the  wonders  which 
the  Lord  hath  wrought:  and  to  retrace 
them  with  gloomy  repugnance  were  to 
rob  Him  of  much  glory  due  unto  His  name. 
Oh,  there  are  many  who  sported  witli  me 
through  the  airy  cloisters,  and  snatched 
the  long  grass  as  tliey  bounded  by,  who 
trifled  on  through  maturer  years,  and  sud- 
denly passed  away  to  a  world  wlierc  tlicy 
never  had  sent  one  serious  tliought  before 
them.  There  are  others,  still  robust  and 
active  denizens  of  busy  life,  whose  every 
hope  is  bounded  by  tlie  visible  eartli  to 
the  dust  of  which  their  suuls  tenaciously 
deave,  who  recognize  not  the  long-suffer- 
ing of  a  waiting  Saviour  in  tlie  time  tlius 
given,  nor  in  their  occasional  disappoint- 
ments the  chastening  hand  of  a  Father. 
And  some  tliere  are,  who,  led  by  paths  of 
endless  variety,  have  reached  the  narrow 


way  that  tends  Zionward,  and,  meeting 
with  the  companion  of  their  earliest  years, 
can  take  delight  in  raising  a  mutual  £b- 
enezer  of  remembrances  and  tlianksgiv- 
ings  with  which  no  stranger  may  inter- 
meddle. ^'  The  God  which  led  me  all  my 
life  long  unto  this  day,  tlie  Angel  which 
redeemed  me  from  all  evil:" — who  can 
take  up  that  grateful  ascription  of  praise, 
without  permitting  his  mind  to  wander 
back  and  realize  the  days  wherein  he  was 
guided  by  One  whom  then  he  had  not 
known! 

I  have  been  mercifully  kept  from  run- 
ning into  any  extreme  of  doctrine,  fully 
convinced  that  both  extremes  are  alike  re- 
moved from  the  solid  and  simple  truth ; 
but  the  pre-ordaining  love  of  God  in  Christ, 
electing  from  the  mass  of  self-destroying 
wanderers  some  whom  he  would  compel 
to  come  in,  while  others,  to  whom  the 
door  of  invitation  was  opened  equally  wide 
through  the  all-atoning  efl[icacy  of  the 
Saviour's  cross,  would  despise  and  perish 
— this  precious  fact  throws  a  sun-beam  over 
every  chequered  scene  that  memory  can 
revisit  "Gbodness  and  meicy  have^bi- 
lawed  me  all  my  life  long."  I  cannot  name 
an  hour,  or  point  to  a  spot,  where  they 
ceased  the  pursuit  so  long  eluded  by  tlie 
self-doomed  sinner.  Full  well  do  1  re- 
member how  they  whispered  with  me  in  the 
cloistered  aisle,  and  spoke  aloud  in  the  gra- 
cious words  that  were  to  me  but  as  a  very 
lovely  song.  My  stubborn  rebellion  is  a 
monument  of  my  Lord's  sparing  mercy — 
my  willul  wanderings  of  His  pursuing 
goodness.  If  no  change  had  passed  ou 
my  beautiful  cathedral,  I  would  hasten  to 
revisit  every  haunt  beneath  its  arching 
roof;  and  there  would  1  recall  the  thoughts 
of  other  years,  and  own  the  Spirit  of  God 
to  liave  been  continually  pleading  with  my 
spirit,  beseeching  me  to  turn,  and  I  would 
not  Metliinks  I  could  now  read  aright 
the  lesson  of  mortality,  so  strangely  misin- 
terpreted before ;  and  And  cause  for  double 
endearment,  through  tliu  operation  of 
divine  grace,  in  what  was  cdways  fondly 
cherished  by  natural  feeling.  Surely  the 
blessedness  o{^  tiic  heavenly  Canaan  will 
be  enhanced  by  a  broad,  clear  view  of 
the  wilderness  through  which  the  Lord 
led  his  stifl'-necked  and  rebellious,  but 
I  finally  subdued  and  rescued  people.  We 
.  rob  God  of  much  glory  when  we  avert 
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our  eyes  from  what  has  been.  He  pro- 
mises to  cast  our  sins  into  the  depths  of 
the  sea — are  we,  therefore,  to  bury  his 
mercies  in  oblivion  ?  He  says  that  he  will 
remember  our  iniquities  no  more ;  and  we, 
while  musing  on  the  days  that  are  past, 
must  give  the  glad  response,  ^'*  Bless  the 
Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his 
benefits !" 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE  MEETING. 


There  are  times  and  places  where  indi- 
viduals are  thrown  together  under  circum* 
stances  that  leave  an  indelible  impression : 
though  not  a  name  should  be  known,  nay, 
nor  a  face  distinguished,  yet  may  the 
keenest  interest  be  excited.  It  is  difHcult 
to  prove  this,  unless  to  travellers;  and, 
among  travellers,  perhaps  to  those  who 
have  trj^versed  the  mighty  billows.  Of 
all  the  meetings  or  partings  that  have 
moved  my  feelings  through  life,  I  remem- 
ber none  so  closely  united,  or  so  intensely 
exciting  during  their  momentary  continu- 
ance, as  the  greeting,  in  mid-Atlantic,  of  a 
vessel  which  bounded  athwart  our  track. 

For  about  twenty  days  we  had  lost  sight 
of  land ;  and  not  an  object  had  interposed 
between  the  overarching  heavens  and  the 
'broad  line  of  waters  that  rose,  in  the  vast 
circle  of  a  clear  horizon,  to  meet  their 
azure  bend,  save  tlie  little  sea-birds  which 
occasionally  appeared  astern  of  our  large 
ship,  now  stepping  the  waves  with  play; 
ful  grace,  now  perching  on  the  tall  mast- 
head, and  anon  stretching  the  wing  we 
knew  not  whither.  The  sailors  considered 
tlie  freqnent  appearance  of  tiiesc  birds  as 
indicative  of  an  approaching  storm ;  but 
nothing  resembling  it  occurred  until  our 
five  weeks  voyage  was  nearly  ended. 
The  sameness  of  the  scene  was  wearisome 
to  those  who  merely  regarded  the  sky  as 
air,  and  the  sea  as  water,  and  longed  for 
a  more  substantial  clement  whereon  to  ex- 
patiate :  those  who  have  closely  watched 
their  aspect  can  attest  that  in  the  heavens 
there  is  but  little  monotony,  in  the  mighty 
ocean  none — except  during  that  most  tor- 
menting season,  a  dead  calm.    I  was  de- 


lighted with  the  daily  view  of  the  works 
of  the  Lord,  and  his  wonders  in  the  great 
deep ;  never  wearying  of  the  contempla- 
tion. Yet  when,  afler  floating,  a  solitary 
thing,  always  the  seeming  centre  of  an 
unbroken  circle,  our  ship  had  pursued  for 
tliree  weeks  her  appointed  way,  I  was  not 
a  whit  less  delighted  than  the  veriest 
yawner  on  board  to  discern  in  the  fkr 
offing,  at  early  morning,  a  speck,  the  rapid 
increase  of  which  assured  us  that  she  was 
upon  our  track,  and  gave  us  promise  of  a 
speedy  approach.  We  gazed  for  a  whilei 
and  then  descended  to  our  breakfast 

A  lively  breeze  that  favoured  both  ves- 
sels, though,  sailing  in  different  directions, 
had  brought  us  very  near  before  we  again 
repaired  to  the  deck :  and  had  the  times 
been  warlike,  with  an  enemy  ranging  the 
seas,  Uie  eagerness  of  inquiry  could  not 
have  been  more  intense  than  through 
mere  curiosity  it  now  appeared.  What  is 
she  ?  where  from  ?  whither  bound  ?  and 
numerous  other  questions,  passed  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  as  gravely  as  though 
some  secret  information  had  been  afforded 
10  tlie  sundry  individuals  to  whom  they 
were  addressed,  on  a  point  where  all  were 
necessarily  in  the  dark.  Meantime  the 
ship  made  right  for  us ;  we  hoisted  what 
has  been  beautifully  called  "  the  meteor 
flag  of  England ;"  and  while  its  broad 
folds  rose  heavily  on  the  breeze,  casting  a 
shadow  over  the  sparkling  foam  behind 
the  rudder,  our  new  acquaintance  unfurled 
her  striped  flag,  studded  with  stars,  an- 
nouncing herself  an  American. 

It  was  not  very  long  since  the  hoisting 
of  those  several  ensigns  would  have  been 
the  signal  for  a  hostile  onset ;  and  the  jea- 
lousy of  that  unnatural  rivalship  had  by 
no  means  faded  from  the  bosoms  of  either 
country ;  yet,  crossing  as  we  then  did  each 
other's  patli,  I  can  truly  affirm  that  to  my- 
self and  to  Uie  greater  number  of  our  pas- 
sengers the  vessel  seemed  to  contain  the 
most  endeared  company  of  interesting- 
people  tliat  we  could  have  met.  National 
distinctions  and  national  animosities  were 
forgotten :  we  saw  the  first  party  of  hu- 
man beings  that  had  enlivened  our  lonely 
way  for  weeks — like  us  ihey  had  led  a 
home  behind  them;  like  us  they  were 
seeking  a  desired  haven.  They  were,  like 
us,  exposed  to  elemental  changes ;  an  un- 
certain sky  above,  and  unfathomable  depth 
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beneath  their  feet,  and  a  frail  dwelling  of 
boards,  which  seemed  tossed  like  a  play- 
thing on  the  strong  billows  that  bore  it 
swiftly  past  No  object  is  more  strikingly 
beautiful  than  a  ship  freely  bounding  over 
the  deep,  when  scon  from  another  ship  in 
flimilar  motion.  So  light,  so  grand,  so 
majestically  true — '•  her  march  is  o'er  the 
mountain  waves,"  which  she  seems  to  cut 
with  matliematical  precision,  while  rising 
on  their  swell,  and  yielding  to  their  down- 
Ward  sweep ;  her  mast  with  graceful  incli- 
nation pointing  as  she  reels,  her  white 
tails  glittering  in  the  sunbeam,  her  broad 
banner  undulating  on  the  breeze,  and  so, 
a  glorious  gallant  thing,  she  comes  and  is 
gone,  and  melts  into  a  speck,  soon  to  be 
lost  in  impenetrable  distance. 

Thus  it  was  with  our  transatlantic  friend. 
We  neared  so  closely  that  every  indivi- 
dual on  either  deck  was  distinctly  seen, 
while  rapidly  trumpeted,  the  mutual  ques- 
tion and  answer  sounded  cheerily  across 
the  intervening  billows,  tliat  hoarsely 
murmured  their  own  discourse.  All  pres- 
sed to  look,  and  bent  to  listen ;  and  feel- 
ings of  pleasurable  good-will  were  de- 
picted in  every  countenance.  The  inter- 
view, however,  passed  like  thought;  a 
very  few  seconds  had  spread  a  long  line 
of  waters  between  us ;  the  banner  of  Eng- 
land, no  farther  required  at  its  post  aloH, 
was  lowered  upon  deck ;  and  I  sat  down, 
delighted  to  nestle  among  its  cherished 
folds,  to  indulge  a  meditation  not  so  pro- 
fitable as  the  same  scene  would  now, 
through  divine  grace  afford. 

Often  have  I  recalled  the  beauty  of  that 
spectacle,  with  the  interesting  concomi- 
tants that  fixed  it  so  deeply  on  my  mem- 
ory. I  have  traced  a  parallel  in  the  voy- 
age of  life,  supposing  that  we  have 
launched  forth  under  the  pilotage  of  One 
who  has  engaged  to  bring  us  into  the  ha- 
ven where  we  would  be.  A  solitary 
Christian  is  like  a  vessel  in  tlie  mighty 
main,  following  the  invisible  steps  of  Him 
whose  way  is  in  the  sea,  and  His  path  in 
the  deep  waters.  To  such  a  voyager,  turn 
where  he  will,  the  point  most  interesting 
is  that  where  the  scene  of  his  pilgrimage 
melts  as  it  were  into  heaven.  The 
worldly  triflers  who  flock  around  are  re- 
garded but  as  the  idle  birds  of  ocean,  por- 
tending only  storm  and  shipwreck  to  him. 
If  abiding  in  his  company.    He  is  content 


to  be  alone,  if  so  the  Lord  will ;  but 
should  a  fellow  pilgrim  be  brought  within 
his  track,  of  whom  he  may  plainly  dis- 
cern that  he  also  is  bound  for  the  haven 
of  peace,  how  far  beyond  the  mere  ties  of 
earthly  kindred  and  companionship  is  the 
strength  of  tliat  interest  excited  !  Though 
it  be  but  the  interview  of  a  few  moments, 
though  they  part  with  no  probability  of 
again  encountering  one  anotlier  on  the 
ocean  of  Hie,  though  in  all  individual  pe- 
culiarities of  station,  name,  and  circum- 
suince,  each  continues  a  stranger  to  the 
other,  long  will  tlie  look  of  affection  pur- 
sue his  receding  steps,  and  the  heart- 
breathed  ejaculation  ascend  with  interces- 
sory desire  to  their  common  Father,  that 
tlie  brother  thus  unexpectedly  brought 
witliin  personal  knowledge  may  go  on  his 
way  rejoicing;  and  find  a  quiet  port  in  the 
land  of  everlasting  rest 

It  is  here  that  the  real  unity  of  the  true 
church  of  Christ  is  manifested :  no  be- 
liever can  look  upon  anotlier  believer  eis 
one  strange  to  his  sight,  and  uninteresting 
to  his  mind.  He  who  by  the  Spirit  of  adop- 
tion has  been  brought  to  call  God,  Abba, 
I  Father,  cannot  but  recognize  a  brother  in 
each  one  who  enjoys  the  same  privilege : 
and  sad  is  the  state  of  the  Christian  whose 
affections  go  not  forth  towards  every 
member  of  the  family  of  faith!  That 
many  such  there  are,  is  too  apparent ;  and 
that  they  are  the  least  happy  of  God's 
children  is  no  less  plain.  If  we  love  not 
the  brethren,  we  lack  the  evidence  which 
the  Lord  himself  has  pointed  out  as  dis- 
tinguishing those  who  have  passed  from 
death  unto  life ;  if  we  love  them  coldly, 
mistrustfully,  indifferently,  it  is  hard  to 
prove  that  such  a  feehng  deserves  the 
name  of  love. 

There  is  an  esprit  du  corps  belonging  to 
the  professors  of  serious  religion,  very  lit- 
tle akin  to  tliat  zeal  which  would  lay 
down  its  life  for  the  bretliren.  It  is  found 
in  partizans  of  every  class ;  even  among 
those  who  are  banded  under  the  immedi- 
ate command  of  the  Arch-enemy,  to  as- 
sail the  truths  of  revelation.  There  is 
another  species  of  attachment  passing 
with  many  who  feel  it  for  genuine  love  to 
the  brethren ;  but  which,  if  traced  to  its 
source,  might  be  found  to  originate  in  the 
consciousness  that  among  worldly  men  the 
people   called  evangelicals   are  held  in 
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sovereign  contempt — regarded  as  subtle 
rogues,  or  half-crazed  fanatics.  This  is 
mortifying,  and  the  assurance  of  it  renders 
an  avowed  follower  of  Christ  ill  at  ease 
among  those  who  so  behold  him.  In  the 
presence  of  a  true  Christian  he  is  sure  to 
be  highly  esteemed  for  his  Master's  sake ; 
and  thus  complacency  towards  the  breth- 
ren may  proceed  from  unmixed  self-love, 
and  wear  the  semblance  even  to  ourselves 
of  that  with  which  it  has  no  conpexion 
whatever.  If  a  vessel  at  sea,  perhaps 
weakly  armed,  descries  in  time  of  war  a 
strange  sail  approaching,  no  doubt  the 
hoisting  of  a  friendly  flag  inspires  delight 
and  confidence  proportioned  to  the  evil 
that  might  have  accrued  from  falling  in 
with  a  powerful  enemy ;  but  who  will  say 
that  the  greeting  is  one  of  such  disinterested 
love  and  sympathy  as  we  exchanged  with 
our  fellow-voyager,  when  no  peril  was  ap- 
prehended, nor  any  advantage  to  be  gained 
by  falling  in  with  her  en  the  broad  and 
peaceful  seas ! 

Evangelical  profession  in  our  day 
spreads  wide ;  and  it  is  in  many  places 
so  extremely  shallow  that  those  who  ven- 
ture on  its  seeming  uniformity  are  fre- 
quently run  aground,  and  lefl  with  da- 
mage to  deplore  their  credulity.  This  I 
have  experienced ;  for  more  deep  and 
heartless  villany  never  glared  from  the 
world's  most  brazen  and  unblushing  front 
tlian  I  have  encountered  beneath  the 
smooth  aspect  of  sanctimonious  piety.  It 
would  be  well  for  the  glory  of  God  and 
the  gospel,  if  all  who  are  similarly  de- 
ceived would  raise  a  beacon  on  such 
shoals,  to  warn  their  fellow-believers  of 
concealed  perils;  but  the  false  charity 
which  shrinks  from  exposing  one  real  hy- 
pocrite, lest  the  world  should  consider  him 
a  fair  sample  of  those  among  whom  he 
has  presumptuously  numbered  himself, 
inflicts  an  injury  more  deep,  more  perva- 
ding, and  more  abiding,  than  the  unmask- 
ing of  a  thousand  deceivers  would  do. 

Christians  are  aware  tliat  such  charac- 
ters exist  among  godly  professors;  they 
know  that  it  requires  time  and  observation 
to  detect  them,  screened  as  they  are  by 
the  culpable  weakness  already  mentioned ; 
and  thus  a  darkening  shade  of  suspicion 
is  cast  over  the  whole  body ;  and  the  evil 
is  cherished,  until  it  will  act  as  an  extin- 
guisher on  the  last  glimmeriDg  light  of 
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love  "for  the  brethren."  SL  Paul  was 
not  uncharitable,  when  he  exhorted  the 
Corinthian  church  to  purge  out  the  leaven 
from  among  them:  our  venerable  re- 
formers were  not  uncharitable  when  they 
framed  tlie  rubric  excluding  from  the 
Lord's  table  such  as,  having  wronged  a 
neighbour,  should  neglect  to  make  fitting 
reparation ;  but  we  are  truly  uncharitable, 
both  to  ourselves  and  others,  while  we 
suffer  the  mere  badge  of  a  party,  the 
mere  verbal  shibboleth  of  religious 
phraseology,  and  tlie  tinkling  cymbal  of 
sound  doctrines  issuing  from  feigned  lipe, 
to  deter  us  from  plucking  these  weeds  out 
of  the  Lord's  garden;  or,  if  we  lack 
power  so  to  do,  from  legibly  writing 
"poison"  over  them,  that  the  children 
may  no  longer  shrink  from  wholesome 
plants,  through  dread  of  a  concealed  sting. 
Is  then  every  infirmity  of  temper,  every 
incautious  step,  every  injudicious  proceed- 
ing, every  lamented  inconsistency  tliat  the 
follower  of  Christ  is  betrayed  into,  to  be 
proclaimed,  and  the  stumbling  disciple 
held  fortli  to  the  church's  anathema  and 
the  world's  contempt?  God  forbid! 
^'  Brethren,  if  a  man  be  overtaken  in  a 
fault,  yc  which  are  spiritual  restore  such 
a  one  in  the  spirit  of  meekness,  consider- 
ing thyself,  lest  thou  also  be  tempted. 
Bear  ye  one  another's  burdens,  and  bo 
fulfil  the  law  of  Christ."  It  is  not  to  the 
infirmities  of  re<il  Christians,  but  to  the 
worldlinees,  tlie  covetousness,  the  malig- 
nity, the  calumniating  bitterness  of  ^ose 
who  have  thrust  themselves  into  their 
company,  that  we  trace  the  lack  of  con- 
fiding love  among  God's  people.  The 
flesh  may  so  lust  against  the  Spirit  in  a 
regenerate  man,  that  he  may  be  betrayed 
into  many  inconsistencies,  and  be  a  per- 
petual grief  unto  himself;  he  is  to  be  ten- 
derly admonished,  prayed  over,  and  as- 
sisted in  the  struggle.  But  when  a  roan 
is  known  by  those  who  have  studied  him 
well  to  be  capable  of  destroying  a  neigh- 
bour's character  through  envy  and  malig- 
nity, or  selling  it  for  filtliy  lucre's  sake — 
when  he  has  been  found  to  make  his  reli- 
gious way  of  talking  a  cloak  for  licen- 
tiousness, for  ambition,  and  worldly  ad- 
vantage, he  ought  to  be  so  dealt  with  by 
those  who  are  godly,  as  eitlier  to  alarm 
him  from  his  sin  or  to  sliame  him  out  of 
his  false  profession. 
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There  may  be  points  of  natural  weak- 
ness in  a  man's  character  that  prevent 
our  altogether  confiding  in  him;  but  if 
the  life  of  God  be  manifest  in  his  soul,  by 
the  simple  walk  of  faith  and  a  holy  con- 
versation, are  we  not  bound,  yea,  con- 
strained to  love  him  ?  The  Lord  dwells 
in  His  church,  which  is  the  company  of 
all  faithful  pepple :  He  dwells  in  them  in- 
dividually; and,  as  being  made  temples 
of  tlie  living  God,  we  cannot  but  honour 
and  love  them,  for  the  Deity  that  abides 
within.  Oh  how  tender,  how  respectful 
should  we  be  to  all  the  brethren,  if  we 
rightly  considered  this!  We  should  not 
grieve,  we  should  not  provoke,  we  should 
not  dare  to  malign  and  contemn  them,  if 
we  bore  in  mind  that  the  Lord  is  there. 

Meeting  on  the  troublous  waves  of  life, 
we  should  affectionately  recollect  what 
storms  from  above  may  await  their  on- 
ward course — what  enemies  may  be 
watching  around  to  swallow  them  up — 
what  rocks  may  lurk  below  to  make  ship- 
wreck of  their  faith  and  conscience.  These 
are  touching  considerations  to  such  as 
know  the  severity  of  that  internal  warfare 
wherein  the  flesh  lusting  against  the 
Spirit,  and  the  Spirit  against  the  flesh, 
keep  the  believer  tossing  and  trembling 
on  the  waters  of  a  strife  that  is  only  to 
end  with  his  mortal  voyage.  However 
incommunicative  we  may  be  of  our  per- 
sonal experiences,  we  yet  are  conscious 
that  fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
will  intrude  like  the  voice  of  a  rising  tem- 
pest, to  mar  the  gladness  of  our  most 
joyous  hours.  Such  conflicts  as  we  feel 
to  be  in  ourselves,  we  know  must  belong 
to  our  brethren  also;  and  is  not  this  a 
plea  for  the  tenderest  sympathy  ?  Meet- 
ing as  strangers  and  pilgrims,  uncertain 
whether  we  shall  ever  again  behold  them 
uillil  we  stand  before  the  judgment-seat 
of  Christ,  surely  wc  should  bear  them, 
and  their  probable  trials,  on  our  hearts 
before  tlic  Lord,  in  prayer ;  and  extending 
the  hand  of  cordial  salutation,  we  should 
follow  their  track  with  the  eye  of  sympa- 
thizing love,  breathing  tlie  language  of 
the  sweet  Psalmist  of  Israel,  "  For  my 
brethren  and  companions'  sakcs,  I  will 
now  say,  Peace  be  within  tlicc.  Because 
of  the  house  of  the  Lord  our  God,  I  will 
seek  thy  good." 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

IRELAND. 

'^  Oh  that  it  were  with  me  as  m  days 
past !"  is  an  aspiration  which  the  natural 
heart  of  man  seems  prone  to  utter,  though 
far  apart  from  the  original  context.  Few, 
indeed,  if  any,  of  God's  people  can  look 
back  upon  that  spring-tide  season  of  first 
faith  and  love  without  having  cause  to 
ask,  with  tearful  regret, 

Where  U  the  blesfedneit  I  knew 
When  lint  I  saw  the  Lord  1 

• 

But  among  those  who  never  saw  or  sought 
Him,  there  is  a  frequent  recurrence  to  past 
times,  as  having  savoured  of  happiness 
comparatively  unalloyed.  Yet,  while  that 
past  was  still  the  present,  it  had,  in  gene- 
ral, its  attendant  clouds  and  discomforts 
in  sufiicieht  abundance  to  render  some- 
thing antecedent  to  it  a  subject  of  like  re- 
grets. It  appears  that  as  time  rolls  on, 
the  anxieties  of  the  day — for  the  principal 
drawbacks  on  our  fehcity  are  imaginary 
evils,  and  groundless  forebodings — pass 
oSf  and  are  forgotten;  while  the  actual 
enjoyments  graciously  permitted  leave  an 
indelible  record  on  the  mind.  I  have 
sometimes  tried,  under  the  pressure  of 
great  uneasiness,  to  reduce  two  scriptural 
precepts  to  practice.  Forgetting  those 
things  that  are  behind,  and  taking  no 
thought  for  the»morrow — nor  even  for  the 
succeeding  hour — I  have  viewed  the  ac- 
tual present  in  its  naked  reality,  and 
found  that,  like  it,  my  trouble  was  dimin- 
ished to  a  mere  point  I  perceived  that 
some  injury  or  vexation,  recently  encoun- 
tered, was  still  rankling  in  my  heart: 
while  the  anticipation  of  what  was  pre- 
sently to  be  done  or  said  very  much  in- 
creased the  excitement.  Banishincr  both 
of  these,  and  looking  on  the  passing  mo- 
ment only  standing  before  the  Lord  a 
living  miracle  of  His  mercy  and  long- 
suffering,  with  no  other  positive  certainty 
in  prospect  than  that  not  one  word  of  His 
good  promise  should  ever  fail,  I  have  ac- 
tually paused  in  .astonishment  at  finding 
how  large  a  portion  of  what,  strictly 
speaking,  was  non-existent,  entered  into 
the  composition  of  my  grievance.  These 
little  arrests  for  close  self-examination  are 
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exceedingly  useful :  and  if  conducted  on 
the  right  principle,  as  in  the  presence  of 
him  who  searclieth  the  hearts  and  trieth 
the  reins  of  the  children  of  men,  they  are 
of  a  very  humbling  tendency.  Ingratitude 
for  the  mercy  that  has  walled  one  cloud 
away,  and  mistrust  of  tlie  love  that  pre- 
sides over  such  as  are  yet  afar  off,  will  be 
found  interwoven  with  every  murmuring 
thought  of  our  hearts,  breathed  in  every 
complaint  that  escapes  our  lips.  Without 
the  gills  of  memory  and  prescience,  we 
should  indeed  be  gub  the  brutes :  still  it  is 
melancholy  to  reflect  how  constantly  we 
use  them  as  weapons  of  rebeUious  ingrati- 
tude against  the  Giver. 

By  applying  this  rule  to  the  events  of 
by-gone  days,  I  am  enabled  to  detect 
many  a  grievous  act  of  sin  in  what,  at  the 
time,  appeared  but  well-founded  sorrow — 
sin  that  would  never  have  been  repented 
of,  because  never  discovered  by  me. 
Ollen,  when  all  has  been  bright  around 
me,  and  the  mercy  of  God  was  most  sig- 
nally manifested  in  guidance  or  preserva- 
tion, has  my  heart  secretly  fretted  and 
raged  against  His  decrees,  because  the 
past  and  the  probable  future  w^ere  dark  to 
my  sight  I  can  recall  such  an  instance, 
connected  with  most  endearing  recollec- 
tions, and  now  looked  back  upon  as  the- 
very  door  of  blessings,  temporal  and  spir- 
itual, which  may  furnish  a  theme  for  songs 
of  everlasting  thanksgiving  and  praise. 

I  will  not  say  exactly  how  many  years 
since  I  first  bent  my  way  towards  the  sis- 
ter isle.  It  is  enougn  to  state  that  I  was 
then  a  ver^  fair  specimen  of  national  and 
spiritual  pride:  botl\  equally  groundless. 
My  nationality  consisted  in  a  supreme 
contempt  of  every  thing  not  exclusively 
English,  with  a  clause  of  peculiar  scorn 
and  detestation  of  whatever  might  happen 
to  be  Irish.*  My  spirituality  was  a  deep 
conviction  of  being  one  of  the  most  deser- 
ving people  living :  I  read  the  Bible  very 
frequently ;  I  was  a  regular  and  punctual 
church-goer;  I  said  prayers  in  private,  did 
many  good  works  (in  my  own  estimation) 
and  sutfcrcd  much  evil  unresistingly. 
Upon  these  things  I  built  such  a  confident 
hope,  or  ratlier  claim,  for  eternal  life,  tliat 
— I  shudder  to  recollect  it — I  had  more 
than  once  seen  myself  in  the  very  jaws  of 
destruction  without  a  single  doubt  or  fear 
M  to  my  eternal  portion.    In  this  state  of 


mind,  I  undertook  a  reluctant  journey  and 
voyage,  resolved  to  anticipate  only  unal- 
loyed miseries.  Truth  to  say,  my  retro- 
spections were  sufficiently  dark  to  throw  a 
fearful  gloom  over  what  was  to  come,  in 
the  eyes  of  one  who  had  not  yet  seen  the 
purposes  of  divine  love  in  the  chastisement 
of  a  proud,  self-righteous  rebeL 

With  a  bitter  spirit,  and  downcast  eyes 
that  shunned  the  very  sight  of  the  land,  I 
obeyed  the  summons  to  come  on  deck, 
when  the  packet  which  had  been  all  day 
sailing  against  the  wind  was  moored  at 
the  pier  of  Howth.  It  was  two  or  three 
hours  afler  midnight ;  but  a  most  brilliant 
full  moon  threw  its  soil  clear  light  on  every 
object,  rendering  any  artificial  aid  unne- 
cessary. A  plank  was  laid  from  the  ves- 
sel to  the  shore,  by  which  the  passengers 
landed ;  and  as  the  tide  was  then  low,  the 
inclination  of  the  plank  was  very  great-^ 
at  another  time  I  might  have  hesitated  to 
ascend  the  steep  and  slippery  way ;  but  I 
was  heedless,  reckless  of  every  thing.  No 
principle  of  willing  obedience  led  me  in 
the  patli  of  duty,  but  a  sort  of  sudden  ac- 
quiescence that  I  dignified  with  the  name 
of  resignation,  and  considered  highly  me- 
ritorious. I  had  been  so  tardy,  that  I  was 
nearly  forgotten — a  lonely  voyager,  with- 
out one  person  on  whose  kindness  I  had 
any  other  claim  than  what  their  own  gen- 
erous commiseration  spontaneously  ac- 
knowledged— and  I  fancy  the  sailors  had 
commenced  withdrawing  the  plank  when 
my  approach  caused  them  to  replace  it  I 
mounted  the  ship's  side,  and  proceeded 
about  three  steps  along  the  narrow  foot- 
ing, when  a  heave  of  the  vessel  unsteadied 
it — the  upper  part  began  to  slide,  and  in  a 
second  or  two  I  should  have  been  en- 
gulphed  low  in  the  dark  waters  between 
the  ship  and  the  pier,  with  scarcely  a  hur 
man  possibility  of  rescue ;  but  one  of  the 
gentlemen  flung  himself  prostrate  on  the 
ground,  seizing  with  a  powerful  grasp  the 
receding  plank ;  while  a  sailor  jumping  on 
the  ship's  bulwarks  caught  me  round  the 
knees,  to  support  my  tottering  steps,  and 
another  of  the  passengers,  extending  hit 
hands,  took  mine,  and  drew  me  forward. 

I  sprang  ashore,  with  a  careless  laugh, 
my  usual  mask  for  a  half-broken  heart ; 
and  while  receiving  the  fervent  welcome 
of  those  kind-hearted  Irishmen,  height- 
ened into  agitation  by  my  recent  peril  and 
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escape,  what  was  the  language  of  zny  se- 
cret tiioughts  ?  Adoring  gratitude  ?  No. 
Neither  Uie  watery  grave  from  which  I 
had  that  moment  been  snatclied,  nor  the 
sense  of  present  safety,  health,  and  com- 
fort, nor  the  sod  sweet  moon  looking  down 
upon  the  velvet  sod,  and  marking  the 
church  tower,  gleaming  on  tlie  white 
head-stones  of  many  a  rustic  grave,  nor 
the  animated  warmth  of  those  who  had  so 
promptly  interposed  to  rescue  me — could 
elicit  one  throb  of  right  feeling.  Dark  as 
the  depths  where  I  might  have  been  sinking 
with  my  imgrateful  spirit;  and  while  I 
courteously  thanked  my  welcoming  com- 
panions, the  breathing  of  my  soul  was, 
**  Would  that  your  country  were  in  the 
depth  of  the  8e€^  and  I  anywhere  else !" 
But  there  was  one  thing  that  exceeded 
my  rebellion :  and  that  was  the  mercy  of 
my  long-suffering 'God. 

With  feelings  of  undiminished  gloom 
and  hatred,  I  sat  down  in  the  parlour  of 
the  hotel,  until  the  morning  should  be 
sufficiently  advanced  to  admit  of  our  pro- 
ceeding to  Dublin.  With  two  other  pas- 
sengers, I  shared  a  post-chaise ;  and  as  we 
approached  the  Irish  metropolis,  even  my 
unwilling  looks  were  attracted  and  grati- 
fied, by  the  beauty  of  many  white  build- 
ings, the  country  seats  of  its  inhabitants, 
scattered  among  plantations  of  exquisite 
verdure,  and  reflecting  tlie  early  rays  of  a 
cloudless  sun.  While  descending  a  hilly 
road,  the  horses  took  fright,  the  postillion 
was  tlirown,  and  with  fearful  velocity  we 
were  borne  along  by  the  unchecked  ani- 
mals at  full  gallop.  Let  those  who  under- 
stand the  peril  of  my  deed  judge  of  the 
reckless  feeling  that  prompted  it :  I  quietly 
pat  my  hand  out,  opened  the  door,  and 
gathering  my  long  riding-habit  about  me, 
threw  myself  from  the  carriage.  Of  course, 
I  fell  prostrate,  but  quite  unhurt,  except- 
ing a  graze  on  .the  hand;  and,  jumping 
up,  exclaimed,  as  I  brushed  the  dust  from 
my  face,  "Well,  I  suppose  I  am  to  love 
the  soil,  aAer  all;  for  I  have  kissed  it  in 
spite  of  myself!"  And  did  I  not  love  it  ? — 
do  I  not  love  it?  The  Lord  knoweth.  He 
who  marked  my  first  entrance  there  by 
two  such  awful  deliverances,  can  alone 
•ay  how  deep,  how  fervent,  how  all-per- 
vading is  the  love  of  Ireland,  dear  Ireland, 
in  every  vein  of  my  heart. 

The  chaise  had  been  stopped, immedi- 


ately after  my  despeiate  leap;  and  X  r* 
turned  to  it,  more  amused  by  the  excessiv/ 
terror  (hat  I  had  occasioned  to  jaiy  com 
panions,  than  impressed  by  the  manifer^ 
interposition  of  divine  power  in  preserving 
me.  I  need  not  pursue  the  journey,  nor 
relate  the  deep  waters  of  affliction,  through 
which  I  proudly  and  unflinchingly  held 
my  way,  filled,  even  from  the  first,  with 
love  for  the  people  whom  I  had  so  shame- 
fully prejudged,  but  not  reconciled  to  Him 
whom  I  professed  to  serve  and  adore, 
until  he  visited  me  with  strange  and  ago- 
nizing convictions  of  my  lost  and  sinful 
state,  which  I  divulged  to  no  human  being: 
and  then,  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
through  His  own  precious  word  alone, 
apart  from  all  other  instrumentality, 
showed  me  the  atoning  Lamb,  filled  me 
with  joy  and  peace  in  believing,  and  after 
months  of  sweet  and  blissful  communion 
with  him,  brought  me  among  His  dear 
children — even  tliose  who  are  now  suffer- 
ing persecution  and  affliction  for  His  sake 
and  the  gospel. 

Among  by-gone  days,  that  is  indeed 
with  me  a  memorable  one  which  wel- 
comed me  to  the  green  sod  of  Ireland. 
The  impatient  stamp  with  which  I  de- 
lighted, as  it  were,  to  tread  her  underfoot, 
when  landing  on  the  northern  point  of  her 
magnificient  bay,  contrasted  with  tlie 
heart-broken  reluctance  that  lingered  to 
pick  up  a  pebble  from  the  last  jutting  little 
promontory  of  sand,  when  re-embarking 
from  its  southern  side  after  several  years' 
sojourn — is  vivid  in  my  recollection.  Deep 
sorrow  was  my  portion  at  either  period ; 
but,  with  outward  circumstances  nearly 
similar,  oh  how  changed  its  aspect !  I  had 
come  thither  under  the  impression  that 
human  suffering  was  a  suitable  atonement 
for  human  sin ;  and  while  conscience  bore 
me  witness  that  I  had,  from  tlie  earliest 
dawn  of  reason,  frequently  transgressed 
the  known  commands  of  God,  I  (bund  in 
the  pressure  of  early  and  severe  afliiction 
not  only  what  I  considered  a  sufficient 
punishment  for  tliose  transgressions,  but 
enough  even  to  turn  the  balance  in  my 
favour,  and  to  render  me  a  claimant  on 
the  justice  of  the  Most  High  !  Because  in 
the  particular  trial  of  my  life  I  had  not 
perhaps  merited  at  the  hand  of  man  what 
I  was  called  on  to  endure,  I  stood  boldly 
forth  as  a  specimen  of  injured  innocence 
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oAen  appealing  to  the  Searcher  of  hearts 
in  the  language  that  even  David  could  not 
have  used,  except  in  a  typical  character, 
and  prophetic  strain.  I  gathered  into  one 
view  the  sorrows  of  past  years,  and  many 
a  comfortless  anticipation  of  the  future, 
clouding  over  with  their  needless  gloom 
every  little  interval  of  sunshine  and  repose 
that  was  graciously  permitted  for  the  re- 
freshment of  a  weary  spirit  But  this  pic- 
ture is  too  vile  to  dwell  upon :  what  was 
the  other?  A  lengthened  catalogue  of 
sorrows  endured;  a  ikrker  prospect  of 
threatened  woes;  a  rending  asunder  of 
the  sweetest  ties  that  Christian  friendship 
ever  formed  and  sanctified — an  exile  from 
the  country  that  I  had  learned  to  love,  as 
a  Beth-el  of  spiritual  enjoyment,  and  a  re- 
turn to  that  which  had  never  afforded  me 
a  privilege  worth  having,  apart  from  the 
endearments  of  a  home  no  longer  mine. 
Yet,  amid  many  sinful  repinings  and  un- 
believing fears,  there  was  a  peace,  nay  a 
joy,  passing  expression.  In  all  these 
things  I  saw  the  natural  consequence  of 
inbred  corruptions  and  actual  sin,  to  which 
I  had  learned  to  trace  every  blot  upon  this 
fair  creation  ;  and  in  such  consequences,  I 
saw  the  heinousness  of  that  sin,  and  its 
eternal  wages  at  the  hand  of  a  pure  and 
holy  Grod.  I  beheld  the  mighty  ransom 
which  had  delivered  me  from  going  down 
into  the  pit ;  I  confessed  the  hand  that  had 
led  me  so  far ;  and  while  through  a  mist 
of  tears  I  looked  northward  across  the 
beautiful  bay,  remembering  my  first  arri- 
val, with  all  its  consequences,  my  soul  re- 
sponded to  the  language  of  dear  John 
Newton — 

Determined  to  nave,  be  watched  o*er  my  path, 
When,  Satan*!  blind  slave,  I  iported  with  wrath. 
And  would  he  have  taught  me  to  trust  in  His  name, 
And  thus  far  have  brought  me,  to  put  me  to  shame  t 

No :  the  scenes  themselves  hardly  pre- 
sented such  a  contrast  as  the  feelings 
that  prevailed.  Night,  a  troubled  sea,  a 
dark  deep  gulf  of  sullen  waters  interven- 
ing between  my  ship  and  the  perpendicu- 
lar side  of  the  pier,  with  none  about  me 
but  the  casual  acquaintances  of  a  day,  who 
knew  no  more  of  me  and  mine  than  I  did 
of  them,  and  a  country  that  was  to  me  far 
worse  than  indifferent — this  was  my  arri- 
val. My  departure  was  on  a  brilliant 
summer  morning;  my  path  along  the 
shining  sand,  that  seemed  gradually  to 


melt  and  mingle  in  the  blue    rippling 
waters,  playing  beneath  the  sunbeam,  and 
bearing  on  their  bosom  the  light  boat  pre- 
pared to  convey  us  to  the  steamer,  which 
was  moored  in  the  bay.    Around  were 
some  whose   eyes,  like  mine,  overflowed 
with  natural  sorrow,  while  their  hearts 
glowed  with  the  delicious  anticipation  of 
eternal  re-union  in  a  better  land.     Not  a 
feeling  of  my  soul  but  was  understood  and 
reciprocated:   and  the  tie  formed  below 
could  not  be  broken :  for  a  crucified  Re- 
deemer formed  the  connecting  link.     One 
who  even  then  was  preparing  to  bid  a 
long  farewell  to  his  own  sweet  isle,  on  a 
mission  of  love  to  the  souls  of  distant  hea- 
then, led  my  reluctant  step  into  the  boat : 
and  at  the  moment  of  seating  me  there, 
he  repeated,  "  When  thou  passest  through 
the  waters,  I  will  be  with  thee."    Yes,  I 
think  I  was  then  humbled  under  the  over- 
powering   conviction   that   such   a   vile, 
guilty,  proud,  thankless,  rebellious  atom 
as  I,  when  embarking  on  that  broad  and 
beauteous  water,  was  and  had  been  from 
eternity  the  object  of  a  love  which,  mani- 
fested in  due  time,  had  assured  me  that, 
whatsoever  might  be  my  coming  trials,  in 
all — all — I  should  be  more  than  conqueror 
through  Him  who  had  so  loved  me.     Oh, 
the  depth  of  the  riches  of  that  redeeming 
love ! 

But  I  was  sorrowful  still;  and  sorrow 
in  one  shape  or  another,  yea,  sorrow  upon 
sorrow,  is  blended  with  every  tie  that 
binds  me  to  Ireland.  I  would  not  have 
it  otherwise ;  I  would  not  forget  that 
this  is  the  day  of  her  calamity,  and 
that  to  weep  over  her  now  is  the  beet 
token  of  being  one  day  permitted  to  re- 
joice and  joy  with  her.  Now,  while  her 
faithful  witnesses  prophesy  in  sackcloth, 
and  her  believing  children,  who  work  the 
works  of  Gk>d  in  faith  and  prayer,  are  dis- 
couraged and  put  to  shame;  while  vio- 
lence and  fraud  are  connived  at,  and  an 
idolatrous  apostacy  cherished,  and  the 
wicked  walk  on  every  side,  and  the  vilest 
of  men  are  exalted — it  is  well  that  my  re- 
miniscences of  Ireland  should  partake  in 
the  sombre  hue  of  her  destiny — tliat  the 
dearest  spot  in  her  wide  boundary  should 
be  a  grave,  and  the  saddest  of  my  thoughta 
still  wander  thitherward. 
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escape,  what  was  the  language  of  my  se- 
cret thoughts  ?  Adoring  gratitude  ?  No. 
Neither  tlie  watery  grave  from  which  I 
had  that  moment  been  snatched,  nor  the 
sense  of  present  safety,  health,  and  com- 
fort, nor  the  sod  sweet  moon  looking  down 
upon  the  velvet  sod,  and  marking  the 
church  tower,  gleaming  on  the  white 
head-stones  of  many  a  rustic  grave,  nor 
the  animated  warmth  of  tho66  who  had  so 
promptly  interposed  to  rescue  me — could 
elicit  one  throb  of  right  feeling.  Dark  as 
the  deptlis  where  I  might  have  been  sinking 
with  my  ungrateful  spirit;  and  while  I 
courteously  thanked  my  welcoming  com- 
panions, the  breathing  of  my  soul  was, 
"Would  that  your  country  were  in  the 
depth  of  the  sea,  and  I  anywhere  else !" 
But  there  was  one  thing  that  exceeded 
my  rebellion :  and  that  was  the  mercy  of 
my  long-suffering 'God. 

With  feelings  of  undiminished  gloom 
and  hatred,  I  sat  down  in  the  parlour  of 
the  hotel,  until  the  morning  should  be 
sufficiently  advanced  to  admit  of  our  pro- 
ceeding to  Dublin.  With  two  other  pas- 
sengers, I  shareil  a  post-chaise ;  and  as  we 
approached  the  Irieh  metropolis,  even  my 
unwilling  looks  were  attracted  and  grati- 
fied, by  the  beauty  of  many  white  build- 
ings, tiie  country  seats  of  its  inhabitants, 
scattered  among  plantations  of  exquisite 
verdure,  and  reflecting  the  early  rays  of  a 
cloudless  sun.  While  descending  a  hilly 
road,  tlie  horses  took  fright,  the  postillion 
was  thrown,  and  with  fearful  velocity  we 
were  borne  along  by  the  unchecked  ani- 
mals at  full  gallop.  Let  those  who  under- 
stand the  peril  of  my  deed  judge  of  the 
reckless  feeling  that  prompted  it :  I  quietly 
put  my  hand  out,  opened  the  door,  and 
gathering  my  long  riding-habit  about  me, 
threw  myself  from  the  carriage.  Of  course, 
I  fell  prostrate,  but  quite  unhurt,  except- 
ing a  graze  on  .the  hand;  and,  jumping 
up,  exclaimed,  as  I  brushed  the  dust  from 
my  face,  "  Well,  I  suppose  I  am  to  love 
the  soil,  ader  all ;  for  I  have  kissed  it  in 
spite  of  myself!"  And  did  I  not  love  it  ? — 
do  I  not  love  it  ?  The  Lord  knoweth.  He 
who  marked  my  first  entrance  there  by 
two  such  awful  deliverances,  can  alone 
say  how  deep,  how  fervent,  how  all-per- 
vading is  the  love  of  Ireland,  dear  Ireland, 
in  every  vein  of  my  heart 

The  chaise  had  been  stopped  .immedi- 1 


ately  afler  my  despeiate  leap ;  and  I  re- 
turned to  it,  more  amused  by  the  excessive 
terror  that  I  had  occasioned  to  jaiy  com 
panions,  than  impressed  by  tlie  manifer^ 
interposition  of  divine  power  in  preserving 
me.  I  need  not  pursue  the  journey,  nor 
relate  the  deep  waters  of  affliction,  through 
which  I  proudly  and  unflinchingly  held 
my  way,  filled,  even  from  the  first,  with 
love  for  the  people  whom  I  had  so  shame- 
fully prejudged,  but  not  reconciled  to  Him 
whom  I  professed  to  serve  and  adore, 
until  he  visited  me  with  strange  and  ago- 
m'zing  convictions  of  my  lost  and  sinful 
state,  which  I  divulged  to  no  human  being: 
and  then,  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
through  His  own  precious  word  alone, 
apart  from  all  other  instrumentality, 
showed  me  the  atoning  Lamb,  filled  me 
with  joy  and  peace  in  believing,  and  afler 
months  of  sweet  and  blissful  communion 
with  him,  brought  me  among  His  dear 
children — even  tliose  who  are  now  suffer- 
ing persecution  and  affliction  for  His  sake 
and  the  gospel. 

Among  by-gone  days,  that  is  indeed 
with  me  a  memorable  one  which  wel- 
comed me  to  the  green  sod  of  Ireland. 
The  impatient  stamp  with  which  I  de- 
lighted, as  it  were,  to  tread  her  underfoot, 
when  landing  on  Uie  northern  point  of  her 
magnificient  bay,  contrasted  with  tlie 
heart-broken  reluctance  that  lingered  to 
pick  up  a  pebble  from  the  last  jutting  little 
promontory  of  sand,  when  re-embarking 
from  its  southern  side  after  several  years' 
sojourn — is  vivid  in  my  recollection.  Deep 
sorrow  was  my  portion  at  either  period ; 
but,  with  outward  circumstances  nearly 
similar,  oh  how  changed  its  aspect !  I  had 
come  thither  under  the  impression  that 
human  suffering  was  a  suitable  atonement 
for  human  sin ;  and  while  conscience  bore 
me  witness  that  I  had,  from  the  earliest 
dawn  of  reason,  frequently  transgressed 
the  known  commands  of  God,  I  found  in 
the  pressure  of  early  and  severe  affliction 
not  only  what  I  considered  a  sufficient 
punishment  for  those  transgressions,  but 
enough  even  to  turn  the  balance  in  my 
favour,  and  to  render  me  a  claimant  on 
the  justice  of  the  Most  High  !  Because  in 
the  particular  trial  of  my  life  I  had  not 
perhaps  merited  at  the  hand  of  man  what 
I  was  called  on  to  endure,  I  stood  boldly 
forth  as  a  specimen  of  injured  innocence 
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oAen  appealing  to  the  Searcher  of  hearts 
in  the  language  that  even  David  could  not 
have  used,  except  in  a  typical  character, 
and  prophetic  strain.  I  gathered  into  one 
view  the  sorrows  of  past  years,  and  many 
a  comfortless  anticipation  of  the  future, 
clouding  over  with  their  needless  gloom 
every  little  interval  of  sunshine  and  repose 
that  was  graciously  permitted  for  the  re- 
freshment of  a  weary  spirit  But  this  pic- 
ture is  too  vile  to  dwell  upon :  what  was 
the  other?  A  lengthened  catalogue  of 
sorrows  endured;  a  ikrker  prospect  of 
threatened  woes;  a  rending  asunder  of 
the  sweetest  ties  that  Christian  friendship 
ever  formed  and  sanctified — an  exile  from 
the  country  that  I  had  learned  to  love,  as 
a  Beth-el  of  spiritual  enjoyment  and  a  re- 
turn to  that  which  had  never  afforded  me 
a  privilege  worth  having,  apart  from  the 
endearments  of  a  home  no  longer  mine. 
Yet,  amid  many  sinful  repinings  and  un- 
believing fears,  there  was  a  peace,  nay  a 
joy,  passing  expression.  In  all  these 
things  I  saw  the  natural  consequence  of 
inbred  corruptions  and  actual  sin,  to  which 
I  had  learned  to  trace  every  blot  upon  this 
fair  creation  ;  and  in  such  consequences,  I 
saw  the  heinousness  of  that  sin,  and  its 
eternal  wages  at  the  hand  of  a  pure  and 
holy  Grod.  I  beheld  the  mighty  ransom 
which  had  delivered  me  from  going  down 
into  the  pit ;  I  confessed  the  hand  that  had 
led  me  so  far ;  and  while  through  a  mist 
of  tears  I  looked  northward  across  the 
beautiful  bay,  remembering  my  first  arri- 
val, with  all  its  consequences,  my  soul  re- 
sponded to  the  language  of  dear  John 
Newton — 

DetenninM  to  rave,  he  watched  o*er  my  path, 
When,  Satan's  blind  slave,  I  sported  with  wrath. 
And  would  he  have  taught  me  to  trust  in  His  name, 
And  thus  far  have  brought  me,  to  put  me  to  shame  ? 

No :  the  scenes  themselves  hardly  pre- 
sented such  a  contrast  as  the  feelings 
that  prevailed.  Night,  a  troubled  sea,  a 
dark  deep  gulf  of  sullen  waters  interven- 
ing between  my  ship  and  the  perpendicu- 
lar side  of  the  pier,  with  none  about  me 
but  the  casual  acquaintances  of  a  day,  who 
knew  no  more  of  me  and  mine  than  I  did 
of  them,  and  a  country  that  was  to  me  far 
worse  ihan  indifferent — this  was  my  arri- 
val. My  departure  was  on  a  brilliant 
summer  morning ;  my  path  along  the 
•hining  sand,  that  seemed  gradually  to 


melt  and  mingle   in  the  blue    rippling 
waters,  playing  beneath  the  sunbeam,  and 
bearing  on  their  bosom  the  light  boat  pre- 
pared to  convey  us  to  the  steamer,  which 
was  moored  in  the  bay.    Around  were 
some  whose   eyes,  hke  mine,  overflowed 
with  natural  sorrow,  while  their  hearts 
glowed  with  the  delicious  anticipation  of 
eternal  re-union  in  a  better  land.     Not  a 
feeling  of  my  soul  but  was  understood  and 
reciprocated:   and  the  tie  formed  below 
could  not  be  broken :  for  a  crucified  Re- 
deemer formed  the  connecting  link.     One 
who  even  then  was  preparing  to  bid  a 
long  farewell  to  his  own  sweet  isle,  on  a 
mission  o[  love  to  the  souls  of  distant  hea- 
then, led  my  reluctant  step  into  the  boat : 
and  at  the  moment  of  seating  me  there, 
he  repeated,  "  When  thou  passest  through 
the  waters,  I  will  be  with  thee."    Yes,  I 
think  I  was  then  humbled  under  the  over- 
powering  conviction   that   such   a   vile, 
guilty,  proud,  thankless,  rebellious  atom 
as  I,  when  embarking  on  that  broad  and 
beauteous  water,  was  and  had  been  from 
eternity  the  object  of  a  love  which,  mani- 
fested in  due  time,  had  assured  me  that, 
whatsoever  might  be  my  coming  trials,  in 
all — all — I  should  be  more  than  conqueror 
through  Him  who  had  so  loved  me.     Oh, 
the  depth  of  the  riches  of  that  redeeming 
love! 

But  I  was  sorrowful  still;  and  sorrow 
in  one  shape  or  another,  yea,  sorrow  upon 
sorrow,  is  blended  with  every  tie  that 
binds  me  to  Ireland.  I  would  not  have 
it  otherwise ;  I  would  not  forget  that 
this  is  the  day  of  her  calamity,  and 
that  to  weep  over  her  now  is  the  beet 
token  of  being  one  day  permitted  to  re- 
joice and  joy  with  her.  Now,  while  her 
faithful  witnesses  prophesy  in  sackcloth, 
and  her  believing  children,  who  work  the 
works  of  Gk>d  in  faith  and  prayer,  are  dis- 
couraged and  put  to  shame;  while  vio- 
lence and  fraud  are  connived  at,  and  an 
idolatrous  apostacy  cherished,  and  the 
wicked  walk  on  every  side,  and  tlie  vilest 
of  men  are  exalted — it  is  well  that  my  re- 
miniscences of  Ireland  should  partake  in 
the  sombre  hue  of  her  destiny — that  tlie 
dearest  spot  in  her  wide  boundary  should 
be  a  grave,  and  the  saddest  of  my  thoughta 
still  wander  thitherward. 


254 


THB  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  0AK-8TUMP. 

Something  of  recent  occurrence  has 
recalled  to  my  rakid  a  circumstance, 
which,  at  the  time  amused  me  greatly, 
and  furnished  not  a  few  subsequent  reflec- 
tions. I  can  and  do  vouch  for  the  truth 
of  the  incident ;  it  really  happened :  but 
to  render  it  less  incredible  than  it  might  ap- 
pear to  an  English  reader,  I  must  observe 
that  in  sundry  districts  of  Ireland  they  do 
not  always  carry  tlie  finish  of  a  kitchen 
■o  far  as  we  do,  in  country  houses  of  even 
high  respectability,  and  of  the  most  sub- 
stantial description.  That  part  of  the  fit- 
tiiig  most  frequently  dispensed  with  is  the 
floor.  Boards  or  bricks  are  little  known, 
in  some  places ;  and  where  a  few  flags 
are  laid  down,  so  many  portions  become 
detached  in  process  of  time,  or  sink  une- 
qually into  the  soiF,  that  the  pavement  is 
but  a  partial,  irregular  aflfair.  I  do  not 
mean  this  as  a  general  description :  but  I 
have  oflen  seen  it  so  in  houses  of  large  di- 
mensions, and  possessing  luxurious  ac^ 
commodations ;  while,  cither  from  a  stretch 
of  hospitality  on  tlic  part  of  the  servants, 
or  as  a  security  against  nightly  depreda- 
tion, the  fowla  were  admitted  snugly  to 
roost  among  tlie  long  rafYers,  or  other 
conveniences,  beneath  the  warm  and  shel- 
tering roof.  This  sketch  may  furnish  a 
hint  to  unravel  the  mystery  which,  had  it 
oceurred  in  a  well-bricked  or  dry-boarded 
apartment,  would  have  been  altogether 
too  marvellous  for  the  grasp  of  any  ra- 
tional credulity. 

It  was  in  the  very  spacious  kitchen  of  a 
fine  old  family  mansion,  embowered  in 
venerable  oaks  and  elms  of  mighty 
growth,  tliat  Uic  servants  requiring  a 
itout  block  for  culinary  purposes,  had  ob- 
tained it  from  tiie  lower  part  of  a  stately 
tree,  recently  felled ;  and  fixing  its  spread- 
ing base  on  the  kitchen  floor, — so  they 
called  it,  tliough  of  flooring  that  quarter 
was  perfectly  dcBtitute — they  used  it  for 
several  years,  in  the  capacity  aforesaid. 
Many  a  hard  blow  had  the  block  sus- 
tained ;  many  a  time  had  its  stubborn  sur- 
fkce  turned  tlic  edge  of  a  hatchet  and 
eaw,  sending  the  grumbling  operator  to 
the  grindstone.     Nobody  doubted  but  the 


block  was  destined  to  serve  for  some  gen- 
erations among  those  to  whom  its  uses 
were  various  and  important  The  kitchen 
range  did  not  appear  more  completely 
naturaUzed  in  its  appointed  station  ;  nor, 
apparendy,  was  the  iron  which  composed 
it  more  efiectually  divorced  from  its  pa- 
rent mine,  than  was  its  neighbour,  the 
heart  of  oak,  from  its  brethren  of  the 
forest 

One  fine  moist  spring,  however,  pro- 
duced a  singular  efiect  on  the  block :  sev- 
eral delicate  young  leaves  were  seen  to 
sprout  from  its  side.  It  was  remarked  as 
a  curious  circumstance  by  some  of  the 
servants,  but  the  leaves  soon  being  chip- 
ped ofi*  little  notice  was  taken.  The  fol- 
lowing year  it  exhibited  more  conspicuous 
tokens  of  vegetation:  the  shoots  were 
many  and  of  vigorous  growth ;  while  the 
servants  agreed  to  preserve  them,  pleased 
to  behold  their  ancient  friend  in  so  respec- 
table a  livery  of  national  green.  Towards 
autumn,  its  appearance  became  so  stri- 
king, that  the  report  was  carried  into  the 
parlour;  and  the  master  of  the  family 
found  on  inspection  so  fine  a  development 
of  root,  striking  deep  into  the  soil  of  the 
kitchen,  that  for  the  sake  of  experiment  he 
causect  it  to  be  very  carefully  dug  up, 
without  stripping  those  young  roots;  and 
placed  in  the  natural  ground,  near  an  an- 
cient avenue  of  its  own  kindred.  He  was 
not  disappointed :  for  in  a  year  or  two  the 
bushy  honotirs  of  this  kitchen  block  fur- 
nished one  of  the  finest  specimens  of  oak 
foliage  to  be  foimd  on  the  demesne. 

I  was  in  the  neighbourhood  at  the  time 
of  this  singular  transplantation,  and  ridi- 
culed very  freely  the  idea  of  any  other  re- 
sult than  the  speedy  withering  both  of 
root  and  sprout :  alleging  that  the  atmo- 
spheric change  from  a  culinary  hothouse 
to  the  chill  damps  of  closing  autumn,  with 
winter's  succeeding  blight,  would  alone 
suffice  to  extinguish  the  feeble  essay  of 
vegetation.  But  I  wronged  the  noble 
plant:  or  rather  the  hardihood  with  which 
the  Creator  has  endowed  tliat  majestic 
race  of  trees.  It  shamed  my  confident 
predictions,  and  became  an  ornament  to 
the  place. 

Such  a  type  has  afibrded  me  many 
pleasing  illustrations,  both  on  national  and 
personal  subjects ;  but  one  case  is  at  this 
moment  present  to  me,  which  follows  it 
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out,  I  diink,  with  peculiar  truth.  It  regards 
the  solitary  survivor  of  a  family  that  once 
flourished  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord :  until, 
one  by  one,  they  were  removed  to  a  better 
country,  and  this  youth  remained,  cut  off 
from  every  external  lie  that  had  formerly 
united  him  to  the  people  of  God.  Thrown 
among  worldlings,  he  became  altogether 
as  they :  he  served  their  master,  and  he 
served  them,  in  all  the  drudgery  of  sin. 
The  world,  the  busy,  noisy,  abject  world, 
became  his  element:  in  their  daily  toil  he 
psurtook,  and  from  the  scenes  of  nightly  rev- 
elry he  was  never  absent  No  more  resem- 
blance could  be  traced  between  H.  and  his 
departed  relatives,  than  between  the  low 
and  greasy  block  in  a  butcher's  stall  and  the 
noble  stem  that  throws  the  canopy  of  its  ver- 
dant branches  over  a  wide  expanse  of  shel- 
tered sod.  The  most  sanguine  of  Christ's 
followers  dared  not  to  surmise  of  poor  young 
H.  that  a  principle  of  spiritual  life  existed 
within,  lying  dormant  thus  from  year  to 
year. 

Yet  so  it  was:  I  had  the  story  from 
himself,  that  the  first  motions  of  that  divine 
vegetation  arose  in  his  soul  without  the 
intervention  of  any  other  means  than  a 
vague  and  confused  recollection  of  what 
he  had  heard  in  very  early  life.  I^was  in 
the  midst  of  as  busy  and  bustling  a  throng 
as  ever  had  congregated  around  him  that 
these  thoughts  stole  over  his  mind,  grad- 
ually absorbing  it  to  such  an  extent,  that 
the  forms  which  flitted  past  him  were  but 
as  the  shadows  of  clouds,  and  their  merry 
or  earnest  voices  as  the  murmur  of  run- 
ning streams  to  the  contemplative  recluse. 
Hours  had  thus  elapsed,  ere  he  became 
sensible  of  their  flight ;  and  he  hastened 
into  retirement  with  feelings  incomprehen- 
sible to  himself,  there  to  brood  over  the 
sweet  and  awful  theme. 

His  experience  was  even  from  this  mo- 
ment a  remarkably  happy  one :  convic- 
tions he  had,  deep  and  powerful,  of  in- 
dwelling and  of  actual  sin :  but  the  mani- 
festation of  redeeming  love  was  too  vivid 
for  the  long  continuance  of  cmy  cloud. 
Fruits  soon  appeared,  extraordinary 
enough  in  the  sight  of  his  ignorant  com- 
panions, but  passed  over  by  them  as  the 
effect  of  momentary  caprice.  After  a 
while,  however^  the  Lord,  who  was  thus 
mightily  working  in  and  for  him,  directed 
his  removal,  even  in  point  of  professional 


avocations,  from  among  the  ungodly,  and 
placed  him  in  the  midst  of  those  who 
knew  and  feared  His  name.  Until  then, 
H.  had  made  no  open  profession,  and  it 
was  a  matter  of  painful  conjecture  with 
his  new  associates,  and  of  profane  jests 
and  foolish  bets  with  the  old,  as  to  how  he 
would  appear  in  tliis  situation.  A  very 
little  time  sufliced  to  delight  the  one  party 
as  much  as  the  others  were  astonished 
and  chagrined.  If  ever  a  young  man' 
boldly  professed  the  name  of  Christ,  and 
beautifully  adorned  his  doctrine,  such  a 
man  was  H.  Rooted  and  grounded  in 
the  faith,  he  stood,  a  tree  of  the  Lord's 
planting,  bearing  fruit  abundantly,  that  he 
might  be  glorified.  I  may  speak  freely  of 
the  departed,  and  H.  is  gone  to  his  rest:  I 
never  beheld  more  vigorous  growth  than 
in  him :  or  a  richer  adorning  of  those  gifts 
and  graces  wliich  the  Lord  alone  can  be- 
stow. 

Unquestionably  there  is  a  blessing  con- 
nected with  the  steady  observance  of 
family  religion,  far  greater  and  more  ex- 
tensive than  our  unbelief  is  willing  to 
admit  I  could  fill  a  volume  with  the 
brief  enumeration  of  instances  coming 
witliin  my  own  knowledge,  and  I  do  verily 
think  that  the  Lord  conceals  from  us  many 
a  work  of  grace  in  the  souls  of  our  dearest 
connexions,  because  of  our  slowness  of 
heart  to  believe  the  immutability  of  His 
exceeding  great  and  precious  promises. 
It  is  very  generally  allowed  that  the  mir- 
acles of  healing  performed  on  diseased 
bodies  by  the  blessed^  Jesus  were  typical 
of  what  He  is  ever  waiting  to  do  for  oar 
sin-sick  souls.  We  often  find  the  leper, 
the  blind  Bartimeus,  and  the  Syro-pheni- 
cian  woman,  brought  forward  with  stri- 
king commentaries,  as  furnishing  invalua- 
ble encouragement  to  come,  and  be  saved: 
but  I  think  we  are  not  equally  willing  to 
lay  liold  on  the  case  of  the  man  whose 
friends  let  him  down  through  the  roof— of 
the  centurion  so  successfully  pleading  on 
behalf  of  his  sick  servant,  and  of  the  father 
who  brought  his  poor  possessed  child  to 
tlic  Saviour  immediately  after  His  trans- 
figuration. All  tliese  are  told  with  such 
emphasis  of  application — why  do  we  so 
overlook  tliem  ?  The  last-named  instance 
is  peculiarly  forcible :  does  not  conscience 
tell  us  that  we  are  very  much  in  the  habit 
of  bringing  our  unconverted  friends  before 
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the  Lord  with  an  ''If  thou  canst"?  It  is 
not  that  we  doubt  his  power  abstractedly: 
but  I,  for  one,  often  detect  myself  med- 
dling in  matters  too  high  for  me,  by  put- 
ting forward  at  such  times,  the  secret  de- 
crees of  elecljng  sovereignty ;  so  that  by 
musing  whetlier  sucli  a  soul  be  of  the 
number  of  the  elect,  I  have  virtually  put 
that  treacherous  **If  thou  canst"  between 
me  and  my  prayer.  God,  says  this  spe- 
cious sort  of  unbelief,  may  have  so  bound 
himself  by  his  own  eternal  decree,  that 
this  soul  does  not  come  within  the  num- 
ber who  shall  be  saved.  Away  with  such 
daring  perversion  of  a  glorious  truth ! 
And  oh,  that  we  heeded  more  the  impres- 
sive, the  invaluable,  the  heart-strengthen- 
ing reproof—"  If  tJwu  canst  believe : — all 
things  are  possible  to  him  that  belicveth." 
And  where,  all  the  while  was  the  subject 
of  this  momentous  dialogue?  Why,  he 
"  wallowed  foaming :"  in  the  very  grasp, 
under  the  fiercest  dominion  of  the  devil. 

"But  this  was  a  child."  Be  it  so:  he 
was  no  child  to  whom,  when  his  friends 
brought  him,  and  let  him  down  in  the 
midst  before  Jesus  the  Saviour  "seeini^ 
their  faith,  said  unto  him.  Son,  be  of  good 
cheer,  thy  sins  are  forgiven  thee."  Of 
course,  no  thinking  Christian  will  suppose 
that  I  am  verging  to  the  popish  doctrine 
of  saintly  mediation,  based  on  the  merits 
of  the  mediating  saints,  but  this  is  the 
simple  fact — God  works  by  means ;  and 
jrour  earnest  believing  prayers  for  your 
friend  are  as  much  an  appointed  means  as 
any  that  you  can  name.  In  using  those 
means,  according  to  that  appointment,  O 
thou  of  little  faith,  wherefore  didst  thou 
doubt?  "  Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  canst," 
cries  the  leper,  and  the  answer  is  sweetly 
given  for  every  leprous  soul  that  shall,  to 
the  end  of  time,  come  to  the  Healer — "  I 
will."  "  If  thou  canst  do  any  thing,  have 
compassion  on  us  and  help  us,"  says  the 
doubting  father,  interceding  for  his  child: 
and  in  like  manner  comes  the  meet  reply 
for  every  hesitating  intercessor,  "  If  tliou 
canst  believe:  all  things  are  possible  to 
him  that  belie veth."  I  may  well  be  par- 
doned the  repetition:  we  require  to  have 
these  words  hammered  into  us,  until  they 
extort  the  bitter,  self-convicted  cry,  "  Help 
thou  mine  unbelief!" 

Doubting  Christians !   there  is  many  a 
fouI  in  glory,  brought  to   its  threshold 


through  the  appointed  means  of  your 
secret  supplications,  concerning  which  you 
are  now  in  heaviness,  because  this  word 
of  the  Lord  not  being  mixed  with  faith  in 
you,  He  could  not  do  his  mighty  work 
openly.  It  is  done,  nevertheless  j  and  if 
you  would  struggle  for  a  little  more  belief, 
you  would  perchance  see  more,  even  now, 
of  the  glory  of  God,  in  reference  to  your 
buried  brotlier.  I  am  no  theorist  in  this 
matter :  I  write  what  I  do  know. 

The  old  oak-stump  furnishes  one  of 
those  trivial  incidents  of  by-gone  days  on 
which  faith  can  lay  hold,  and  appropriate 
iL    I  sometimes  see  individuals  placed-  in 
situations  as  unpromising  as  the  dry  block 
in  the  kitchen,  or  PL  in  a  riotous  party,  con- 
cerning whom  I  am  encouraged  to  ask,  May 
not  these,  like  Aaron's  rod,  be  ordained  to 
blossom  and  bud,  and  to  be  laid  up  in  the 
heavenly  sanctuary  for  a  testimony  ?  Then 
I  am  induced  to  pray  accordingly ;  and  per- 
haps I  see  the  individual  no  more  in  this 
world,  nor  ever  hear  of  him  again :  but  such 
wayside  prayers  are  not  always  lost    If 
we  rightly  considered  who  prompts  every 
real  supplication  that  ascends  from  the 
believer's  heart,  we  should  fear  to  ques- 
tion the  issue:    but  there    is    evidently 
among  us  a  great  dread  of  beUeving  too 
much,  even  of  the  love  and  faithfulness  of 
our  covenant  God.    Does  tliis  meet  the 
eye  of  a  wife  whose  soul  is  in  heaviness 
because  the  beloved  of  her  heart  is  para- 
lytic— destitute  of  spiritual  power?   Of  a 
motiier  weeping  over  her  son,  possessed 
of  a  devil, — internally  deaf  and  dumb? 
Of  a  sister,  who  lies  lamenting  at  Jesus' 
feet,  because  her   dear    brother  is  still 
sleeping  in  death,  and  bound  in  his  grave 
clothes  ?    Of  a  daughter,  whose  father  is 
sick  in  the  world's  fever,  and  cannot  wake 
from  the  region  of  its  delirious  dreams? 
Oh  tliat  I  could  show  you  Him  who,  ever 
living  to  make  intercession,  waits  but  till 
you  vigorously  lay  hold  on  His  own  true 
word — •*  all  things  are  possible  to  him  that 
bclicvetli" — to  give  you  exceedingly  abun- 
dantly above  all  that  you  ask  or  think. 
Paul  was  refused,  when  he  petitioned  to 
have  the  tliorn  in*  his  own  flesh  removed  ; 
but  in  which  of  his  glowing  intercession 
for  others  do  we  trace  the  shadow  of  our 
own  ifs  and  buts  ?  It  is  most  true  that  we 
are  not  of  ourselves  sufficient  to  think,  or 
to  ask  any  thing  as  of  ourselves :  but  the 
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very  fact  of  being  drawn  out  to  pray  for 
those  dear  to  us,  is  a  token  that  a  migh- 
tier power  is  working  within:  and  we 
ought  not  to  restrain  it,  or  to  check  the  filial 
petition  with  ignorant  surmises  as  to  what 
inay  be  the  will  of  God.  "  Oh  that  Ish- 
mael  might  live  before  Thee !"  cried 
Abraham,  when  the  full  tide  of  divine 
promise  was  flowing  towards  Isaac.  *  And 
as  for  Ishmael  \  have  heard  thee,"  was 
the  gracious  reply.  God  has.  more  bles- 
sings to  bestow  than  we  can  muster  claims 
to  put  in.  Let  us  not  impute  niggardli- 
ness to  Him  who  when  He  ascended  up 
on  high,  leading  captivity  captive,  received 
gifts  for  men,  even  for  the  rebellious^  that 
the  Lord  Grod  might  dwell  among  them. 


CHAPTER  X. 


WILLIAM   III. 


By  how  trivial  an  event  is  the  strong 
current  of  thought  sometimes  turned  out 
of  the  smooth  channel  wherein  it  is  peace- 
fully flowing,  into  some  other,  through 
which  it  is  compelled  to  hurry  on,  like  a 
foaming  torrent  dashing  its  troubled 
waters  against  rock  and  stone,  or  murmur- 
ing through  shades  of  darkness  and  dis- 
may! This  is  my  present  case:  I  was 
preparing  to  think  on  paper,  and  think  1 
cannot,  just  now,  on  any  other  topic  them 
the  one  brought  before  me.  A  dear  little 
lad,  who  well  knows  the  habitual  bent  of 
my  feelings,  came  to  me  in  breathless  haste 
to  exhibit  a  prize  that  he  had  secured 
while  making  some  purchase  at  a  toy- 
shop— it  was  a  farthing,  displaying  in  high 
preservation  the  efligies  of  William  and 
Mary ;  and  on  the  reverse,  the  Irish  harp: 
bearing  date  1693.  And  this,  thought  I, 
as  1  gazed  on  the  simple  relic,  this  is  the 
13th  of  April,  1836,  the  seventh  anniver- 
sary of  that  day  when  a  king  of  the  house 
of  Hanover  put  his  royal  hand  to  the  act 
of  undoing  what  this  humble  coin  com- 
memorates !  A  day,  indeed,  this  is  to  be 
remembered  but  not  with  joy :  an  event 
tliat  showed  the  most  undaunted  warrior 
of  the  age  yielding  to  intimidation,  the 
most  consummate  statesman  of  his  time 
egregiously  outwitted,  aod  a  Protestant! 
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king,  with  reluctant  anguish  of  spirit,  re- 
nouncing the  very  principles  that  placed 
his  family  on  the  British  throne.  Days 
that  arc  past !  what  retrospect  can  I  take, 
that  will  not  fill  me  with  shame  and  confii- 
sion  of  face  on  behalf  of  my  besotted 
country — made  drunk,  indeed,  as  it  was, 
with  tJie  wine  of  .the  wrath  of  that  cup 
w^hich  the  great  harlot  fills  for  the  destruc^ 
tion  of  all  who  approach  her ! 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  the  period  itBelfj 
when  with  prayers  and  tears,  and  fastingS| 
I  besought  the  Lord,  night  and  day,  to 
avert  from  my  loved  country  the  guUt  of 
this  alliance  with  his  anti-Christian  foe. 
Conscience  bears  me  witness,  that  in  every 
possible  way  before  God  and  man  I  re- 
corded the  solemn  Protest  which,  though 
weighing  but  as  a  grain  of  sand  in  the 
mountainous  bulk  of  divided  opinions,  was 
yet  both  a  secret  sigh  and  an  open  cry 
against  the  abomination  that  was  done.* 
I  will  not  recount  my  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings, when,  on  St  George's  festival  follow- 
ing, the  name-day  of  the  reigning  king,  the 
day  when  the  fatal  new  law  first  came  ac- 
tively into  operation,  I  found  myself  right 
opposite  the  royal  standard  of  England| 
displayed  in  honour  of  the  Sovereign,  on 
the  rampart  of  a  great  national  military 
establishment,  its  gorgeous  silken  folds 
hanging  listlessly  down  the  flag-staff;  and 
poor  Erin's  pictured  harp  actually  resting 
on  the  ground.  I  stood  and  wept  in  the 
bitterness  of  national  feeling ;  until  a  sad- 
den breeze  arose  unfolding  what  was  once 

Our  gioriooii  temper  eadem,  the  tenner  of  onrpriia. 

and  as  the  magnificent  breadth  of  that 
banner  was  flung  to  the  playful  winds,  I 
turned  away  with  one  word  only  bursting; 
from  my  lips — "  Ichabod — Ichabod  !" 

But  the  efligies  of  William  and  Mary 
have  sent  me  farther  back,  to  the  days  of 
my  sojourn  in  the  great  battle-field  of  Pro- 
testantism, Ireland.  In  the  metropolis  of 
that  country  there  is  one  spot  of  rare,  and, 
in  the  estimation  of  many,  unparalleled 
architectural  beauty.  It  is  that  where 
the  spectator  stands  facing  Carlisle  Bridge, 
the  Dublin  University  on  his  right  hand ; 
a  little  in  advance  to  the  lefl,  that  splendid 
structure  over  the  Senate  House,  now  the 
National  Bank  of  Ireland,  with  its  two 
fronts,  the  one  looking  on  College  Green^ 

*  80t  BMkM  Is. 
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prayers  on  Sunday  the  15th  of  May,  1836. 
Deep  and  rather  strange  was  the  emotion 
excited  by  this  simple  announcement,  as 
the  words  of  our  Lord  passed  rapidly 
through  the  mind,  ^If  the  hght  within 
thee  be  darkness^  how  great  is  that  dafk- 
ness !"  And  far  removed  from  idle  curi- 
osity were  the  feelings  with  which  I  sallied 
forth,  ere  the  shadow  had  well  touched  tlic 
verge  of  the  sun's  disc,  to  pass  in  a  retired 
field  the  season  of  his  obscuration. 

The  day  was  brilllEmt,  and  even  oppres- 
sively warm.  It  breathed  a  fragrance 
and  a  balm  that  spoke  of  sunnier  climes, 
and  filled  me  with  solemn  thoughts  of  that 
ix4raculous  eclipse  which  darkened  Judea, 
wheq  the  orb  averted  his  shining  face  from 
the  awful  spectacle  of  his  Creator's  agony. 
A  keen  donviction  of  my  own  exceeding 
sinfulness — of  the  part  which  my  iniquities 
bore,  in  humbling  my  Saviour  even  to  the 
death  upon  the  cross,  with  somewhat  of 
that  appropriation  which  can  say  He 
"loved  me,  and  gave  himself  for  m«," 
combined  at  once  to  sadden  and  to  ele< 
vate,  during  a  short  progress  to  the  chosen 
■pot  It  was  gained,  and  in  its  verdant 
retirement  I  watched,  not  so  much  the 
sun  as  the  earth,  for,  I  confess,  the  spec- 
tacle- so  interesting  to  an  astronomer's 
eye,  attracted  me  less  than  the  peculiar 
beauty  of  that  dimness  which  even  at  its 
height  left  me  a  consciousness  that,  in 
spltg  of  the  eclipse,  fhe  sun  was  shining 
ktill — brilliantly  shining — and  retaining  to 
himself  a  wide  field  of  dazzling  light  upon 
the  sky,  though  a  cold  dark  blue  in  other 
quarters  bore  witness  that  a  vast  portion 
of  his  rays  was  withdrawn. 

Insensibly,  a  vision  of  by-gone  days 
arose  before  me :  I  could  not  fix  tlie  date, 
but  at  some  period  of  happy  childhood  I 
had  stood,  in  a  fair  garden  planted  on  a 
gentle  slope ;  at  the  bottom  there  ran  a 
clear  stream  fringed  with  oe^ier,  willow, 
and  hazel,  which  circled  a  common,  until 
it  reached  the  works  of  a  mill,  the  object 
of  my  profound  admiration,  curiosity,  and 
awe.  The  scene  was  restored,  as  by  a 
magic  touch ;  and  I  stood  on  the  highest 
point  of  the  garden  ground,  with  my 
blooming  little  brother  beside  me,  peering 
through  pieces  of  smoked  glass  at  tlie 
opaque  object  then  darkening  our  summer 
day ;  and  turning  to  admire,  or  rather  to 
laugh  at,  the  geese  who,  in  solemn  state, 


were  waddling  across  the  common  ten 
wards  their  place  of  nightly  repose.  I  re- 
called the  innocent  prattle  of  my  sweet 
companion,  his  bright  countenance,  lighted 
up  by  sunshine  from  witliin,  and  his  anxious 
care,  lest  by  any  means  I  should  lose  any 
portion  of  the  wonderful  sight  "  I  think 
my  glass  is  better  tlian  yours:  take  it, 
dear,"  was  his  occasional  remark ;  and  I 
dwelt  upon  his  image,  secretly  exclaiming, 
Oh,  where  shall  I  now  look  for  such  sym- 
pathy, such  love  on  this  cold,  dark,  selfish 
earth !  Dark  indeed  the  earth  was  then 
waxing,  in  full  unison  with  my  feelings ; 
and  even  the  chill  that  accompanied  the 
deepening  gloom  was  congenial  to  that 
upon  my  spirits.  The  birds,  flying  low,  in 
the  direction  of  some  sheltering  trees  and 
bushes,  gave  witness  to  their  perception 
of  the  more  than  cloudy  shadows  that  fell 
around,  and,  strange  to  say,  I  turned 
scarcely  a  glance  towards  the  object  of 
attraction,  at  that  moment  irresistible  to 
many  millions  of  eager  gazers,  but  almost 
revelled  in  the  gloom  below. 

From  the  by-gone  days  of  individual 
feeling,  a  transition  was  soon  made  to 
what  seems  inwoven  in  my  very  existence 
— the  by-gone  season  of  my  country's 
prosperity.  This  rousing  theme  withdrew 
me  from  the  former  retrospect,  inducing  a 
train  of  thought  wherein  many  a  one 
would  freely  participate  who  could  not 
enter  into  the  more  selfish  regrets.  More 
than  once  has  the  sun  of  England's  splen- 
dor sufiered  an  eclipse,  and  the  light  that 
was  within  her  been  turned  to  the  black- 
ness of  night ;  and  blind  indeed  must  they 
be  who  descry  not  the  ominous  speck, 
stealing  as  of  old  with  noiseless  but  rapid 
progress  over  the  glowing  disc,  prepared 
to  quench  its  brilliancy,  and  to  scatter 
around  the  darkness  of  the  shadow  of 
death.  Only  two  days  had  elapsed  since 
I  learnt  such  facts,  from  indubitable  au- 
thority, proclaimed  too  in  the  ears  of  many 
hundreds,  as  were  calculated  to  fill  wiUi 
dismay  every  bosom  not  lulled  into  the 
torpor  of  self-deluding  indiflference.  Among 
the  encroachments  recently  made  by  the 
darkening  powers  of  papal  obscuration,  I 
found  upon  the  lowest  calculation,  which 
they  themselves  aver  to  be  far  below  the 
real  number,  five  hundred  and  ten  chnpels. 
erected  for  and  dedicated  to  the  idolatrous 
worship  of  Rome;  with  two  other  chapels, 
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lately  in  the  occupation  of  Protestants, 
purchased  from  these  degenerate  succes- 
sors of  the  Reformers,  and  converted  into 
mass-houses  too !  Nine  colleges  for  the 
regular  instruction  of  our  British  youth  in 
Maynooth  morality,  and  the  theology  of 
Dens.  Seven  hundred  ecclesiastics,  all 
sworn  and  girded  to  the  work  of  warring 
against  our  national  faith. — A  monastery 
in  preparation,  to  harbour  a  hundred  and 
forty  monks  of  the  dark  and  bigoted  order 
of  La  Trappe,  and,  to  spread  the  pollution 
yet  wider  and  deeper,  several  infant 
schools,  where  the  babes  of  England  are 
taught  to  lisp  the  praises  of  the  queen  of 
heaven,  and  to  bend  the  flexible  knee,  to 
lift  the  passive  hand  before  a  crucifix  of 
wood— or  a  deity  formed  of  potter's  clay ! 
1  learnt  that  ample  success  had  already 
crowned  the  proselyting  zeal  of  these  min- 
isters of  evil ;  that,  through  every  grada- 
tion of  rank,  their  false  gospel  had  success- 
fully run,  winning  souls  from  Christ  and 
filling  their  coffers  with  unholy  gain.  I 
was  told  how  they  creep  subtily  in,  obtain- 
ing the  kingdom  by  flatteries :  submitting 
some  fair-faced  plan  of  a  school,  founded, 
to  be  sure,  on  rules  of  unobjectionable 
liberality,  where  the  rudiments  of  useful 
knowledge  are  to  be  afforded  to  the  poor, 
apart  from  all  interference  with  their  reli- 
gious tenets.  Such  benevolent  prospec- 
tuses arc  offered  to  the  notice  of  wealthy 
Protestants,  with  a  modest  petition  for  a 
little  pecuniary  help  to  carry  them  into 
effect:  and  the  moneys  thus  abstracted 
from  the  pockets  of  their  hoodwinked 
dupes,  goes  to  garnish  the  mass-house,  to 
salary  the  singing  men  and  singing  wo- 
men, and  in  every  way  to  lengthen  the 
cords  and  strengthen  the  stakes  of  their 
extending  encampment  in  the  land. 

Their  missionaries,  emboldened  by  suc- 
cess, now  leave  their  lurking-places,  de- 
livering public  lectures  against  Protest- 
antism. A  number  of  Magazines  are  at- 
tractively got  up,  and  supported  by  the 
whole  hterary  energy  of  tJie  crafty,  well- 
taught  priesthood,  to  farther  their  views, 
by  an  extensive  circulation  among  the  up- 
per and  middle  classes ;  while  for  the  poor 
tliey  are  daily  issuing  a  vast  variety  of 
cheap  tracts,  of  most  delusive  tendency, 
and  distributing  them  even  at  the  doors 
of  Protestant  churches,  to  tlie  departing 
coDgregatioD.    Acute  coatroversalistfl  are 


employed  as  scripture  readers,  to  viril 
freely  among  the  poor,  to  terrify  them 
with  the  thunders,  and  to  allure  them  with 
the  blandishments  of  the  apostate  church. 
By  these,  and  other  means — ^by  all  deceiv- 
ableness  of  unrighteousness  directed  by 
all  the  cnSt  and  subtilty  of  the  devil  and 
man — is  tlie  wolf  repairing  his  ancient  den 
in  the  very  bosom  of  our  privileged  fokL 
And  are  there  none  awake  to  the  dangerl 
none  found  to  reject  the  hireling's  part| 
and  to  follow  the  steps  of  the  Qood  Shep- 
herd,  who  gave  his  life  for  the  sheep? 
There  is  one  society,  established,  and 
hitherto  conducted,  on  the  pure  principle 
of  scriptural  watchfulness,  and  8cri()turBl 
resistance  to  the  enemy.  A  society  which, 
totally  unconnected  with  any  party,  and 
carefully  keeping  aloof  from  all  political 
questions,  treads  in  the  steps  ^f  our  mar- 
tyred forefathers.  Has  apostate  Rome 
her  clerical  missionaries  zealously  at 
work  ?  The  Reformation  Society  is  aug^ 
mentingits  body  of  evangelical  clergjnnen, 
and  sending  them  forth  to  contend  ear- 
nestly for  the  fkith  once  delivered  to  the 
saints.  Has  Popery  her  Magazines,  full 
of  all  subtlety  and  mischief,  and  her  traoUi 
drugged  deep  with  poison  for  the  poor? 
The  Reformation  Society  furnishes  a 
faithful  exposure  of  the  enemy's  devices, 
and  to  tlie  extent  of  its  funds  sends  out  a 
little  army  of  tracts,  full  of  the  gospel  an- 
tidote. 

Scripture  readers  too  have  gone  forth 
in  Ireland,  selected,  commissioned,  salsr 
ried  by  this  society,  who  are  there  reaping 
a  harvest  of  souls,  from  among  the  de- 
luded people ;  and  they  lack  but  the  pow- 
er, not  the  will,  to  extend  these  efforts  in 
England  also.  Yes,  it  is  one  grievooe 
feature  of  the  growing  darkness,  that  a 
society  which  ought  to  enjoy  the  fervent 
prayers,  the  strenuous  support  of  every 
true-hearted  English  Protestant,  is  suA 
fered  to  struggle  on,  through  difficultiee 
of  every  shape,  burdened  with  nn  old  debt 
of  tliirteen  hundred  pounds,  while  as  many 
thousands  would  be  forthcoming  from  Pro- 
testant liberals,  rather  than  the  Popish 
priest,  their  polite  neighbour,  should  want 
a  spacious  chapel,  and  a  flourishing  schooL 
I  cannot  look  upon  the  smiling  lieart'e- 
ease,  now  putting  forth  its  lovely  petals  on 
every  side,  to  tell  mc  of  D.,  the  honoured 
subject  of  many  a  fond  regret,  witlioot 
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remembering  how,  flrom  the  day  of  this 
society's  formation  to  that  of  his  death,  he 
laboured  in  it,  and  for  it  A  warmer  ad- 
vocate, a  more  strenuous  supporter  of  its 
claims  on  spiritual  men,  tlie  Reformation 
Society  never  had,  than  in  D.  Well  do  I 
remember  his  intense  anxiety,  at  a  period 
when  no  common  difficulties  involved  it 
In  his  own  energetic  style  he  remarked  to 
me,  ^*  Its  characteristic  is  honesty,  based 
on  godly  principle.  There  is  a  cloud  over 
it  now,  and  the  powers  of  hell  are  work- 
ing for  its  overthrow:  but  never  fear,  dear 
friend;  its  banner  is  truth,  and  truth — 
God's  truth — must  and  will  prevail."  I 
have  known  him  speak  even  of  its  pecu- 
niary embarrassments,  as  overruled  to  try 
for  a  time  its  faith  and  constancy ;  "  And 
then,"  he  smilingly  added,  "  we  shall  be 
made  to  know  whose  is  the  silver,  and 
whose  the  gold."  Well  might  such  recol- 
lections of  D.  mingle  with  the  sad  and  so- 
lemn thoughts  of  a  day,  tlie  very  aniver- 
sary  of  that  on  which  I,  with  several  of 
his  fellow  labourers  in  the  work,  beheld 
his  remains  committed  to  tlic  grave — well 
may  they  deepen  my  regrets,  that  hitherto 
his  beloved  Society  has  been  lying,  a  per- 
fect and  powerful  engine,  waiting  but  the 
means  to  feed  her  furnace,  and  to  career 
away  on  a  long  wide  track  of  missionary 
usefulness,  in  Uie  defensive  warfare  that 
wc  MUST  ere  long  be  aroused  to  maintain. 
Our  repositories  of  ancient  Protestant 
literature  furnish  weapons  of  proof,  the 
republication  of  which  would  go  far  to- 
wards turning  the  battle ;  but  without  as- 
sistance tills  cannot  be  done.  An  institu- 
tion is  also  much  wanted,  in  London,  for 
the  instruction  of  different  classes  of  per- 
sons— a  sort  of  depot,  where  young  sol- 
diers should  be  trained  for  the  controver- 
sial encounter  to  which  our  clergy  and 
laity  are  now  frequently  challenged  by 
the  well-disciplined  forces  of  Rome.  Can 
I  behold,  with  augury  of  cheer,  the  rapid 
shading  of  our  greatest  liji^ht,  and  Eng- 
land lying  in  dreamy  stillness,  content 
that  her  eagles  should  droop  the  wing, 
and  bow  the  head  in  dib>may,  while  the 
owls  and  bats  come  screeching  forth,  to 
seek  their  destined  (^rey  in  the  gloom  of 
such  unnatural  twilight?  Yes,  I  can  dare 
to  hope :  for  eclipsed  as  our  sun  has  fre- 
quently been,  it  has  never  been  quenched. 
fie  who  set  it  to  rule  the  day,  sustains  it 


yet ;  and  still  from  the  darkest  depth  of 
shade  he  will  bid  it  come  forth,  as  a  bride- 
groom from  his  chamber — rejoicing  as  a 
strong  man,  to  run  its  appointed  race. 
Even  so,  vital  protestantism,  however 
sharp  the  conflict  may  be,  will  triumph 
over  all ;  for  what  saith  the  L#ord  ? — "  The 
gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it" 
The  candle  that  was  lighted,  by  God's 
grace,  at  the  flames  of  our  martyrs,  has 
never  since  been  put  out  in  England — it 
never  will  be. 

While  my  thoughts  were  thus  engaged, 
the  ecUpsing  body  began  to  pass  away ; 
the  gladsome  beam  returned  in  its 
strength,  difiusing  light  and  heat,  and  joy- 
ousness  around.  The  birds  sprang  forth 
from  their  covert,  the  shadows  departed 
from  the  distant  hills,  and  even  the  daisies 
at  my  feet  looked  up  in  gayer  guise,  to 
welcome  the  returning  ray.  Yet  it  was 
sad  to  think  that  on  his  own  Sabbath  the 
temples  of  our  God  had  been  closed,  and 
one  allotted  season  of  public  worship  had 
passed  unnoticed  by.  Too  touchingly  ap- 
plicable was  this  part  of  tlie  type : — men 
had  forsaken  the  house  of  prayer  to  give 
their  undivided  attention  to  a  speck  of 
darkness,  a  blot  on  the  page  of  creation, 
an  interloper  between  themselves  and  the 
fount  of  day. 

Commentators  tell  us  that  the  moon,  in 
prophetic  symbols,  typifies  the  church; 
and  here  we  must  needs  concede  the  title 
to  her  of  Rome.  A  church,  not  reflecting 
in  pure  and  silver  Hght  tiie  glories  of  the 
sun  of  Righteousness  to  illumine  a  be- 
nighted world,  but  thrusting  her  black 
and  scowling  aspect  between  that  world 
and  its  redeeming  God — intercepting  the 
day-spring  from  on  high  in  its  mission  of 
mercy  to  sinful  man,  and  causing  many 
steps  to  stumble,  which  that  beam  would 
have  guided  inXo  the  way  of  peace.  A 
church  whose  prerogative  it  is,  to  shut  up 
the  temples  of  a  pure  worship,  and  attract 
all  eyes  to  gaze  on  her  own  dark  visage, 
when  they  should  be  searching  tlie  pages 
of  inspired  truth.  Alas  for  our  country, 
should  such  an  eclipse  be  at  hand;  for 
however  short,  it  is  most  terrible — fear- 
fully dishonouring  to  God,  and  ruinous  to 
the  souls  that  he  hath  made.  Many  a  re- 
cord of  by-gone  days  exists,  though  now 
too  little  heeded,  from  which  we  may 
gather  the  effects  of  that  ancient  visita- 
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lion,  turning  the  sun  into  darkness  and  the 
moon  into  blood: — veiling  the  light  of 
truth,  by  withdrawing  holy  scripture  from 
men's  eyes,  and  defiling  the  land  with 
carnage — staining  the  church  of  Christ 
with  the  blood  of  his  saints.  The  appeal 
made  on  this  thrilling  subject,  at  the  re- 
cent meeting  of  tlie  British  Reformation 
Society,  sank  deep  into  the  ears  of  some ; 
may  it  have  found  entrance  into  their 
hearts,  thence  to  be  echoed  through  the 
corners  of  our  land,  and  awaken  a  re- 
sponse worthy  of  those  who,  basking  as 
they  do  in  the  gospel  beam,  can  appreciate 
its  grace  and  beauty ;  and  resolve  in  the 
strength  of  the  Lord,  that  His  glory  shall 
still  dw^ell  among  us. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE   YEW-TREE. 


If  there  be  one  scene  more  than  any 
other  calculated  to  leave  a  deep,  enduring 
impression  on  the  mind,  and  to  be  recalled 
with  fondness,  on  occasions  when  scarcely 
any  other  reminiscence  is  welcome, — it  is 
the  scene  of  a  village  churchyard  in  some 
secluded  spot,  with  its  usual  accompani- 
ment of  a  venerable  yew-tree.  A  succes- 
sion of  such  pictures  I  can  call  up ;  for 
my  path  has  lain  through  divers  and  dis- 
tant places ;  and  the  landmarks  that  dis- 
tinguish each,  in  these  retrospective  vis- 
ions, are  chiefly  of  that  nature.  Sorrow, 
in  a  variety  of  shapes,  has  accompanied 
my  steps — a  sad  but  sweet  companion, 
rendered  precious  by  the  experience 
which  assents  to  the  wise  man's  remark, 
that  "it  is  better  to  go  to  the  house  of 
mourning  ihan  to  the  house  of  feasting." 
There  has  not  been  a  time,  since  the 
earliest  years  of  thoughtless  youth,  when 
enough  of  secret  sorrow  has  not  mingled 
with  my  brightest  hours,  to  impart  an  at- 
tractive character  to  that  house  appointed 
for  all  living,  "where  the  wicked  cease 
from  troubling,  and  where  the  weary  are 
at  rest." 

One  of  these  soothing  scenes  is  even 
now  vividly  present  to  my  thoughts.  An 
antique  church,  with  its  square  wooden 
turret,  its  abort  thick  spire,  and  jutting  I 


porch  standing  on  the  declivity  of  a  gentle 
hill,  closed  in  by  trees  towards  the  north* 
and  southward  opening  down  to  a  rich 
variety  of  meadows  and  corn-fields,  marked 
out  by  hedge-rows,  thick  set  with  noble 
oaks,  elms,  and  all  the  leafy  denizens  of  a 
genuine  English  landscape.  The  whole 
aspect  of  that  place  was  rural  in  a  bi^ 
degree;  the  few  tombs  that  were  scat- 
tered about  lost  their  cold  and  fornuil 
character  amid  the  luxuriance  of  the  gniM 
and  wild  flowers,  which  would  not  be  re- 
strained from  shooting  up,  and  tossing 
their  graceful  forms  around  them.  The 
proportion  of  head-stones,  though  larger 
was  still  very  moderate ;  and  of  these  the 
greater  number  were  of  date  so  ancient 
as  to  be  scarcely  legible.  Their  grey 
moss-grown  appearance,  frequently  half- 
sunk  beneath  the  swelling  turf,  was  ex- 
quisitely accordant  with  the  venerable  as- 
pect of  the  old  church.  But  the  favourite 
species  of  memorial,  (probably  because  it 
was  more  within  the  means  of  humble 
villagers,)  consisted  of  a  long  board, 
placed  low  over  the  grave,  and  supported 
at  either  end  by  a  wooden  post  On  one 
side  of  this  rail  was  painted  the  name, 
age,  and  obituary  of  the  dweller  beneath 
its  shadow :  and  on  the  other  side  some- 
times a  text  of  scripture,  or  an  attempt  at 
versification.  These  monuments  were,  of 
course,  very  frail,  and  not  calculated  to 
endure  for  many  years.  However,  they 
served  to  mark  the  grave  as  long  as,  in 
tlie  course  of  nature,  the  near  connexions 
might  be  supposed  to  survive,  whose 
feelings  would  be  wounded  by  an  invasion 
of  the  spot  appropriated  to  their  deceased 
friend.  And  this  appears  to  me  to  be  all 
that  man  can  reasonably  require  at  the 
hand  of  his  fellow.  Any  attempt  to  evade 
the  lawful  decree,  "Dust  thou  art,  and 
unto  dust  eh  alt  thou  return,"  is  equally 
vain  and  futile.  It  was  not  many  dajrs 
since  I  read  of  tlie  public  unrolling  of  an 
Egyptian  mummy — an  emphatic  com- 
mentary upon  the  folly  of  such  mistaken 
care  of  any  poor  mortal  remains  !  The 
sanctity  of  the  grave  should  be  preserved 
inviolate — they  who  would  invade  it  are 
monsters,  not  men — until  sufficient  time 
has  been  allowed  for  the  perfect  decom- 
position of  what  was  committed  to  it :  and 
then  why  preserve  an  external  memento 
of  a  substance  that  has  there  ceased  to 
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exist  in  its  individual  character?  Wliy 
not  bow  to  the  penal  fiat,  and  suffer  the 
dust  to  mingle  with  its  original?  I  like 
not  to  see  Uie  burial-ground  so  unfairly 
apportioned,  as  that  the  rich  may  fence 
off,  from  century  to  century,  a  spot  where 
DO  spade  can  come :  while  the  poor  must 
be  oilen  tossed  out  of  their  graves,  in  visi- 
ble and  loathsome  fragments,  because  of 
a  senseless  monopoly  maintained  by,  per- 
haps, old  cofHns  of  many  hundred  years' 
date.  This,  however,  is  b  passing  re- 
mark. 

However  interesting  in  other  respects 
the  scene  adverted  to  might  be,  tliere  was 
one  prime  object  of  attraction  to  those 
who  visited  it:  tliis  was  the  ancient  yew, 
which  seemed  to  be  coeval  at  least  with 
the  oldest  of  man's  surrounding  works. 
The  tree  was  singularly  fine :  its  trunk,  of 
large  circumference,  was  so  completely 
hollowed  out  by  age,  that  to  one  who  en- 
tered the  natural  alcove  thus  formed,  and 
calculated  the  thickness  of  the  outer  crust, 
it  was  matter  of  amazement  how  so  slen- 
der a  support  could  sufiice  for  the  enor- 
mous weight  of  branches  that  shot  out 
above — or  even  convey  adequate  nourish- 
ment to  those  branches.  Below,  it  was  to 
all  appearance,  a  blighted,  broken,  and 
crumbling  ruin :  above,  a  noble,  vigorous, 
healthy  tree,  rich  in  renovated  youth,  and 
overshadowing  a  wide  extent  of  humble 
graves.  Indeed,  the  very  poorest  who 
could  not  afibrd  even  a  wooden  memorial 
of  their  loss,  seemed  to  claim  the  ancient 
yew  as  a  sort  of  natural  protector — a 
monument  planted  by  Him  who  careth 
for  the  poor,  to  cover  their  despised 
remains.  I  loved  to  draw  the  wild 
plants  aside,  and  peruse  tlie  monumental 
inscriptions,  enclosed  within  their  veil :  I 
loved  to  trace  out  the  remote  dates  of 
those  old  grey  head-stones,  with  their 
rude  carvings  of  weeping  cherubim :  and 
I  loved  to  ponder  on  the  simple,  often 
very  touching  lines,  traced  on  decaying 
boards :  but  my  chosen  station  was  amid 
the  cluster  of  nameless  graves  oversha- 
dowed by  the  patriarchal  yew. 

On  two  occasions  1  visited  this  spot,  un- 
der circumstances  never  to  be  forgotten. 

On  the  first  sabbath  after  the  falling  of 
the  heaviest  blow  that  ever  smote  me,  I 
repaired  to  that  comparatively  distant 
church  to  worship — to  bow  before   the 


mysterious  hand  that  had  rent  away  what 
was  most  precious  to  me.  This  could  not 
be  done  in  a  place  where  I  had  before  at^ 
tended  divine  service :  tlie  wound  was  too 
recent,  too  agonizingly  fresh,  to  admit  of 
sitting  beside  his  vacant  seat,  in  the  tem- 
ple where  we  had  so  oflcn  worshipped  to- 
gether. The  path  to  this  retired  church- 
yard lay  through  a  corn-field.  When 
last  I  had  visited  my  favourite  yew,  that 
field  presented  a  bare  surface,  excepting 
where  a  tender  blade,  more  forward  than 
its  fellows,  had  here  and  there  struggled 
through  the  soil,  and  looked  abroad.  On 
this  sad  sabbath  my  thoughts  were  so 
confused  under  their  oppressive  weight, 
that  I  forgot  the  lapse  of  time  ;  and  find- 
ing myself  in  a  field  of  rich  ripening 
wheat,  I  turned  back,  saying,  '*  This  is  not 
the  way."  The  little  gale  was  silendy 
pointed  out  to  me,  and  I  proceeded.  Even 
at  this  hour  I  must  again  bless  the  Lord, 
for  what  He,  who  comforteth  them  that 
are  cast  down,  then  spoke  to  my  heavy 
heart  It  was  not  long  since  the  seed  of 
divine  truth  had  been  sown,  by  the 
preaching  of  the  word  to  that  beloved  and 
lamented  one :  and  in  the  absence  of 
strong  evidence  (afterwards  given)  that  it 
had  indeed  taken  root,  unbelief  was  stri- 
ving desperately  within;  and  asking, 
"  Was  there  time  for  it  lo  shoot  forth  ?" 
Here  was  an  answer  so  scripturally  beau- 
tiful that  I  am  never  weary  of  dwelling  on 
the  type.  As  far  as  weeks  and  months 
were  concerned,  a  much  longer  time  had 
been  allowed  for  the  spiritual  than  the 
natural  growth ;  and  the  passage  was 
brought  before  me  .with  a  vividness  im- 
possible to  describe.  It  was  Jesus  him- 
self who  had  said,  ''  So  is  the  kingdom  of 
God,  as  if  a  man  should  cast  seed  into  the 
ground ;  and  should  sleep  and  rise  night 
and  day,  and  the  seed  should  spring,  and 
grow  up,  he  knowcth  not  how.  For  the 
earth  bringeth  forth  fruit  of  itself;  first 
the  blade,  then  tlie  ear,  after  that  the  full 
corn  in  the  ear.  But  when  the  fruit  is 
brought  fortli,  immediately  he  putteth 
forth  the  sickle,  because  the  harvest  is 
come."  I  might  have  read  the  passage  a 
hundred  times  and  not  have  cauffht  its 
applicability:  but  here  was  the"  realiza- 
tion— here  was  the  bright  golden  grain, 
drooping  for  very  richness  its  mellow 
head  bclbre  me,  on  the  precise  spot  where 
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I  had  60  lately  seen  only  a  cheerless  ex- 
panse of  dull  grey  soil.  The  wonders  of 
creative  power  we  make  light  of,  through 
daily  familiarity  with  tlieir  stupendous 
grandeur;  but  God  does  sometimes  so 
reveal  to  the  mourning  soul  the  beautiful 
link  which  his  own  sweet  parables  have 
woven  between  them  and  the  wonders  of 
regenerating  grace,  that  a  voice  comes, 
mighty  alike  in  power  and  in  love  saying, 
"Be  still  and  know  that  I  am  God." 
That  voice  calmed  in  a  moment  the  tem- 
pest of  my  soul,  and  He  gave  me  that  day 
the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning,  the  garment 
of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness. 
Blessed  be  his  name !  The  dumb  boy, 
whose  tearful  eyes  watched  every  change 
of  my  countenance,  immediately  marked 
the  alteration :  he  knew  not  how  comfort 
had  been  given;  but  well  did  he  know 
whence  it  came:  and  as  we  passed  the 
churchyard  gate,  he  made  to  me  the  short, 
but  sweet  and  soothing  remark,  "Jesus 
Christ  loves  poor  Mam." 

The  other  particular  visit  was  for  a 
purpose  scarcely  less  touching :  in  some 
points  even  more  so.  The  hand  of  death 
was  upon  that  boy ;  and  his  days  were  so 
evidently  numbered,  that  another  week 
seemed  the  utmost  limit  of  his  mortal  ex- 
istence. I  left  him  under  good  care,  and 
bent  my  way,  beneath  a  cold,  bleak  wintry 
wind,  to  the  churchyard,  to  fix  on  a  spot 
for  his  mortal  remains  to  rest  in,  beneath 
his  favourite  yew-tree.  The  design  was 
afterwards  abandoned,  and  another  burial- 
place  selected  ;  but  at  the  time  I  fully  pur- 
posed to  lay  him  there.  How  magnifi- 
cent did  tlie  yew-tree  look  on  that  day ! 
Midwinter  had  stripped  every  branch  be- 
side. Oaks  and  elms  stood  bare,  with 
spreading  arms,  sturdily  resisting  the 
gale ;  and  the  tall  naked  poplar  waved 
wildly  before  its  breath.  Heavy  clouds 
were  drifting,  dark  and  low;  while  tlie 
long,  meagre  grass  clogged  with  damp, 
and  pressed  downward  by  the  sweeping 
wind,  added  to  the  desolate  character  of  a 
scene  that  it  was  wont  to  embellish  with 
softer  loveliness.  It  was  then  that  tlie 
fine  outline  of  tlie  ancient  yew  appeared 
in  fuller,  bolder  relief  against  the  sky. 
Slightly  discomposed  by  the  blast,  i\a  wa- 
ving branches  only  displayed  more  openly 
the  richness  of  their  abundant  foliage.    It 
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stood,  a  green  and  flourishing  th.ng, 
where  all  else  was  but  wreck  and  deform- 
ity. How  could  I  look  upon  this  noble 
spread  of  unwithering  branches  from  a 
poor,  decayed,  broken  trunk,  that  seemed 
only  fit  for  firewood,  without  recurring 
to  the  "far  more  exceeding  and  eter- 
nal weight  of  glory,"  that  God  was 
preparing  for  my  dying  boy,  out  of  the 
light  afflictions  "  then  working  the  destruc- 
tion of  his  mortal  frame,  that  his  spirit 
might  flee  away  and  be  at  rest  There 
was  a  sublimity  in  that  scene  and  hour, 
to  which  no  effort  of  man's  hand  or  head 
can  attain.  It  was  the  grandeur  of  a  new 
creation,  rising  from  the  emphatic  wreck 
of  all  below  it  and  around  finding  a  con- 
genial element  in  the  very  breath  that 
blasted  the  fairest  things  of  earth,  and  ty- 
pifying what  we  are  so  slow  of  heart  to 
believe — the  persevering  grace  bestowed 
by  the  Giver  of  every  good  and  perfect 
gift,  on  the  souls  that  he  has  brought  out 
from  regions  of  sin  and  death.  "  Son  of 
man,  can  these  bones  live  ?"  was  the 
question  that  made  trial  of  Ezckiel's  faith, 
when  he  looked  round  him  on  tlie  dry  and 
bleaching  fragments  of  mortality,  scat- 
tered in  ihc  valley.  In  Uke  manner  it 
might  be  asked  can  this  aged,  decayed 
trunk,  scarcely  retaining  substance  enough 
to  support  its  upright  position,  shoot  out 
the  spreading  bough,  and  toss  the  vigor- 
ous branch  on  high  ?  Even  so,  likewise, 
is  he  who,  convinced  of  the  plague  of  the 
heart,  finds  that  from  tlie  crown  of  his 
dead  to  the  sole  of  the  foot  there  is  no 
sound  part  in  him,  but  wounds  and  bruises 
and  putrifying  sores,  tempted  to  doubt, 
can  God  bring  a  clean  thing  out  of  what 
is  essentially  unclean  ?  Can  he  make 
perfect  his  strength  in  weakness  like  mine  ? 
But  the  dry  bones  lived,  and  stood  up,  an 
exceeding  great  army,  marching  cheerily 
onward  to  Canaan.  The  shattered  yew- 
tree — tlie  wreck  of  unknown  centuries — 
looked  down  in  broad  and  flourishing  ve- 
getation, upon  many  a  successive  race 
crumbling  among  its  roots :  and  the  arm 
of  the  Lord,  almighty  to  save,  is  never 
shortened,  nor  his  power  straitened  to- 
wards the  sinful  children  of  men.  No 
feebleness  of  body,  no  prostration  of  mind, 
can  let  him  when  lie  wills  to  work.  How- 
ever degenerate  tlie  vine  of   a  strange 
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plant  may  be  before  him,  he  can  graft  it 
with  a  noble  vine,  wholly  a  right  seed, 
and  crown  it  with  luxuriant  fertility. 

My  last  view  of  the  stately  old  tree — for 
I  never  revisited  the  spot — filled  me  with 
such  rejoicing  thoughts ;  naturally  leading 
to  the  glorious  mystery  of  the  body's  re- 
surrection from  its  sleep  in  the  dusL  Every 
grave  before  me  was  the  visible  portal  of 
a  mansion  containing  many  chambers : — 
who  could  tell  the  number  of  the  departed, 
within  the  confines  of  that  ancient  place 
of  sepulture !  Who  could  conceive  the 
awful  reality  of  the  earth  disclosing  her 
dead,  and  each  individual  rising  with  his 
own  body,  to  give  account  of  the  things 
done  therein,  during  his  sojourn  here ! 
There  lay  the  worshipper  of  beings  who 
could  not  save  him  :  the  poor  victim  of  de- 
lusion, whose  last  cry  was  to  some  patron 
saint,  and  his  strongest  hope  rested  in  the 
masses  that  should  be  offered  for  his  de- 
liverance from  purgatory.  There  lay  the 
formalist,  whose  barren  orthodoxy  might 
serve  the  purposes  of  self-deception  to  tlie 
verge  of  tlie  grave,  but  could  carry  its  fic- 
titious aid  no  farther.  The  blasphemer 
was  there,  the  drunkard,  the  extortioner, 
yea,  the  suicide,  whose  own  hand  shut  fast 
the  door  of  repentance  against  himself. 
And  there,  too,  was  the  humble  believer, 
who,  counting  all  things  but  lost  for  the 
excellency  of  tlie  knowledge  of  Jesus 
Christ,  won  Christ,  and  will  at  the  last  day 
be  found  in  him,  having  the  righteousness 
which  is  by  faith  of  Christ  Jesus,  and 
needing  nought  beside.  At  such  a  time  and 
place,  how  inestimably  precious  does  the 
gospel  of  salvation  appear !  Blessed  be 
God,  that  gospel  is  now  proclaimed  in  the 
antique  village  church,  and  its  glad  sound 
rustles  through  the  branches  of  the  vener- 
able yew. 

There  is  yet  another  touching  reminis- 
cence connected  with  the  scenery,  on 
which  I  love  to  dwell ;  but  the  particulars 
must  be  reserved  for  a  future  chapter. 


CHAPTER   nil. 

THE   CADET. 

Lovely  as  is  the  family  of  flowers,  there 
are  times  when  their  more  stately  brethren 


of  the  forest  advance  an  irresistible  claim 
to  preference.  The  burning  rays  of  a  sul- 
try noon,  reflected,  as  it  were,  from  the 
highly  tinted  petals  of  blushing  roses, 
golden  lilies,  and  the  countless  varieties 
which  emulate  their  glowing  hues,  are  al- 
most insupportable.  Unless  some  friendly 
shadow  be  cast  from  those  patrons  of  the 
vegetable  world.  But  who,  at  such  op- 
pressive season,  can  resist  the  charms  of 
tliat  wide-spreading  foliage  which  is  the 
pride  of  our  EngUsh  scenery  ?  The  flat- 
test prospect  is  animated  by  it ;  the  most 
dull,  tame  outlay  of  ploughed  fields  derives 
life  and  beauty  from  its  intersecting  hedge- 
rows, if  here  and  there  a  well-grown  tree 
start  up  to  break  the  level  of  their  verdant 
lines.  But  when  the  towering  monarch 
of  the  wood  throws  high  and  wide  his  bold 
arms,  preserving  around  .him  a  circlet  of 
cool  fresh  green,  where  all  beyond  is 
parched ;  or  when,  from  the  ridges  of  hilly 
ground,  dark  files  of  these  veteran  guar- 
dians look  down  on  some  peaceful  village, 
the  antique  little  cottages  of  which  have 
been  crumbling  away,  while  they  rejoiced 
in  augmenting  strength,  girding  in,  with 
unmoved  fidelity,  race  after  race  of  the 
sons  of  iften ;  I  think  I  could  be  content  to 
pass  the  longest  summer  day  unenlivened 
by  the  smile  of  a  single  flower,  m  medi- 
tating on  the  by-gone  years,  not  merely 
of  my  own  insignificant  span,  but  of  the 
generations  that  have  appeared  and  van- 
ished since  those  plants  attained  a  growth 
entitling  them  to  the  name  of  trees. 

Oh,  how  strongly  do  they  plead  against 
the  thoughtless  ingratitude  of  my  people ! 
They  seem  to  say,  "Peace  has  been 
within  our  borders,  plenteousness  within 
our  palaces.  No  feller  has  come  up  against 
us ;  no  ravaging  hand  has  brought  deso- 
lation within  our  rural  reign.  The  Lord 
has  been  the  defence  of  our  country ;  the 
Lord  is  our  lawgiver  and  our  king,  He 
has  saved  us.  Ascribe  unto  the  Lord  the 
honour  due  unto  his  name."  Thus,  lifling 
their  graceful  heads  on  high,  tliey  seem 
to  say ;  but  feeble  and  cold  is  the  response, 
if  any  be  made  to  tlieir  appeal.  Israel 
was  commanded  to  preserve  a  special  re- 
membrance of  her  national  deliverances 
— yea,  the  soul  that  neglected  so  to  do, 
was  to  be  cut  oflf.  Memorials  were  insti- 
tuted, and  pillars  set  up,  that  no  Jew 
might   look   thereon   without   rendering 
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thanks  and  praise  for  the  wonderful  works 
that  his  fathers  had  so  declared  unto  him. 
Their  not  keeping  these  great  works  in 
remembrance  was  an  especial  charge 
against  them  ;  and  can  we  stand  guiltless 
before  God,  when  we  behold  the  monu- 
ments that  tell  of  centuries  past,  through 
which  we  have  experienced  a  succession 
of  preservations,  deliverances,  privileges 
not  to  be  paralleled  in  any  other  land,  yet 
glory  not  God  in  our  hearts,  neither  are 
thankful ! 

I  have  been  led  into  this  train  of  thought 
while  rejoicing  in  the  cool  shade  of  some 
venerable  trees  that  encircle  a  burying- 
ground  whither  I  had  wandered  in  the 
evening  of  a  most  sultry  day.  The  sur- 
rounding scenery  was  stamped  with  char- 
acter quite  dissimilar  from  that  of  my  dis- 
tant village  church-yard,  as  were  its  stately 
monuments  from  the  lowly  graves  that 
swell  beneath  the  antique  yew.  Never- 
theless, the  cord  was  struck;  there  is  a 
levelling  feature  in  death  that  may  be 
masked  over,  but  it  cannot  be  obliterated. 
Croly  has  finely  expressed  it : 

To  join  the  great  equality  ;— 
All  alike  are  humble  there : 
The  mighty  grave 
Wraps  lord  and  slave. 
Nor  pride  nor  poverty  dares  come 
Within  that  refuge-house,  the  tomb. 

Accordingly  the  transition  was  easy  from 
the  imposing  display  around  me  to  the  un- 
dulating lines  of  that  soft,  modest  sod, 
where  I  once  proposed  that  the  clay  of 
my  "Happy  Mute"  should  repose  until 
the  resurrection  morning.  And  from 
thence  to  a  more  distant  spot  by  me  un- 
visited,  where  rest  the  mortal  remains  of 
one  whose  light  step  loved  to  accompany 
mc  to  my  favourite  yew-tree,  and  whose 
active  hands  oden  secured  some  little 
branch,  of  fan-like  elegance,  to  ornament 
my  mantel-piece  as  long  as  the  freshness 
of  its  deep  green  should  survive.  He  was 
one  whom  I  had  before  caressed,  as  a 
little  prattling  child,  in  regions  yet  farther 
removed;  and  when  I  again  saw  him, 
after  the  lapse  of  some  ten  years,  a  well- 
grown  youth  attired  in  the  showy  uniform 
of  his  intended  profession,  the  preparatory 
studies  for  which  he,  among  many  otiiers, 
was  pursuing,  I  could  not  detect  a  change 
in  the  character  of  his  well-remembered 
face.  The  blue  eyes  laughed  as  innocently 
out,  and  the  flaxen  carls  as  carelessly 


played  on  his  open  brow ;  while  the  dim- 
ple retained  its  individualizing  stamp; 
never  failing  to  deepen  with  undisguised 
pleasure  at  the  sight  of  one  whom  he 
loved  "  with  all  the  veins"  of  his  unsophis- 
ticated heart  Guileless  he  was  indeed, 
and  harmless  in  a  degree  very  unusual 
among  the  fierce  and  forward  spirits  of 
that  privileged  corps— privileged  in  a 
sense  more  gratifying  to  the  carnal  heart 
than  conducive  to  spiritual  welfare. 

But  Robert  was  one  not  easily  to  be 
spoiled:  the  child  of  many  prayers,  I 
traced  in  his  character  the  pledge  that  an 
answer  of  peace  was  being  already  sent 
to  the  secret  supplications  that  daily  as- 
cended from  tlie  heart  of  a  widowed  mo- 
ther, who  sought  for  her  boy  better  things 
than  the  world  can  give,  and  who,  in 
placing  him  where  I  found  him,  acted  not 
from  choice.  Although  Robert  made  no 
open  profession — a  thing  scarcely  possible 
in  his  then  situation — yet  when  I  marked 
the  genuine  humility  of  his  spirit,  the 
docile,  patient,  loving  temper  that  distin- 
guished him,  the  meekness  of  wisdom 
wherewith  he  avoided  any  participation  in 
the  misdoings  of  others,  and  the  respect 
with  which  he  evidently  though  uncon- 
sciously inspired  not  only  his  giddy  com- 
rades but  the  leading  men  of  the  institu- 
tion, I  could  not  but  mentally  exclaim, 
"  Surely  the  grace  of  Grod  is  here !"  1 
once  asked  a  teacher,  whose  righteous  soul 
was  vexed  from  day  to  day  by  deeds  that 
he  could  not  prevent,  what  was  his  opinion 
of  young  Robert  C.  His  reply  was  given 
with  energetic  brevity  and  feeling, — "  He  is 
a  lamb."  Yet  Robert,  though  it  was  pretty 
well  understood  that  he  would  not  fight,  was 
never  insulted ;  a  passing  joke  he  could 
take  with  admirable  grace,  and  often  by  a 
sportive  reply,  turn  the  laugh  against  its 
originator :  when  an  act  of  real  aggression 
seemed  in  view,  he  calmly  and  gravely 
said,  "  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  breach  of  dis- 
cipline ;  and  if  you  persist,  I  must  report 
it"  By  tliese  means,  as  he  himself  told 
mc,  he  led  a  quiet  life,  though  not  he 
owned,  altogether  a  happy  one :  looking 
forward  to  entering  on  a  profession  from 
which  his  mind  involuntarily  shrunk — 
surely  through  the  growing  operation  of 
that  Spirit  whose  fruits  of  "love,  joy, 
peace,  long-sufl'ering,  gentleness,"  cannot 
desire  to  be  fed  by  the  blood  of  wretched 
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men.  butchered  in  unnatural  warfare.  He 
once  asked  me,  ^'  How  is  it  that  I,  a 
soldier's  son,  brought  up  in  a  garrison, 
and  passing  my  whole  time  in  military 
studies,  should  care  so  little  for  what  all 
my  comrades  are  mad  about — a  commis- 
sion?" *'Dear  Robert,  I  hope  you  will 
never  be  a  soldier ;  and  [  think  tlie  Lord 
has  some  other  path  open  for  you."  "  Oh, 
don't  encourage  my  dislike  to  it :  I  must 
be  a  soldier ;  and  if  ever  you  tell  my  dear 
mother  that  my  feelings  are  against  it,  I 
shall  lock  up  all  my  thoughts  from  you." 

Yet  the  boy  was  courageous  beyond 
many  who  gloried  in  tlieir  bravery.  He 
one  day  brought  me  a  pretty  purse,  formed 
of  coloured  ribbons,  saying,  "I  netted  this 
myself  for  you :  will  you  take  it  ?"  I  told 
him  I  wondered  at  his  ingenuity,  but  much 
more  how  he  could  steal  time  and  privacy 
to  accomplish  such  a  piece  of  work. 
**Why,"  said  he,  opening  his  eyes  very 
wide,  "1  netted  it  in  the  guard  room." 
"  And  what  did  your  comrades  say  ?  they 
must  have  bantered  you  terribly."  "  They 
tried  to  do  so ;  but  when  I  told  tliem  they 
would  be  glad  of  as  kind  a  friend  as  you 
are  to  me,  and  that  they  only  envied  alike 
my  privileges  and  my  skill,  they  left  off." 
It  was  the  remark  of  one  who  had  served 
through  many  a  hard  campaign  and  who 
delighted  in  Robert,  that  it  required  more 
courage  to  do  tliis  than  to  fight  a  dozen 
battles.  Robert's  purse  is  stored  among 
the  dearest  of  my  relics. 

I  bless  God,  that  while  indulging  the 
dear  boy's  wish  to  pass  in  quiet  walks  with 
me  and  my  litde  party  the  hours  that 
others  devoted  to  very  different  pursuits,  I 
did  not  neglect  the  one  thing  needful,  but 
spoke  often  to  him  on  the  concerns  of  his 
soul.  His  grave,  sweet  looks  gave  en- 
couragement, though  I  never  could  draw 
from  him  a  word  expressive  of  the  effect 
produced:  and  his  increasing  fondness  for 
society  that  would  have  become  most  irk- 
some had  the  subject  been  unwelcome, 
gave  a  stronger  testimony  that  his  heart 
went  beyond  his  lips.  It  was  his  delight 
to  ramble  about  the  village  church-yard 
with  me ;  aind  to  hunt  with  Jack  for  eham- 
rocks  among  the  grass.  He  was  not  a 
whit  less  national  than  the  dumb  boy; 
and  the  only  flash  of  anger  that  I  detected 
in  him  was  one  of  passionate  wrath,  on 
hearing  a  reflection  cast  on  his  country  by 


some  prejudiced  person.  I  calmed  him, 
by  taking  up  tlie  subject  in  my  own  way : 
nor  could  I  tell  whether  tlie  tears  that  im- 
mediately swelled  in  his  eyes  were  those 
of  indignation,  or  of  gladness  at  hearing 
the  calumniator  of  poor  Ireland  effectually 
silenced. 

The  yew-tree,  with  its  venerable  trunk 
dilapidated  by  tiie  hand  of  time,  and  its 
vigorous  shoots  of  new  and  glorious  vege- 
tation, stands  before  me  now,  so  vividly 
drawn  out,  that  I  wonder  at  the  perfect 
picture,  after  such  a  lapse  of  years.  Just 
as  distinct  is  the  light  ^gure  of  the  young 
cadet,  standing  at  full  stretch,  on  tiptoe, 
perseveringly  resolved  to  bring  down, 
with  the  handle  of  a  parasol,  an  elegant 
little  tuft  of  newly-expanded  foilage ;  while 
Jack  with  vehement  gesticulation,  tried  to 
dissuade  liim  from  endangering  "  Mam's 
pet  umbrella,"  and  to  cut  a  hooked  stick 
from  the  hedge.  A  simple  group— but 
how  touching,  when  I  reflect,  that  while 
the  aged  tree  stands  unmoved  and  un- 
changed, the  agile  forms  of  those  dear 
youtlis  are  mouldering  in  graves  far  far 
apart  from  me  and  from  each  other ;  and 
their  spirits  together  rejoicing  before  tlie 
Uirone  of  the  Lamb,  while  I  am  left  to 
weep  over  the  recollection  of  the  warm 
love  that  their  young  hearts  bore  me,  and 
the  pleasant  smiles  with  which  tliey  glad- 
dened many  a  sorrowful  hour  in  the  very 
darkest  season  of  my  earthly  pilgrimage. 
It  was  at  that  season  when  I  was  yet  un- 
conscious of  the  fearful  blast  tliat  had 
fallen  on  my  pleasant  gourd,  and  withered 
it  away, — it  was  then,  that  the  motlier  and 
sisters  of  Robert  overwhelmed  me  with 
such  a  debt  of  love  and  gratitude  as  none 
may  compute  but  He  who  is  pledged  to 
repay  it  a  tliousand  Ibid  into  their  own  kind 
bosoms.  It  was  a  strange  dispensation 
tliat,  some  years  after,  when  all  had  been 
arranged  to  their  heart's  content  for  their 
Robert's  settlement  in  a  peaceful  and  use- 
ful walk  of  life,  took  him  away  with  a 
stroke  almost  as  sudden  as  the  one  that 
overwhelmed  me ;  before  even  tlie  rapid 
steps  of  love  could  reach  his  dying  pillow. 
But  all  was  well:  his  gentle  spirit  returned 
lo  the  God  who  gave  it,  not  without  leav- 
ing a  sweet  record  of  simple  living  faith 
in  tlie  all-sufficient  Saviour  of  sinners. 

In  dreams  and  visions  of  the  night,  I 
sometimes  find  myself  beneath  the  aged 
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yew-tree,  holding  converse  with  those  who 
will  no  more  gladden  my  sight  until,  in 
glorified  bodies,  they  arise  from  the  dust 
I  cannot  but  feel  a  beauty  in  the  dispensa- 
tion 60  grievous  to  flesh,  so  painful  and 
humbling  to  man.  If  each  lived  out  the 
full  term  of  years  allotted  to  mortality, — if 
the  young  and  the  strong  were  never  cut 
off  from  among  us,  the  aged  only  borne 
away,  coming  to  the  grave  like  shocks  of 
corn  fully  ripe — we  should  lose  a  powerful 
and  a  precious  Hnk,  ill  spared,  between 
our  dust-loving  souls  and  the  regions  of 
immortality.  It  is  when  some  youthful 
companion  is  snatched  from  the  endeared 
circle  and  wafled  alofl  beyond  our  ken, 
that  we  learn  to  look,  as  it  were,  into  the 
heights  and  depths  of  invisibility,  and  to 
realize  what  of  all  things  we  are  least  dis- 
posed to  realize.  I  visit  some  well-known 
spot,  where  all  is,  perhaps,  as  it  was  ten 
or  twenty  years  ago :  my  thoughts  cannot 
but  revert  to  the  time,  and  to  the  individ- 
uals then  surrounding  me.  Some  of  those 
— oh,  how  often  the  dearest  and  the 
brightest  of  all ! — are  gone,  passed  alto- 
gether away  from  sublunary  scenes :  but 
from  my  heart  they  cannot  pass  away: 
and  knowing  that  they  still  exist,  how  can 
I  but  follow  them,  in  tender  thought,  to 
their  mysterious  abode,  rendered  more 
Iban  half  a  home  to  me  by  becoming  the 
dwelling-place  of  those  so  dear.  It  is  true 
that  all  reminiscences  of  the  departed  are 
not  thus  sweet.  Over  some,  an  awful 
darkness  hangs ;  for  I  know  not  that  they 
were  Christ's,  and  therefore  I  dare  not 
follow  their  track  beyond  the  confines  of 
this  material  world.  Yet,  such  is  the  mer- 
ciful dispensation  of  divine  grace,  that  I 
think  the  mind  of  the  believer  is  generally, 
after  a  short  and  bitter  struggle,  enabled 
to  acquiesce  in  so  leaving  them  until  the 
day  of  the  revelation  of  all  things.  The 
heart  that  is  savingly  united  to  Jesus  is 
enabled  to  divorce  all  that  has  finally  re- 
jected him,  though  not  without  a  pang  of 
lingering  fondness,  that  would  be  insup- 
portable if  permitted  long  to  abide.  It, 
however,  gives  place  to  the  vivid,  the 
cherished  feeling  which  clings  to  the 
memory  of  the  blessed — the  dead  who 
have  died  in  ihe  Lord — the  souls  that  have 
flown  as  the  doves  to  their  windows,  and 
nettled  in  the  bosom  of  redeeming  love. 


CHAPTER  IIV. 


THE    SCHOOL. 


"  The  chain  of  events"  is  an  expression 
familiar  to  almost  every  one ;  it  is  often 
employed  by  those  who  deny  the  especial 
hand  of  divine  providence  in  ordering  the 
affairs  of  men.  If  I  showed  one  of  these 
persons  a  material  chain,  assuring  him 
that  the  links  of  iron,  silver,  or  gold,  were 
indebted  to  no  fashioning  tool,  but  shaped 
themselves,  and  casually  fell  into  that  con- 
nected form  as  they  issued  from  the  mine, 
he  would  rightly  think  me  a  fool,  or  con- 
clude that  I  considered  him  as  one.  Yet, 
"  good  fortune,"  "  bad  fortune,"  *'  lucky  co- 
incidences," "  evil  chances,"  and  such  like, 
are  heads  under  which  he  would  coolly 
arrange  any  series  of  perfect  links  that  I 
could  point  out,  in  the  course  of  an  event- 
ful life.  Nay,  he  would  smile  at  my  fanati- 
cism, if  I  ventured  to  suggest  that  in  a 
work  so  beautifully  adapted  to  an  ultimate 
end,  the  hand  of  a  governing  power  was 
perceptible  in  every  stage. 

What  a  dark  and  formless  chaos  must 
any  human  mind  present,  where  the  spirit 
of  God  has  not  moved,  nor  the  voice  of 
Omnipotence  proclaimed  "Let  there  be 
light !"  Comparing  his  own  crooked  and 
perplexed  course  with  that  of  some  ac- 
quaintance who,  acknowledging  God  in 
all  his  ways,  has  found  the  promise  sure 
that  he  would  direct  his  paths  the  un- 
believing soul  repines  at  its  own  "ill  for- 
tune," and  marvels,  if  it  do  not  murmur, 
at  the  "good  luck"  attending  another's 
prayerful  undertakings.  Let  but  the  day- 
beam  find  admittance,  and  how  changed 
will  be  the  scene !  Past  events  will  assume 
a  new  character,  each  will  be  found  to 
have  formed  a  link,  exquisitely  fitted  and 
adjusted  by  divine  skill :  and  the  hand  so 
long  unseen,  so  tardily  acknowledged,  will 
be  recognized  as  still  shaping  the  succeed- 
ing portions,  or  rather  unfolding  what  had 
long  been  fashioned  secretly,  until  the  last 
bright  circlet  is  found  to  rest  on  his  eternal 
throne. 

We  may  adopt  Archbishop  Leigh  ton's 
beautiful  illustration  of  a  chain,  which  he 
describes  as  having  its  first  and  last  links 
— election  and  final  salvation — "up  in 
heaven,  in  God's  own  hand ;"  the  middle 
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one,  which  he  says  is  effectual  calling, 
being  "  let  down  to  earth,  into  the  hearts 
of  his  children ;  and  they  laying  hold  on 
it,  have  sure  hold  on  the  other  two,  for  no 
power  can  sever  them."  Then,  the  events 
uiat  lead  to  that  calling,  and  those  who 
follow  it,  even  to  the  final  consummation 
and  bliss  of  Grod's  people  in  heaven,  may 
be  considered  as  so  many  connected  and 
connecting  links,  not  one  of  which  but 
bears  evidence  of  the  Master's  hand. 
How  oAen  does  Satan  exert  all  the  skill 
of  his  infernal  mechanism  to  hammer  out 
on  additional  fetter  for  his  blind  and  hope- 
less captive,  already  fast  bound  in  misery 
and  iron,  which  is  laid  hold  on  by  the  di- 
vine Alchymist,  and  changed  into  a  golden 
link  in  the  wondrous  chain  of  providential 
mercies,  destined  to  form  the  subject  of  an 
everlasting  song  of  praise  in  the  mouth 
of  tliat  ransomed  sinner  I  Events  that 
wrung  my  heart  with  piercing  anguish, 
and  of  which  I  could  not  but  say  they 
were  the  strokes  of  an  enemy,  I  am  en- 
abled to  look  back  upon,  with  so  deep  a 
sense  of  their  value  and  importance,  that 
although  I  may  not  dare  to  say  the  work 
could  not  have  been  perfect  without  them, 
yet  I  do  thankfully  acknowledge  them 
among  the  richest  mercies.  I  can  say  it 
of  every  dispensation  towards  me,  that 
God  has  wrought  it  into  a  link  in  that  pre- 
cious chain:  and  sweet  indeed  is  the 
retrospect  of  by -gone  days,  when  thus  en- 
lightened by  tiic  means  of  covenant 
mercy. 

My  dumb  boy  once  told  me,  very  ab- 
ruptly, that  he  had  been  thanking  God  for 
making  him  deaf  and  dumb  when  he  was 
very  little.  On  my  inquiring  why,  he 
chuckled,  and  expressed,  in  his  simple 
way,  a  great  deal  of  exultation,  repeating 
that  it  was  "very  good."  At  length  he 
told  me,  not  without  a  hint  that  he  pitied 
my  "  doll-head  "  for  failing  to  discover  any 
thing  so  obvious,  that  having  been  taken 
regularly  to  mass,  by  his  poor  parents,  he 
should,  if  he  had  been  like  other  children, 
have  committed  the  great  sin  of  idolatry. 
However,  he  said,  not  being  able  to  hear, 
he  could  only  be  made  to  kneel,  cross 
himself,  and  hold  up  his  hand  towards  the 
crucifix  and  imager.  When  I  inquired  if 
he  did  not  pray  at  all,  at  such  times,  with 
his  heart,  he  repeated  the  word  "pray" 
with  a  laugh,  assuring  me  that  he  never 


had  felt  the  smallest  respect  for  the  object! 
before  him :  that  he  saw  they  were  stone, 
wood,  or  paper,  and  as  such  regarded 
them.  He  added,  tliat  he  had  no  idea 
what  praying  was,  until  he  beheld  us,  at 
family  worship,  look  up,  and  speak  with 
so  much  reverence  and  love  (describing 
it)  to  One  whom  we  could  not  see.  Then 
with  lively  joy,  he  repeated,  "  God  is  good 
— very  good,  God  made  little  John  deaf." 
So  great  was  his  exultation  in  thic 
thought,  when  only  twelve  years  old,  that 
he  would  laugh  and  jump,  because,  as  he 
told  me,  it  made  the  devil  cry.  I  gained 
an  interesting  lesson;  and  following  bis 
example,  endeavoured  to  number  up  the 
blessings  contained  in  what  the  world 
would  call  my  numerous  misfortunes.  It 
certainly  showed  me  many  beautiful  links 
in  the  great  chain  of  providential  mercies, 
never  before  recognized  as  such. 

Among  the  ties  that  bound  me  to  a  par 
ticular  spot,  one  was  pre-eminently  strong 
and  pure.  Often  do  I  recall  it  with  fond 
regret,  and  dearly  do  I  love  to  dwell  on 
its  remembered  features.  The  circum- 
stance was  this: — The  gospel  having  been 
totally  withdrawn,  or  rather  unjustifiably 
tlirust  out  from  the  pulpit  of  my  staled 
place  of  worship,  and  the  message  of  re- 
conciliation through  the  blood  of  the  cross 
silenced  all  around  us,  I  was  induced  to 
admit  a  few  humble  but  pious  neighbours, 
on  the  sabbath  evenings  of  a  long  winier, 
to  join  with  my  family  in  tlie  church  ser- 
vice, and  to  hear  a  sermon  read  from  old 
Flavel,  or  some  other  of  that  awakening 
school.  Several  children  attended:  and 
as  they  occupied  too  much  room  in  my 
little  cottage  parlour,  and  were  withal 
somewhat  resdess,  I  told  them  they  must 
stay  away  in  future :  adding,  that  if  any 
of  them  really  desired  to  hear  and  pray, 
I  would  devote  an  hour  in  the  earliest 
part  of  the  Sunday  afternoon  to  them. 
Good  Friday  following  next  after,  half-a- 
dozen  pretty  little  girls,  leading  two  tiny 
boys,  walked  up  to  my  door  at  four  o'clock 
— I  had  stipulated  for  their  previously  at- 
tending church — and  the  spokeswoman, 
dropping  a  curtesy  to  the  maid  who 
opened  it,  said,  "  Please  ma'am^  to-day  is 
like  Sunday ;  and  may  we  have  a  chapel 
to-day  ?" 

I  was  from  home,  visiting  a  sick  person, 
and  on  my  return  was  rather  startled  to 
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find  how  resolved  my  little  neighbours 
were  to  establish  their  claim  on  "  a  cha- 
pel." I  set  myself  to  prepare  for  it  on 
Easter  day,  when  more  than  a  dozen  as- 
sembled, to  whom  I  read,  and  famiharly 
explained,  a  chapter,  asked  a  few*  ques- 
tions, offered  a  short  prayer  with  them, 
and  instead  of  a  sermon,  treated  them 
with  Cennick's  "  Letter  to  little  Children." 
My  congregation  was  certainly  not  very 
orderly :  I  had  to  pass  an  oblique  censure 
on  most  of  them,  by  commending  one  for 
steadiness  and  attention.  But  I  was  not 
disheartened;  and  the  next  Sunday 
brought  me  near  twenty.  From  that  time 
a  task  was  commenced  to  which  the  Lord 
enabled  me  to  devote  myself  for  more 
than  a  year,  sacrificing  to  it  every  other 
work.  I  had  so  full  a  party  of  these  dear 
children  weekly  assembling  that  the  lar- 
gest room  in  my  cottage  would  not  con- 
tain more  than  half  of  them.  I  therefore 
divided  them,  having  the  girls  first,  from 
four  to  half-past  five,  and  as  soon  as  they 
were  gone,  the  boys.  It  was  a  singular 
scene !  They  belonged  to  the  families  of 
small  trades-people,  and  the  many  indi- 
viduals connected  with  a  very  large  na- 
tional establishment,  hard  by.  Every  one 
of  them  could  read  well,  and  our  plan  was 
remodelled  to  suit  the  demand  of  so  large 
a  number — above  sixty — on  the  attention 
of  one  poor  unassisted  female. 

A  long  table,  or  rather  several  tables, 
being  placed  across  the  room  from  comer 
to  comer,  to  afford  the  greatest  possible 
length,  and  covered  with  a  green  cloth, 
benches,  stools,  and  chairs  were  set  round 
it  to  the  best  advantage,  with  a  reserve  of 
bibles  for  the  very  few  who  possessed 
none.  The  party  being  admitted  and 
properly  ranged,  an  introductory  prayer 
was  offered  up,  a  hymn  sung,  and  then  a 
chapter  given  out,  to  be  read  verse  by 
verse,  each  young  person  being  ques- 
tioned on  it;  and  all  that  the  teacher 
could  communicate,  in  the  way  of  illustra- 
tion, inference,  and  application,  most  freely 
imparted.  At  the  close,  another  hymn 
was  sung,  and  a  short  thanksgiving  con- 
cluded all.  The  sight  was  lovely,  when 
the  girls,  in  their  neat  Sunday  frocks  and 
caps,  or  ringlets  (for  bonnets  were  laid 
aside)  sat  round  this  cheerful  board,  at  a 
feast  such  as  this  world's  princes  could  not 
spread.    They  were  quiet,  modest,  intel- 


ligent, and  apt  to  leara.  On  departing, 
each  received  the  giflof  a  tract;  and  time 
enough  only  for  a  hasty  cup  of  coffee  to 
be  swallowed  was  suffered  to  elapse  be- 
fore the  signal  was  given,  and  in  rushed 
the  boys. 

It  is  impossible  1o  describe  the  wild  ea- 
gerness of  delight  with  which  those 
sprightly  boys  would  overleap  the  benches 
and  secure  each  his  assigned  place.  It 
required  some  determination  to  keep'  their 
spirits  within  due  bounds,  so  inexpressibly 
dear  to  them  was  the  work.  Eight  o'clock 
was  the  appointed  hour  for  separating; 
but  oflen  have  they  coaxed  their  happy 
teacher  for  leave  to  sing  "just  one  hymn 
more,"  until  the  bell  tolled  nine.  Many 
of  them  had  fine  voices,  and  were  taught 
to  accompany  a  splendid  band  in  the 
church:  tlieir  singing,  therefore,  spon- 
taneous as  it  was,  and  with  feelings,  if  not 
hearts,  attuned  to  the  occasion,  was  oflen 
exceedingly  fine.  Many  a  passer-by  has 
crept  in  at  the  litde  gate,  crossed  the 
small  garden,  and  laid  his  head  among 
the  roses  that  profusely  covered  the  cot- 
tage wall,  to  listen  while  twenty  or  thirty 
clear  young  voices,  led  by  a  child  of  sin- 
gular talent,  breathed  out  some  of  our 
finest  specimens  of  devotional  melody. 

Commendations,  rebukes,  and  tracts  be- 
ing suitably  dealt  out,  away  bustled  the 
little  congregation ;  and  the  Lord  only 
knows  how  my  spirit  has  been  elated, 
while,  from  bodily  exhaustion,  I  could 
scarcely  walk  across  tlie  room.  Some- 
times D.  would  come  down  on  the  Satur- 
day night,  and  take  tlie  whole  work  into 
his  hands,  rejoicing  in  it,  even  as  the  boys 
did  to  receive  his  teaching :  and  there  are 
some  of  those  precious  children  now  in 
heaven  with  him,  singing  a  sweeter  song 
than  those  in  which  they  so  loved  to  join 
below.  Others  there  are,  yet  on  earth, 
who  will  recognize  in  tliis  faint  outline 
the  features  of  a  scene  most  lovely  in 
their  eyes,  and  precious  to  their  hearts. 
They  will  remember  the  little  parlour,  the 
long  table,  the  wide  rustic  window,  the 
clustering  roses  without,  and  the  glowing 
countenances  within.  Let  them  breathe 
once  more  our  of\-repeated  prayer,'  that 
the  seed  there  sown  may  yield  a  rich  and 
abundant  increase ! 

It  was  one  of  the  severest  of  my  trials 
to  quit  that  simple  cottage,  to  break  up 
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my  darling  school,  and  to  leave  those 
iambs  in  the  wilderness.  I  recollect  with 
what  rebellious  struggles  my  will  at  length 
submitted.  I  remember  the  last  Sunday 
when,  every  piece  of  furniture  being  re- 
moved, and  the  house  shut  up,  we  opened 
it  again  for  the  sole  purpose  of  once  more 
enjoying  our  cherished  privilege.  It  was 
a  gloomy  season,  though  summer  smiled 
brightly  upon  us.  The  beautiful  rose-tree 
which  covered  the  cottage  walls,  and  even 
ran  over  its  roof,  had  suddenly  withered, 
nobody  knew  why  or  how :  but  the  garden 
was  full  of  flowers,  every  one  of  which  the 
dear  children  plucked  and  brought  to  me, 
with  many  tears  and  sobs,  before  they 
left  it  It  seemed  a  dispensation  of  almost 
unmixed  severity  to  divorce  pe  from  that 
spot,  endeared  by  many  a  recollection  of 
those  who  never,  never  could  revisit  it 
again,  and  sanctified  by  a  work  so  sweet, 
so  holy.  There  had  the  dumb  boy  ripened 
for  heaven;  and  thence  had  his  happy 
spirit  taken  its  flight  My  Sunday  pupils 
delighted  in  Jack,  whose  vigilant  oversight 
of  them,  and  inexorable  firmness  in  report- 
ing every  case  of  misbehaviour,  often 
tempted  the  merry  boys  to  transgress,  for 
the  purpose  of  provoking  his  displeasure. 
And  very  touching  it  was  to  see  the  whole 
of  them,  with  not  a  few  of  the  girls  attired 
in  their  best,  and  formed  in  procession, 
following  on  foot  the  carriage  which  bore 
the  dumb  boy's  remains  to  their  final  rest- 
ing-place. A  four  mile  walk  through  melt- 
ing snow,  under  a  drizzling  rain,  on  a 
comfortless  day,  was  no  slight  proof  of 
their  grateful  affection  for  one  whose  sor- 
row they  strove  thus  to  soothe ;  and  none 
who  witnessed  Jack's  funeral  will  ever 
forget  the  moment  when  those  boys  drew 
close  around  the  open  grave,  and  sung 
over  the  coffin  their  favourite  hymn — 

'*  Lo !  ho  comes,  with  cloudx  descending.** 

Dear  children!  my  rebellion  almost  re- 
vives when  I  think  of  the  bitterness  of 
spirit  with  which  I  forsook  them :  yet  it 
was  a  link,  a  bright  link  in  my  golden 
chain,  for  that  reluctant  movement  brought 
nie  into  a  more  important  field,  among  the 
victims  of  popish  delusion,  to  see  some 
brands  plucked  from  that  terrific  burning, 
when  even  on  the  verge  of  eternal  flames. 
It  was  a  strange  transition,  and  most  un- 
congenial;  but  I  am  bound  to  render 


praises  unto  God  for  it  Neither  was  the 
former  work  unowned  or  unblessed :  some 
instances  occurred,  which  I  may  perhaps 
relate  at  another  time  ;  proving  that  the 
Lord  was  among  us,  in  the  Sabbath- 
school — or  rather  Bible-class,  for  there 
was  no  teaching,  except  from  the  word  of 
God.  I  am  deeply  persuaded  that  a  few 
hours  thus  devoted,  by  those  who  have  no 
lack  of  mesms  or  opportunity  to  labour 
among  the  children  of  their  humbler 
though  respectable  neighbours,  would 
bring  in  a  vast  increase  of  mutual  benefit, 
would  ^ind  in  an  endearing  tie  the  difier- 
ent  classes  of  society,  and  tend  to  glorify 
God  by  serving  him  in  the  gospel  of  hii 
Son. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

EDWARD. 

Autumn  is  peculiarly  a  season  of  retro- 
spection. Custom  has  taught  us  to  dose 
our  year  in  mid-winter ;  our  natural  feel- 
ing would  suggest  a  different  computation 
— would  select  the  falling  leaf,  and  failing 
sunbeam,  as  the  appointed  memento  of 
man's  frailty ;  and  warn  him,  as  he  looks 
upon  the  rapidly  changing  scene,  to  make 
up  his  accounts  with  time,  to  set  his  house 
in  order,  and  with  redoubled  diligence  to 
work  while  day-light  remains,  seeing  how 
rapidly  the  night  approaches  when  he  can 
w^ork  no  longer. 

Mutation  is  the  universal  law  in  this 
changed  and  fallen  world.  Countries  in- 
deed there  are,  exempt  from  the  dreary 
visitation  of  winter,  skies  ever  bright,  and 
flowers  ever  blooming:  but  in  these  the 
rending  hurricane,  the  dreaded  simoon,  the 
frequent  eartliquake,  the  volcanic  eruption, 
and  the  desolating  pestilence,  give  more 
terrible  note  of  that  prevailing  law  than  in 
our  beautifully  instructive  clime,  where 
the  voice  of  admonition  speaks  to  the  con 
scious  heart, 

"  Behold,  fond  man, 
Bee  here  thy  pictured  life :  pass  some  few  yean. 
Thy  flowry  spring,  thy  summer's  ardent  strength 
The  sober  autumn  fading  into  age. 
And  pale  concluding  winter  comes  at  last 
And  ahuti  the 
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I  would  not  barter  my  country's  muta- 
ble Bkies  and  ever-varying  landscapes  for 
those  of  any  other  land.  I  would  not  ex- 
change this  towering  oak,  that  having  put 
forth  his  tardy  leaves  the  last  of  our  forest 
trees,  is  even  now  preparing  to  shed  them 
with  his  ripening  acorns  on  the  humid  soil 
— no,  I  would  not  exchange  the  king  of 
English  vegetation  for  a  whole  grove  of 
fat  olives,  or  fragrant  orange-trees,  whose 
silver  blossoms  and  golden  fruit  together 
laugh  to  scorn  the  very  name  of  winter. 

Such  were  my  thoughts  while  strolling 
leisurely  along,  in  a  place  where  it  is  hard 
to  say  whether  the  eye  or  the  mind  may 
feast  most  luxuriously,  providing  the  heart 
be  not  dead  to  that  invigorating  principle, 
Christian  patriotism.  Over  my  head 
waved  the  growth  of  many  generations ; 
magnificent  chesnuts,  with  here  and  there 
a  native  oak,  which  **  wreathed  its  old 
fantastic  roots  so  high"  as  to  afford  a  com- 
modious seat,  whence  I  might  look  down- 
wards, and  trace  the  windings  of  the 
mighty  Thames,  as  he  bore,  on  a  full  tide, 
the  sliips  of  many  nations  forth  to  ocean. 
Oh  what  an  inexhaustible  treasury  of  by- 
gone days  is  stored  in  the  flowing  waters 
of  old  father  Thames !  Cold  reason  whis- 
pers it  is  all  an  illusion :  those  waters  rip- 
pling past  are  as  new  to  the  scene  as  yon- 
der bark,  evidently  fresh  launched.  They 
come  from  springs  afar,  in  Uttle  streams 
running  among  the  hills,  swelled  by  junc- 
tion into  yonder  large  body,  and  hasten- 
ing away  for  their  first  plunge  into  the 
boundless  main.  By  what  stretch  of  im- 
agination can  you  identify  these  young 
waters  with  the  scenes  and  doings  of  re- 
mote ages  ?  It  is  all  very  true,  and  some- 
what annoying  just  now :  but  mutation  is 
the  subject  of  my  present  thoughts ;  and 
to  adduce  our  ancient  river  as  a  striking 
example  of  that  law  does  not  so  much  dis- 
compose me  as  at  another  time  it  might 
However,  though  Thames  were  dried  up, 
and  the  very  trace  of  his  channel  oblitera- 
ted, there  is  that  around  me  to  compensate 
for  such  a  loss.  My  eye  rests  on  tiie  spot 
whence  a  spirit  was  borne  away  by  the 
angels  of  God  unto  the  bosom  of  eternal 
love — the  spirit  of  one  who  sojourned  here 
but  for  a  little  while,  to  bequeath  at  its 
departure  a  blessing,  long  afterwards 
nursed  in  tears  and  blood,  and  burning 
flames,  but  now  deeply  rooted,  widely 
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spreadin;?,  nnd  crowning  the  land  with 
peace.  It  was  there  the  sweet,  the  gentle, 
the  saintly  young  Edward  breathed  his 
soul  into  his  Saviour's  hands,  and  laid 
aside  an  earthly  diadem  for  that  crown  of 
righteousness  which  Christ  has  laid  up 
for  them  who  love  his  appearing — there 
he  relinquished  the  broad  realm  of  troubled 
England  to  enter  upon  an  inheritance  in- 
corruptible, undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not 
away,  reserved  in  heaven  for  him,  who 
was  kept  by  the  power  of  God,  through 
faith,  unto  salvation.  Our  language  con- 
tains few  things  more  touchingly  beauti- 
ful than  the  testimony  of  old  John  Foxe, 
our  illustrious  Martyrologist,  to  the  excel- 
lency of  this  young  king.  He  lingers  on 
the  theme  with  the  zest  of  a  traveller,  who, 
after  labouring  for  many  a  long  league 
through  a  howling  wilderness,  full  of  eer- 
pentB  and  ravening  beasts,  and  great 
drought,  comes  at  length  to  a  soft,  shel- 
tered valley,  where  gurgles  a  pure  spring, 
overhung  with  fair  trees,  from  whose 
branches  depend  many  a  cluster  of  ripened 
fruit  There  he  rests  and  ponders,  and 
rejoices  with  saddened  joy ;  for  the* valley 
is  short,  and  his  farther  track  lies  through 
scenes  more  dreadful  than  he  has  yet  en- 
countered. Thus  does  Foxe  expatiate,  in 
the  midst  of  his  painful  travel  through  ages 
of  persecution,  on  the  bright  oasis  of  young 
Edward's  transient  reign :  and  cold  must 
be  the  English  heart  that  does  not  recip- 
rocate his  feelings!  On  the  same  spot 
where  Edward  died,  Elizabeth  had  first 
seen  the  light ;  and  before  her  the  fierce 
firebrand  of  God's  wrath— the  dark  and 
cruel  bigot  Mary — had  there  entered  the 
world.  One  passage  from  the  graphic 
pen  of  Foxe  is  vividly  present  to  me,  wheo 
I  wander  in  these  shades,  and  tearfully 
ask.  Where  has  the  mantle  fallen  of  that 
blessed  young  saint,  whom  no  eloquence 
could  move,  no  plea  of  expediency  prevail 
with,  where  the  faith  of  Christ  as  opposed 
to  the  abomination  of  popery  was  con- 
cerned ?  I  will  quote  the  anecdote  in  the 
very  words  of  our  faithful  Historiographer. 
"In  the  days  of  this  king,  Edward  VI, 
Carolus,  the  Emperor,  made  request  to 
the  king  and  his  council  to  permit  lady 
Mary  (who  after  succeeded  in  the  crown) 
to  have  mass  said  in  her  house  without 
prejudice  of  the  law.  And  the  council  on 
a  time  sitting  upon  matters  of  policy,  bar- 
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ing  that  in  question,  sent  Cranmer,  then 
archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  Ridley, 
then  bishop  of  London,  to  entreat  the  king 
for  the  same.  Who  coming  to  his  grace, 
alleged  their  reasons  and  pcrsuaEions  for 
the  accomplishing  thereof.  So  the  king, 
hearing  what  they  could  say,  replied  his 
answer  again  out  of  the  Scriptures,  so 
groundedly,  gravely,  and  full,  that  they 
were  forced  to  give  place  to  his  replica- 
tion, and  grant  the  same  to  be  true.  Then 
they,  aAer  long  debating  in  this  manner 
with  his  majesty,  laboured  politicly  in  an- 
other sort,  and  alleged  what  dangers  the 
denying  thereof  might  bring  to  his  grace, 
what  breach  of  amity  of  the  emperor's 
part,  what  troubles,  what  unkindness,  and 
what  occasions  sundry  ways  it  would  en- 
force, &c.  Unto  whom  the  king  emswered, 
willing  them  to  content  themselves,  for  he 
would,  he  said,  spend  his  life  and  all  he 
had  rather  than  to  agree  and  grant  to  that 
he  knew  certainly  to  be  against  the  Truth. 
The  which  when  the  bishops  heard,  not- 
withstanding they  urged  him  still  to  grant, 
and  would  by  no  means  have  his  Nay: 
then  the  good  king,  seeing  their  importu- 
nate suits,  that  needs  they  would  have  his 
majesty  to  consent  thereto,  in  the  end  his 
tender  heart  bursting  out  into  bitter  weep- 
ing and  sobbing,  he  desired  them  to  be 
content  Whereat  the  bishops  themselves 
seeing  the  king's  zeal  and  constancy,  wept 
as  fast  as  he,  and  took  their  leave  of  his 
grace;  and  coming  from  him  the  arch- 
bishop took  master  Cheke,  his  schoolmas- 
ter by  the  hand,  and  said,  Ah,  master 
Cheke,  you  may  be  glad  all  the  days  of 
your  life  that  you  have  such  a  scholar: 
for  he  hath  more  divinity  in  his  little  finger 
than  aU  we  have  in  all  our  bodies.  Thus 
the  lady  Mary's  mass  for  that  time  was 
staved." 

Oh  glorious  By-gone  days  of  my  dear 
•country,  when  a  stripling  king  could  con- 
found with  the  pure  word  of  God,  the  wis- 
dom of  two  mitred  heads:  could  silence 
every  pleading  of  crooked  expediency,  by 
boldly  avowing  his  willingness  to  suffer 
the  loss  of  all  temporal  things,  yea  of  life 
itself,  rather  than  swerve  from  the  straight 
path ;  and  finally,  with  his  tears,  prevail 
to  avert  the  abomination  that  he  was  so- 
licited to  connive  at !  Who  can  tell  how 
deep  the  words  and  tears  of  their  youthful 
jpdnce  sunk  into  the  kearts  of  the  two  pre- 


lates, both  of  whom  died  at  the  stake,  un- 
der the  bloody  rule  of  that  same  Lady 
Mary.  We  cannot  forget  that  at  Ridley's 
burning  the  candle  was  lighted  in  Eng- 
land, which,  by  God's  grace,  has  never 
yet  been  put  out ;  and  can  we  doubt  but 
that  the  recollection  of  this  interview  did 
many  a  time  both  humble  and  cheer  the 
spirit  of  the  venerable  martjrr,  during  his 
long  imprisonment,  and  many  persecutions 
for  Christ's  sake  ?  Give  me  but  this  En- 
glish oak,  the  pages  of  old  Fox  and  the 
locality  sacred  to  young  Edward,  and  I 
care  not  how  rudely  the  autumnal  breezes 
may  whistle  around,  or  how  many  leaves, 
falling  at  my  feet,  may  give  warning  that 
the  pleasant  scene  of  my  summer  strc^ 
must  soon  be  rendered  untenable  by  the 
snows  and  storms  of  winter.  Many  a  tem- 
pest has  howled  around,  and  shaken  my 
oak,  and  by  so  doing  has  rooted  it  more 
firmly :  mony  a  hurricane,  more  wild  than 
they,  has  rocked  my  country's  church  to 
its  foundation,  and  with  the  same  efiect — 
for  that  foundation  standeth  sure,  and  the 
house  falls  not,  because  those  who  built  it 
digged  deep,  and  used  a  cement  which 
God,  not  man,  provided.  Many  a  hostile 
navy  has  threatened  to  thread  the  mazes 
of  that  noble  river,  and  bear  destruction  to 
the  lolly  towers  of  London :  but  since  the 
pure  faith  of  the  gospel  supplanted  the 
false  religion  of  Rome,  no  enemy  has  ap- 
proached our  city:  it  has  been  a  quiet 
habitation.  There  the  glorious  Lord  hath 
been  unto  us  a  place  of  broad  rivers  and 
streams,  wherein  hath  gone  no  hostile 
galley  with  oars,  neither  hath  gallant  ship 
passed  thereby.  For  the  Lord  hath  been 
our  Judge,  the  Lord  has  been  our  law- 
giver, the  Lord  hath  been  our  king :  he 
hath  saved  us. 

Thus,  dwelling  on  the  past,  I  rejoice  in 
the  present ;  and  for  the  future — may  the 
Lord  enable  me  to  hope !  Our  Israel  has 
ere  now  destroyed  herself,  beyond  the 
power  of  man  to  succour,  yet  has  tbund  her 
help  in  God,  whose  mercies  fail  not  In- 
stead of  lingering  on  the  painful  theme  of 
our  national  defalcation,  let  me  praise  the 
Lord  for  the  precious  fruits  of  his  preached 
and  pleuited  gospel  in  this  realm,  acknow- 
ledging the  blessed  contrast  Time  was, 
when  to  possess  a  copy  of  that  word  in 
which  is  spiritual  life,  subjected  the  indi- 
I  vidual  to  bodily  death ;  but  now  it  c£ui 
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ran,  and  is  glorified  in  the  remotest  cor- 
ners of  our  village  retreats,  no  less  than 
in  crowded  congregations  of  the  rich  me- 
tropolis. I  can  sit  under  my  oak  tree ;  and 
by  a  long  but  evident  succession  of  bright 
links,  I  can  connect  with  the  enduring  con- 
stancy of  young  Edward  the  peaceful  as- 
semblage of  that  Sabbath  school  alluded 
to  in  a  former  chapter. 

Through  the  abundance  of  spiritual  in- 
struction afforded  by  means  of  an  un- 
shackled press,  I  was  enabled  on  each  re- 
turning Sunday  to  present  to  every  indi- 
vidual girl  and  boy  a  religious  tract 
Many  questioned  the  propriety  of  giving 
them  unreservedly,  and  suggested  that  a 
loan  would  b^  more  beneficial.  But  the 
Lord  had  put  it  into  my  hecut  to  give : 
and  in  several  cases  there  was  much  cause 
for  rejoicing  that  I  had  so  done. 

One  was  that  of  a  poor,  aged,  bed-rid- 
den woman,  of  whom  I  knew  nothing,  but 
whose  little  grandson  wac  a  volunteer  in 
my  school  He  punctually  carried  to  her 
his  tract,  and  she  had  them  ail  stored  in  a 
drawer  by  her  bed-side.  The  neighbours 
who  casually  came  in  to  make  kind  enqui- 
ries, or  to  sit  awhile  with  her,  were  always 
requested  to  open  this  drawer,  and  to  take 
out  such  tract  as  she,  probably  with  a  re- 
ference to  their  several  characters  and  cir- 
cumstances, should  describe,  and  read  it 
to  her.  She  was  a  spiritual  person,  one 
of  the  Lord's  poor ;  and  I  had  grounds  for 
more  than  a  surmise  that  the  hoard  was 
thus  made  extensively  useful. 

The  other  instance  was  more  touching. 
I  was  told  that  a  young  woman,  a  perfect 
stranger  to  me,  residing  in  a  very  retired 
spot  three  miles  from  my  abode,  was  dy- 
ing of  decline ;  and  that  having  been  con- 
verted by  a  tract  belonging  to  one  of  my 
girls,  she  was  also  in  great  joy  and  peace. 
This  tract,  I  was  assured,  she  would  pe- 
ruse till  her  eyes  failed,  and  then  employ 
her  mother  and  her  neighbours  to  read  it 
to  her  for  hours.  My  curiosity  was  ex- 
cited to  know  what  tract  it  could  be  that 
would  furnish  so  much  employment  to 
readers :  for  I  had  given  none  containing 
more   than  a  few  pages.    At  length  I 

walked  over  to  Y Common,  where  the 

young  woman  resided,  and  found  her  in- 
deed in  a  dying  state,  and  not  less  happy 
than  I  had  been  led  to  expect  Inquiring 
what  had  been  the  means  of  leading  her 


thus  to  the  cross  of  Christ — ^for  she  had 
been  at  service  in  a  very  worldly  family 
until  declining  health  compelled  her  to  re- 
turn home,  and  well  I  knew  that  all  around 
her  cottage  was  a  spiritual  desert— the 
reply  was  given  with  a  joyous  smile,  **  It 

was  Mary  N 's  tract"    I  requested  to 

see  this  tract :  and  greatly  was  I  afiected 
when  the  mother  handed  to  me  the  dark 
leather  binding  of  an  old-fashioned  volume, 

within  which   Mary  N had  neatly 

stitched  every  tract  that  she  had  received 
at  the  school — above  fifty — ending  with 
the  one  which  I  had  given  her  on  the  pre- 
ceding Sabbath.  This  was  the  inexhaus- 
tible "  Tract"  by  means  whereof  Mary 

W had  been  led  to  the  Bible,  and 

where  she  had  found  many  a  sweet  com- 
mentary on  the  inspired  word.  She  was 
in  a  most  happy,  resigned  state,  resting  on 
Christ  alone,  and  rejoicing  in  the  growing 
attachment  of  her  family  to  the  truths  of 
which  all  had  alike  been  totally  ignorant 
It  was  an  interview  and  an  incident  never 
to  be  forgotten.  It  embodied  that  precept 
long  dear  to  me — "In  the  morning  sow 
thy  seed,  and  at  evening  withhold  not 
thine  hand,  for  thou  knowest  not  whether 
shall  prosper,  this  or  that,  or  whether  both 

shall  be  alike  good."  Mary  W 1  saw  no 

more;  she  soon  after  departed  in  peace;  but 

D who  took  the  liveliest  interest  in 

my  school,  presented  Mary  N with  a 

beautiful  edition  of  Legh  Richmond's 
"  Annals  of  the  Poor ;"  "  Little  Jane"  hav- 
ing been  especially  blessed  to  her  fViend — 
and  the  whole  occurrence,  I  think,  pro- 
duced a  very  beneficial  effect  on  the  minds 
of  the  children. 

Among  the  girls  was  one  who  not  only 
attended  the  school,  but  dwelt  as  a  domes- 
tic under  the  roof.  She  had,  from  early 
childhood,  given  evidence  of  a  gracious 
work  within,  and  at  the  age  of  sixteen  she 
was  called  away.  Strong  convictions  of 
her  own  unprofitableness,  bitter  regrets 
for  not  having  more  consistently  and 
openly  glorified  Christ,  with  a  lively  im- 
pression of  the  majesty  and  purity  of  him 
with  whom  she  had  to  do,  produced  a  de- 
gree of  despondency,  that  made  her  death- 
bed sometimes  a  trying  scene.  She  could 
not  realize  her  personal  interest  in  Christ, 
or  his  presence  with  her,  and  was  exceed- 
ingly cast  down.  This  continued  but  for 
a  time ;  giving  place  to  a  very  dear  ap- 
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prehension  of  all  that  the  Lord  had  done 
for  her,  and  much  gladness  of  heart  en- 
sued. She  was,  however,  of  so  quiet  and 
■imple  a  character  that  nothing  appeared 
in  her  manner  or  language  savouring  of 
excitement  She  was  very  calm,  and 
always  humble.  This  gave  pecuhar  effect 
to  the  closing  scene,  which  I  narrate  just 
as  it  occurred. 

Sally  had  lingered  long;  and  though 
wasted  to  a  mere  shadow,  no  indication 
appeared  of  immediate  dissolution.  An 
elder  sister  had  been  watching  beside  her 
one  morning,  and  seeing  her  in  a  very 
sound  peaceful  sleep,  she  softly  arose,  to 
pay  some  attention  to  a  younger  girl,  who 
was  indisposed  in  the  same  room.  She 
had  not  stepped  four  pcu^es  from  the  bed- 
side, when  she  heard  Sally,  in  a  voice  of 
the  most  sudden  and  eager  joy,  and  so 
loud  as  to  be  heard  by  all  in  the  cottage, 
exclaim,  "Ann,  Ann,  the  Lord  Jesus  is 
come  for  me!"  Ann  sprang  back  in- 
stantly, but  Sally  was  gone.  She  had 
just  started  from  her  quiet  slumber,  turned 
her  face  up  from  the  pillow,  and  with  that 
cry  of  wonder  and  delight — for  the  tone 
and  the  lifeless  countenance  vividly  ex- 
pressed both — she  had  departed  to  be 
ever  with  the  Lord. 

And  these  results,  with  many  many 
more,  sprang  from  a  single  proclamation 
of  the  love  and  power  of  Jesus !  These 
are  the  blessings  that  flow  from  an  un- 
fettered bible,  and  a  preached  gospel.  To 
secure  this,  young  Edward  wept  and 
prayed,  emd,  in  a  strength  derived  from 
above,  resisted  even  the  toleration  of 
that  deadly  foe  to  Christ  and  his  truth, 
"the  Lady  Mary's  mass."  This  vener- 
able oak,  on  whose  gnarled  and  strug- 
gUng  roots  I  recline  in  thankful  medita- 
tion, may  have  witnessed  the  secret 
prayer,  and  sheltered  the  meek  head  of 
that  twice-suiointed  child  of  God.  It  bears 
the  marks  of  venerable  and  decaying  age ; 
and  what  are  three  centuries  in  the  growth 
of  an  English  oak?  In  an  antique  paint- 
ing of  the  palace,  as  it  then  stood,  I  mark 
an  avenue  of  young  trees,  in  the  exact 
line  of  which  my  oak  seems  to  stand :  and 
while  pleasing  myself  with  this  imagina- 
tion, the  very  breeze  that  whistles  under 
its  wide  branches  seems  to  infuse  new  en- 
ergy into  the  soul  that  ponders  on  the 
By-gone  days  of  England's  battle  against 


the  proud  pontiff  of  Rome.  The  heroes 
of  that  day,  mighty  in  weapons  that  were 
not  carnal,  who  conquered  by  dying, 
whose  faith  was  victorious  over  the  world, 
and  who  overcame  Satan  by  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb — these  pass  in  review  before 
me,  heralding  the  peaceful  rule  of  divine 
truth;  and  filling  my  heart  with  hope, 
that  if  the  rallying  forces  of  the  adversary 
again  summon  the  servants  of  God  to  the 
combat,  a  fhithful  band  will  not  be  lacking 
to  wield  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  and 
boldly  to  lifl  up  a  holy  standard  against 
those  who  come  in  like  a  flood. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

IDOLATRY. 

It  would  certainly  be  a  boon  of  magni- 
tude to  the  more  conscientious  portion  of 
the  serious  world,  if  some  sober,  sound, 
experienced  divine  would  afford  them  a 
clear  definition  of  that  abused  word, 
"Idolatry,"  in  all  its  allowable  applica- 
tions. Great  liberties  are  taken  with  it; 
and  I  verily  believe  that  some  zealous 
Christians  do  of\en  make  sad  the  heart  of 
the  righteous  whom  the  Lord  hath  not 
made  sad,  by  bringing  a  charge  of  most 
serious  import  against  them,  in  matters  al- 
together as  far  removed  from  it  as  can 
well  be  imagined.  God  created  this  world 
a  spotless  paradise,  for  the  immortal  be- 
ings whom  he  placed  in  delegated  sove- 
reignty over  all  the  inferior  works  of  his 
mighty  hand.  Man,  by  rebellion,  lost  that 
rule  of  love ;  and  the  charter  which  re- 
placed him,  in  a  measure,  on  his  forfeited 
throne  was,  alas !  one  of  different  charac- 
ter. Before  Adam,  every  living  creature 
moved,  in  all  the  untarnished  loveliness  of 
its  pristine  state,  harmless,  and  fearless; 
and  Adam  looked  on  them,  and  as  the 
majestic  forms  of  animated  nature  passed 
before  him,  he  exercised  his  new  preroga- 
tive by  giving  names  to  each.  Emerging 
from  the  deluge,  when  this  sin-blighted 
earth  liHed  her  head,  glittering  with  the 
moisture  of  that  destroying  flood,  the  ani- 
mals again  came  in  review  before  man. 
Noah  who  had  marshalled  them  into  the 
ark,  beheld  their  egress  from  it;  and  re- 
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ceived  anew  the  grant — "  The  fear  of  you, 
and  the  dread  of  you  shall  be  upon  every 
beast  of  the  earth,  and  upon  every  fowl 
of  the  air,  and  upon  all  that  moveth  upon 
tlie  earth,  and  upon  all  the  fishes  of  the 
sea ;  into  your  hand  are  they  delivered." 

In  like  manner  the  soil,  which  as  a  wil- 
ling servant  had  yielded  spontaneously 
every  tree  good  for  meat,  and  all  that 
could  minister  to  man's  enjoyment,  so  long 
as  his  first  aiid  chiefest  joy  was  in  his 
God,  became  through  his  transgression  a 
reluctant  slave,  putting  nothing  freely 
forth  but  thorns  and  briars ;  and  needing 
his  most  painful  toil  to  compel  the  needful 
tribute  of  nutriment  to  his  wants.  Just 
and  righteous  was  the  doom :  yet  behold 
the  unmerited  mercy  of  our  compassionate 
God ;  in  promising  the  gift  of  His  own 
Son,  delivered  up  as  a  ransom  for  us  all. 
He  freely  with  him  gives  us  all  things. 
To  the  corn  that  furnishes  our  bread  he 
adds  full  many  a  luscious  fruit,  of  aro- 
matic flavour ;  and  over  earth's  surface — 
yea  upon  those  penal  thorns  and  briars, — 
he  has  scattered  tints  and  forms  of  such 
exquisite  beauty  and  grace,  that  one  may 
fancy  the  very  pallet  from  which  Eden 
was  pencilled  out  is  lefl  for  us  to  gaze  on ; 
the  very  mould  in  which  its  glorious  forms 
were  cast,  preserved ;  in  token  that  earth 
shall  yet  again  bloom,  more  lovely  and 
more  magnificent  than  in  the  infancy  of 
our  days. 

So  it  is  with  the  irrational  creation :  to 
the  far  greater  part  of  them,  man  is  an 
object  of  instinctive  terror — the  fear  of 
him,  and  the  dread  of  him  are  upon  them ; 
and  such  service  as  they  may  be  brought 
to  yield  is  compulsory,  painful,  hateful  to 
them.  But  here  again  an  exception  is 
made :  and  one  so  touching,  that  unbelief 
itself,  when  stumbling  at  the  fact  of 
Adam's  reign  of  love  over  all  the  crea- 
tures, may  cease  to  cavil,  in  beholding  a 
sight  so  common  that  its  lamiliarity  dead- 
ens its  efiect  on  our  minds — the  fond,  the 
faithful,  docile,  devoted  Dog,  putting  to 
shame  all  human  attachments  by  the  ar- 
dour of  his  irrepressible  affection  for  man 
— for  a  master  who,  perchance,  scarcely 
rewards  with  a  smile  the  beseeching  look 
that  for  hours  keeps  watch,  to  seize  and 
rejoice  in  the  slight  token  of  approving 
notice. 

If  I  turn  to  by-gone  days,  I  cannot  name 


the  period  from  early  infancy  to  the  pre»- 
ent  hour,  unmarked  by  this  relic  of  para- 
disaical confidence  and  love.  How  often 
when  all  human  help  was  far  away,  and 
dangers  too  fearful  to  record  beset  my 
path,  how  often  has  the  Lord  made  this 
creature  of  his  will  the  means  of  my  de- 
fence !  Yes,  in  the  hour  of  weakness,  ere 
I  had  learned  to  endure  "  as  seeing  Him 
who  is  invisible,"  when  poor  humanity 
was  nigh  failing  under  the  agonized  throb 
of  terror  and  dismay.  He,  the  Lord,  pity« 
ing  the  weakness  of  his  creature,  hai 
given  me  cheer  and  encouragement,  and 
sweet  reassurance,  even  by  the  bold, 
bright,  steadfast  gaze  of  a  watchful  dog, 
now  keenly  bent  in  the  direction  of  ex- 
pected harm,  now  turned  witli  quick  intel- 
ligence to  my  tearful  face,  and  almost 
saying  in  its  fiery  glance,  "  Fear  not,  my 
mistress :  the  hand  that  would  injure  you 
must  first  encounter  the  strength  of  these 
pointed  fangs,  and  the  rage  of  a  heart  that 
would  be  maddened  to  see  you  wronged." 
It  was  in  the  noble  race  of  the  Newfound- 
land breed  that  I  was  permitted  thus  for  a 
time  to  confide;  and  often  do  I  humbly 
bless  my  covenant  God,  to  whom  all  things 
do  bow  and  obey,  for  the  cordial  so  given 
in  hours  of  fainting  apprehension.  I  do 
not  now  rest  on  means :  for  he  has  taught 
me  to  look  far  higher  than  an  arm  of  flesh, 
or  the  heart  of  creature  love ;  but  I  hope 
never  to  forget  my  past  experience ;  never 
to  despise  the  meanest  instrument  of  his 
tender  compassion  towards  me. 

But  I  have  wandered  from  the  point: 
which  was  to  call  in  question  the  propriety 
of  stigmatising  as  idolatry  a  high  appre- 
ciation of  these  things,  so  beautifully  illus- 
trative of  the  divine  pity — the  sweet  flow- 
ers of  our  gardens,  and  those  few  among 
the  einimal  creation  that  reciprocate  the 
measure  of  attachment  we  may  evince  for 
them.  As  a  matter  of  report,  I  should 
scarcely  credit  it :  but  so  often  has  the  re- 
buke been  directly  levelled  at  me,  and  by 
persons  so  entirely  unconnected  witli  each 
other,  at  such  distances  too  of  time  and 
place,  that  it  has  occurred  to  me  there 
must  be  somewhat  of  a  general  persecu- 
tion going  on  against  offenders  of  my 
stamp ;  and  it  may  not  be  amiss  at  a  sea- 
son when  our  green-house  plants  require 
a  little  extra  attention,  and  our  small  dogs 
a  warmer  cushion,  to  put  in  a  word  on 
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behalf  of  this  maligned  body  of  reputed 
idoiators. 

If  any  among  us  can  be  proved  to  waste 
her  valuable  hours  on  the  selfish  gratifica- 
tion even  of  a  taste  which  ilie  Lord  im- 
planted in  Adam's  mind  when  he  set  him 
to  dress  the  garden  of  Eden  and  to  keep 
it — if  higher  duties  are  neglected  or  hur- 
ried over,  and  occupations  more  needful 
to  others  though  less  congenial  to  our- 
selves be  put  aside : — if  money  that  ought 
to  be  devoted  to  the  service  of  our  fellow 
creatures  be  squandered  on  a  fancy,  or 
that  money's  worth,  in  energy  and  appli- 
cation, be  diverted  from  its  proper  chan- 
nel— I  have  not  one  word  to  say  in  de- 
fence of  the  accused  person :  the  case  is 
altogether  excluded  from  my  plea.  Again, 
if  a  pampered  dog  engrosses  any  part  of 
that  consideration  which  rightly  belongs 
to  our  fellow-immortals  so  as  to  entrench 
upon  their  rights — if  it  be  made  the  object 
of  wasteful  expenditure,  or  permitted  to 
become  a  nuisance  to  others,  by  its  rude 
or  peevish  ways — then  the  like  conclusion 
is  to  be  drawn :  but  conscientiously  speak- 
ing, this  has  not  been  the  case  with  me  in 
either  instance,  yet  have  I  been  sorely 
persecuted.  I  counsel  my  sympathizing 
friends,  who  may  shrink  from  a  rebuke 
the  justice  of  which  they  cannot  feel,  to 
fight  the  matter  out  with  their  assailants ; 
not  merely  on  the  common  ground  of  un- 
reasonableness, but  on  the  far  more  seri- 
ous one  of  an  abuse  of  scripture  language, 
which  ought  in  no  instance  to  be  suffered. 

I  remember,  some  years  since,  that  I 
had  arranged  three  small  jars  filled  with 
exquisite  flowers  on  the  tables  of  my 
apartment  when  a  young  minister,  warm 
in  the  fresh  glow  of  newly-awakened  zeal, 
coming  in  and  detecting  me  in  the  very 
act  of  expressing  delight  at  their  loveli- 
ness, put  on  a  sad  face,  and  solemnly  re- 
buked my  *'  painted  idols" — or  rather  me 
in  their  behalf.  I  made  no  reply,  but  in- 
vited him  to  come  in  the  evenincj  and  take 
tea.  Meanwhile  I  just  trebled  the  num- 
ber of  flower-jars,  and  on  his  looking 
round  with  dismay,  observed,  "  See,  my 
friend,  here  are  nine  of  them ;  and  if 
you  talk  to  me  again  as  you  did  this  morn- 
ing, I  promise  you  the  sight  of  eighteen 
the  next  time  you  come."  Then  I  made 
out  the  case  much  to  my  own  satisfaction ; 
and  so  far  as  deeds  might  be  relied  on,  1 


should  think  to  his  also :  for  (Vom  that  day 
he  never  came  to  see  me  without  bringing 
a  small  reinforcement  for  my  ranks  of 
painted  idols. 

"  But  dogs  are  such  disagreeable  things ; 
many  people  dislike  tliem,  and  you  should, 
in  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  others, 
keep  your  dog  away."  So  I  have  oc- 
casionally been  told;  and  perhaps  by 
a  friend  whose  pouncet-box  perpetuaUy 
opened  kept  my  httle  dog  sneezing  most 
piteously,  and  brought  tears  into  my  eyes. 
I  could  not  be  so  unpolite  as  to  say,  *^  Ban- 
ish your  snuff-box,  and  then  we  will  con- 
sider about  the  other  nuisance ;"  but  it  so 
happens  that,  according  to  the  favourite 
theory  of  idolatry,  every  one  seems  to 
have  an  idol — not  unfrequently  himself— 
which  he  is  just  as  unwilling  to  dethrone 
as  I  am  to  drown  Fidelle. 

I  know  a  person  whose  attachment  to 
the  canine  race  is  as  strong  as  can  well 
be  imagined,  and  well-grounded  as  could 
be  required.  She  had  a  noble,  a  majes- 
tic, an  invaluable  dog  of  the  purest  New- 
foundland breed,  devoted  to  her  with  an 
affection  that  occasioned  him  to  pine  and 
dwindle  away  under  any  temporary  ab- 
sence of  his  mistress.  He  was,  moreover, 
the  parting  gift  of  one  so  dear — so  inex- 
pressibly beloved — one  who  had  been  cut 
off  in  a  moment  too,  by  a  sudden  stroke — 
that  it  was  impossible  not  to  prize  the  re- 
lic beyond  all  other  mere  earthly  trea- 
sures. Conscience,  however,  interfered : 
she  was  poor,  and  dependent  on  her  own 
exertions.  She  had  others  to  consider, 
and  to  them  it  was  a  privileged  duty  to 
devote  her  all.  Circumstances  obliged 
her  to  relinquish  her  cottage,  in  a  compara- 
tively rural  and  cheap  situation,  and  to 
become  a  lodger  in  the  busy  haunts  of 
men,  the  metropolis  itself,  where  the  ac- 
commodation and  keep  of  so  very  large 
an  animal  would  have  formed  a  very 
heavy  item  of  daily  expenditure ;  and  she 
felt  that  the  question  had  become  a  seri- 
ous one,  where  positive  duty  was  opposed 
to  feelings  such  as  those  who  understand 
them  may  appreciate :  to  tliose  who  can- 
not, it  would  be  idle  to  describe  them. 
The  decision  was  made,  with,  tears,  aye, 
and  with  prayer  too — for  self  was  very 
strong,  but  it  was  made.  "  To  sell  the 
dog,  and  devote  the  price  to  charitable 
purposes?"    No;  that  would  have  told 
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well ;  but  I  am  relating  facts.  The  donor 
had  aaid,  "  Never  part  with  Nero,  except  to 
me,"  and  though  large  sums  were  freely 
otTered  for  the  beautiful  creature,  every 
thing  of  the  kind  was  rejected.  The  dog 
was  doomed,  with  a  regard  to  his  own 
affectionate  and  faithful  exclusiveness  of 
devotion.  All  unsuspecting  he  was  led 
forth,  by  neighbours  who  were  familiar 
with  him,  and  chained  to  the  stump  of  a 
tree.  He  looked  around,  with  patient 
good  humor,  waiting  to  see  what  was  re- 
quired of  him ;  and  with  the  steady  aim 
of  two  practised  military  hands,  one  bul- 
let through  his  heart,  another  through  his 
brain,  without  a  single  momentary  pang 
of  fear  or  suffering,  stretched  the  noble 
creature  lifeless  on  the  earth.  Three 
musquets  were  loaded ;  but  he  who  bore 
the  third,  who  had  faced  many  a  cannon 
in  the  field  of  battle,  instead  of  discharg- 
ing it  turned  away  and  wept 

This  has  been  called  cruelty :  and  the 
self-indulgence  that  still  keeps  a  little  crea- 
ture which  can  honestly  be  sustained  on 
the  scrapings  of  the  dinner  plates  is  stig- 
matized as  idolatry.  One  is  as  true  as 
the  other :  and  both  are  false.  The  first 
was  cruel,  not  to  the  dog,  but  to  carnal 
self:  the  latter  does  but  lighten  the  labour 
of  many  a  solitary  hour  by  extorting  a 
smflc  of  pleasure  at  the  gambols  of  a 
thing  so  harmlessly  happy:  a  creature 
made  subject  to  vanity — to  all  the  ills  and 
sufferings  under  which  the  whole  creation 
groans — not  willingly,  not  by  its  own 
transgression,  but  by  that  of  man.  ^  Is  it 
idolatry  to  recognize  the  hand  of  the  Most 
High  in  the  wonderful  instinct  of  which 
He  alone  is  the  source,  and  to  number 
him  among  the  works  that  praise  him — 
the  gifUi  that  gladden  me  ? 

I  do  not  even  covet  the  elevated  view 
that  could  overlook  the  impressive  lesson 
marked  out  in  these  miscalled  idols.  Who 
shall  gainsay  the  authority  which  bids  me 
consider  the  lilies  of  the  field  how  they 
grow  (those  beautiful  Guernsey  lilies  now 
before  me,  how  I  delight  in  them !)  and 
which  tells  me  that  Solomon  in  all  his 
glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  these  ? 
Splendid,  most  splendid  are  the  starry 
heavens,  on  which  David  gazed  in  raptur- 
ous adoration  of  the  skill  which  formed 
them!  but  is  there  no  trace,  no  brighter 
trace  of  that  wonder-working  hand,  in  the 


little  creature  lying  at  my  feet,  feeble  and 
timid,  shrinking  from  the  unlifled  finger 
of  menaced  correction,  and  never  dream- 
ing of  self-defence;  but  roused  into  the 
boldness  of  the  lion,  every  hair  stiffening 
with  energetic  effort,  and  the  flash  of  rage 
kindling  in  his  eye,  if  a  sound  be  heard 
that  threatens  annoyance  to  his  friend.  Is 
there  no  lesson  to  crimson  my  cheek 
with  the  tint  of  shame,  and  dew  my  eye 
with  the  tear  of  self-reproach,  when  I  fol^ 
low  up  the  contemplation,  and  measure 
my  love,  my  faithfulness,  my  zeal,  my  de- 
votion to  a  heavenly  master  who  saveth 
my  life  from  destruction,  daily  crowning 
me  with  loving-kindness  and  tender  mer- 
cies— when  I  measure  them  by  those  of 
an  irrational  brute  to  one  who  just  feede 
him,  and  smiles  on  him  to-day,  and  may 
forsake  him  to-morrow?  Yes,  God  be 
praised,  there  is  a  lesson,  most  deeply 
humbling  to  my  soul :  and  while  thus  hUi 
inferior  works  continually  praise  him,  si- 
lently fulfilling  the  duties  of  their  little 
sphere,  be  it  mine  to  look  on,  and  learn, 
and  adore,  and  join  the  chorus  in  which 
all  his  saints  give  thanks  unto  him,  and 
magnify  his  name. 


CHAPTER  XVII, 


THE   LONELY  WRECK. 


There  is  one  object  in  creation  of  such 
surpassing  grandeur,  so  vast  in  magnitude, 
so  terrific  in  power,  so  pre-eminently  sub- 
lime in  all  its  varying  aspects,  whether  of 
the  rudest  tumult  or  the  softest  beau^, 
that,  among  an  island  people  I  often  won- 
der to  find  it  so  rarely  made  the  subject  of 
delighted  eulogy.  Probably,  however, 
the  impressions  of  such  as  have  only  looked 
upon  it  from  the  shore  are  very  imperfect ; 
they  cannot  do  justice  to  the  glories  of 
ocean  like  those  who  have  bounded  over 
its  billows :  while  among  the  latter  class 
a  very  large  proportion  have  been  so  in- 
convenienced by  the  usual  concomitants 
of  a  first  voyage,  as  to  retain  any  thing 
but  a  pleasant  recollection  of  tlieir  trip. 
These  considerations  oflen  withhold  my 
hand  when  about  to  indulge  in  marine  re- 
miniscences :  for  very  fbw  of  my  readen 


280 


THE  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


have,  perhaps,  been  equally  privileged  to 
go  down  into  deep  waters;  to  8ce  the 
works  of  the*Lord  and  his  wonders  in  the 
great  deep,  for  long  succeeding  days 
and  weeks,  without  even  a  momentary 
sensation  that  could  deaden  the  exquisite 
enjoyment  known  only  to  such.  A  privi- 
lege indeed  it  is,  to  ride  among  the  stormy 
billows  with  spirits  as  light  as  the  foam 
that  flashes  by:  to  pace  the  deck,  with 
confident  though  wary  tread,  inclining  to 
this  side  or  that,  as  the  mighty  machine 
rolls  hke  a  cork  on  the  tops  of  far  mightier 
waves;  and  to  feel  every  nerve  new 
braced,  every  pulse  enlivened,  every 
thought  elevated  and  all  the  faculties  ex- 
panded, as  It  were,  to  take  in  a  scene, 
which  for  the  extent  of  its  turbulent  mag- 
nificence^ has  no  peer,  no  rival  among 
created  things.  I  desire  to  be  thankful, 
that,  in  times  of  sore  trial,  and  when  as 
yet  the  tempest-torn  wanderer  on  the  sea 
of  life  had  found  no  anchor  of  the  soul,  nor 
opened  feuth's  eye  to  behold  a  sheltering 
heaven  of  safety  and  repose,  so  much  of 
this  enjoyment  was  vouchsafed  to  Cheer  a 
drooping  heart  Oflen  has  that  heart  re- 
cognized the  hand  which  filled  it  with  food 
and  gladness ;  often  experienced  the  reality 
of  the  assurance,  "I  have  girded  thee, 
though  thou  hast  not  known  mc." 

I  am  not  now  about  to  expatiate  on 
what  might  appear  the  wild  chimera  of  a 
roving  imagination  to  the  many — arc  they 
not  too  many  ? — who  in  quest  of  foreign 
novelties  have  passed  over  from  their 
privileged  isle  to  a  neighbouring,  un blest 
land,  making  voyages  equally  short  and 
miserable,  in  a  crowded  steamer,  with  the 
accompaniment  of  a  grating,  rumbling, 
jarring  engine,  the  monotonous,  hurrying 
rush  of  paddle-wheels  through  the  water, 
and  a  pennon  of  black  smoke,  defiling  the 
atmosphere  above,  with  an  occasional  de- 
scent of  its  murky  particles  on  their  dress. 
How  could  they  realize  any  description  of 
the  stately,  noiseless,  measured  sweep  of 
a  tall  vessel  over  billows  which,  many  a 
league  removed  from  intercepting  land, 
roll  in  unbroken  magnitude  tlirough  a 
fathomless  abyss,  with  leisurely  rise  and 
graceful  fall,  and  a  melody  too  deep  for 
man's  squeaking  contrivances  to  interrupt 
What  affinity  can  the  bare  uncouth  chim- 
ney, with  its  sooty  appendage  displayed 
at  right  angles,  claim  with  the  tapering 


mast,  the  undulating  sails,  gradually  U 
ening  as  they  rise  in  snowy  lustre  to  its 
summit,  where  tlie  long  streamer  grace- 
fully mingles  its.  negligent  folds  to  diver- 
sify them,  while  beyond  the  broad  white 
wing  of  the  spanker  sail,  out  floats  St 
George's  banner  "  blent  with  silver  cross 
to  Scotland  dear;"  and  the  heart  will 
throb,  while  the  eye,  fearless  of  encoun- 
tering smoke  or  steam,  looks  up  and  greets 
the  flag  that  *'  has  braved  a  thousand  years, 
the  battle  and  the  breeze."  Oh,  it  were  an 
idle  attempt  to  embody  in  a  tame  verbal 
description  the  swelling  emotions  peculiar 
to  such  a  season. 

But  ocean  recollections,  though  always 
interesting,  are  not  always  joyous  to  me ; 
a  scene  there  witnessed,  albeit  not  necessa- 
rily accompanied  with  any  very  melancholy 
thoughts,  often  recurs  to  my  mind,  when  un- 
der depression ;  exciting  that  mixture  of 
feeling  so  beautifully  expressed  in  the  words 
"  As  sorrowful,  yet,  always  rejoicing,"  ta- 
ken, as  they  should  ever  be,  in  connection 
with  our  Lord's  parting  assurance,  "  In  the 
world  ye  shall  have  tribulation,  but  be  of 
good  cheer ;  I  have  overcome  the  world." 

It  was  in  mid-atlantic  on  a  bright,  mild 
morning,  when  the  ship,  her  sails  lan- 
guidly flapping,  made  scarcely  any  way, 
that  an  object  was  descried,  bearing  so 
evidently  tlie  appearance  of  a  wreck,  that 
one  or  two  of  our  boats  put  ofl*  to  examine 
it  more  closely.  The  conjecture  was  veri- 
fied ;  they  found  it  to  be  a  vessel,  wrecked 
and  totally  deserted,  but  by  bearing  a 
freight  of  timber  preserved  in  a  buoyant 
state.  The  sailors  called  her  "  water-log- 
ged." She  was  boarded  by  them  and 
several  of  our  passengers,  who,  from  the 
absence  of  boats,  and  the  removal  of 
what  was  most  available  of  her  spars  and 
rigging,  concluded  tliat  the  crew  had 
made  a  leisurely  retreat,  well  provided  for 
a  long  trip,  and  with  a  good  prospect,  as 
was  judged  from  the  fineness  of  the  season, 
of  subsisting  until  they  could  fall  in  with 
other  vessels,  or  make  the  Bermudas 
port  Nothing  was  found  of  any  value : 
the  cabins  had  been  stripped:  and  only 
the  remains  of  some  old  log-books  were 
left,  much  saturated,  and  consequently 
rendered  almost  illegible  by  the  salt  water. 
Our  friends  came  back,  with  very  little 
concern  on  tlieir  countenances,  bringing 
the  logs,  which  they  spread  in  the  sun- 
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thine  to  dry,  anticipating  some  amuse- 
ment from  the  perusal  of  what  they  could 
dec3rpher:  nor  were  they  disappointed, 
for  I  frequently  saw  them  laughing  heart- 
ily over  the  entries,  which,  they  said,  the 
captain  had  always  made  when  out  of 
humour  with  his  cook.  I  sought  no  share 
in  their  occupation,  nor  sympathized  in 
their  mirth,  for  rarely  have  I  gazed 
with  more  pensive  thought  on  any  object 
than  I  did,  during  the  whole  of  a  long 
morning,  on  the  helpless  wreck  from  which 
we  slowly  receded. 

It  was  euch  a  deserted  thing  I  All  be- 
longing to  her  were  gone.  To  have  sunk 
beneath  the  billows  and  settled  into  one 
of  ocean^s  deepest  caves,  would  have  been 
a  more  naturcd  fate, — I  almost  longed  to 
see  her  go  down.  But  there  she  rode,  in 
external  appearance  differing  httle  iVom 
the  well-manned  ships  that  crossed  her 
track,  yet  untenanted,  unowned,  and  so 
emphatically  alone !  No  chart  to  direct, 
DO  steersman  to  guide,  no  compass  where- 
by to  shape  her  course ;  no  desired  haven 
in  view,  nor  any  to  take  an  interest  in  her 
fate  beyond  the  quest  of  idle  curiosity,  or 
■elfish  avarice,  such  as  her  visiters  of  that 
day  had  manifested.  And  I  thought  how 
many  bosoms  had  once  palpitated  with 
anxious  cares  for  her,  regarding  her  as 
the  repository  of  their  dearest  hopes  and 
fondest  anticipations ;  how  many  prayers 
had  accompanied  her  going  out;  how 
many  wistful  looks  watched  her  expected 
coming  in.  Then,  there  were  those  at 
hand,  the  chiefest  business  of  whose  lives 
was  to  preserve  her  unharmed :  no  wind 
could  roughen  the  main  but  it  was  met  by 
some  skilful  manceuvre  to  turn  it  to  her 
advantage,  or,  if  that  might  not  be,  to 
shield  her  from  its  rage.  Then,  she  was 
guided  to  shun  the  sunken  rock,  to  breast 
the  foaming  wave,  to  catch  the  favouring 
breeze,  and  ever  to  point  where  all  wishes 
were  centered.  Watchful  eyes  then  woke 
for  her,  that  she  might  pass  securely  over 
the  dark  waters  when  night  was  on  her 
track :  and  woe  to  the  hand  that  should 
point  a  hostile  menace  against  her!  for 
she  was  English ;  and  English  were  the 
hearts  that  owned  her.  But  now — The 
wind  freshened  a  little,  and  our  captain 
gave  the  cheerful  word,  our  sailors  were 
all  at  the  ropes,  our  helmsman  turned 
the  wheel,  our  pennon  rose  with  undu- 
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lating  grace,  and  we  proceeded  on  our 
way.  I  saw  her  tossing  on  the  busy  wave, 
and  reeling  under  the  sudden  blast :  and 
then  I  saw  her  no  more,  save  as  a  dark 
lone  speck  upon  the  world  of  waters,  which 
I  was  never  to  behold  again. 

I  did  not  forget  her ;  though  when  the 
log-book  had  gone  the  round  of  curious 
and  idle  hands  it  was  stowed  away  in  our 
captain's  locker,  and  no  one  else  seemed 
to  retain  a  recollection  of  the  incident  I 
could  not  forget  her  even  then :  and  how 
can  I  now !  There  is  a  feeling  which  will 
never  be  dissevered  from  the  remembrance 
of  that  lonely  wreck :  and,  perhaps,  in  this 
world  of  strange  vicissitude,  not  a  few 
might  be  found  to  furnish  the  counterpart 
of  her  altered  and  isolated  fate. 

Does  it  not  sometimes  occur  to  indi- 
viduals whose  dispositions  are  peculiarly 
formed  for  the  enjoyment  of  social  and 
domestic  happiness  to  be  thus  left  alone  1 
Not,  perhaps,  strictly  alone  in  outward 
circumstances,  but  in  inward  experience. 
Their  own  nearest  associates,  whose 
hopes  and  hearts  were  naturally  linked 
with  theirs,  are  gone,  removed  by  death, 
and  no  others  appear  to  occupy  their  va- 
cant place.  It  may  be  that  the  rightful 
owners  and  appointed  guides  of  such  have 
forsaken  them,  taking  away  what  they 
could,  and  leaving  the  dismantled  wreck 
to  buffet  every  storm  alone.  Many  may 
sail  athwart  their  uncertain  track ;  kind- 
ness may  beam  on  them,  compassion  may 
sigh  over  their  destiny,  curiosity  may  pry 
under  the  semblance  of  sympathy,  and 
self-interest  attach  itself  with  vigilant  ob- 
servance; but  among  all  these  varieties 
there  is  nothing  to  do  away  with  the  abi- 
ding character  of  actual  loneliness :  there 
are  none  whose  fate  is  interwoven  with 
that  of  the  deserted  wreck :  all  have  their 
own  business,  their  own  pleasures,  their 
own  little  world  of  private  interests  and 
affections,  in  which  the  stranger,  however 
pitied,  or  even  loved,  cannot  really  inter- 
meddle. Friendship  itself  cannot,  in  most 
cases,  obviate  this.  There  may  be  high 
enjoyment  in  the  transient  interview,  the 
longer  sojourn,  the  look  of  tenderness  and 
word  of  sympathy,  but  it  is  not  to  abide. 
Those  compsmions,  however  beloved,  can 
only  come  and  pass  away;  and  the  most 
frequent  intercourse  ccui  confer  no  higher 
privilege  than  that  of  a  visit 
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One  thing  is  wanting :  the  almost  innu- 
merable identities  combined  in  that  little 
magic  word — Home.  A  home  there  may 
be,  and  a  cheerful  one :  but  the  faces  that 
brighten,  and  the  voices  that  gladden  it, 
may  not  be  its  rightful,  inalienable  pro- 
perty. Paflsengers,  not  the  crew:  and 
when  the  crew  are  gone,  short  indeed  is 
the  sojourn  of  such  guests ;  the  very  lone- 
liness of  the  situation  lessening  the  claim 
on  their  continuance.  It  is  not  to  every 
observer  that  such  a  condition  appears  pit- 
iable: nor  do  all  who  are  thus  circum- 
stanced realize  what  some  cannot  but 
feel :  but  persons  there  are  so  constituted 
as  to  form  attachments  not  only  to  their 
fellow-creatures  but  to  places  -and  inani- 
mate objects,  strong  enough  to  render  ap- 
plicable what  has  been  said,  in  a  far 
higher  and  nobler  sense : 

Here  wlU  I  make  my  place  of  rest, 

While  others  go  and  come ; 
No  more  a  ■tranfer  and  a  guest, 

But  like  a  child  at  knu. 

In  all  this  I  can  draw  such  a  parallel  to 
the  wreck  at  sea,  that  there  are  times 
when  I  can  turn  to  no  other  retrospect  in 
the  whole  chequered  vision  of  by-gone 
days ;  and  on  that  I  dwell,  until  my  very 
heart  bears  a  writhing  testimony  to  tlie 
fulfilment  of  the  word,  "  In  the  world  ye 
shall  have  tribulation." 

This  is  the  turning  point :  once  brouglit 
to  recall  that  word,  how  rich  a  flood  of  all- 
satisfying  consolation  is  poured  forth  on 
the  sorrowing  soul  by  its  delicious  context 
— "Be  of  good  cheer,  I  have  overcome 
the  world."  Yea,  Lord !  we  can  derive 
good  cheer  from  the  very  circumstance  of 
the  tribulation :  for  it  is  only  grievous  to 
such  as,  from  the  intenseness  of  their  na- 
tural feelings,  cleave  to  the  dust  with 
a  tenacity  wholly  opposed  to  the  call, 
"arise."  That  dust  which  they  would 
never  voluntarily  leave  or  relinquish,  and 
which  they  cannot  enjoy  in  such  modera- 
tion as  to  be  hourly  prepared  for  a  surren- 
der, is  forcibly  taken  away :  and  perhaps 
the  finger  of  God  is  yet  farther  manifested 
in  so  hedging  in  their  way  by  his  myste- 
rious dispensations,  that  they  cannot  ga- 
ther up  another  handful  in  place  of  what 
is  gone.  Such  tribulation  is  an  evident 
gift :  it  is  not  the  stroke  of  an  enemy,  but 
the  loving  correction  of  a  Father :  and 
well  may  the  soul,  in  tracing  the  work, 


"be  of  good  cheer."  It  is  thus;  it  is  by 
such  means  as  these,  that  Christ  who  has 
overcome  the  world  for  them,  overcomei 
it  in  them  also.  The  world  is  an  expres- 
sion of  extensive  meaning — it  signifies 
here  not  only  those  things  that  are  essen- 
tially evil,  as  opposed  to  God,  but  all  those 
which  perish  in  the  using — the  things  that 
are  visible  and  temporal;  and  therefore 
liable  to  attract  our  notice  before  those 
that  are  unseen  and  eternal.  It  is  the 
"  world  "  which  God's  children  are  sanc- 
tioned to  use  as  not  abusing  it ;  but  which 
some  of  them  would  certainly  contrive  to 
abuse,  if  they  were  entrusted  with  its  un- 
limited use.  This  same  tempting  world 
would  overcome  them ;  and  as  they  love 
it  dearly,  they  have  tiibulation  in  it,  be- 
cause it  is  not  their  own.  But  Christ  has 
overcome  it,  and  by  his  power  keeps  it 
from  approaching  to  hurt  them. 

Actual  persecution  is,  perhaps  easier  to 
endure  than  this  quiescent  state.  Some 
who  have  tried  both  have  found  it  so. 
They  have  been  driven  for  shelter  from 
the  pelting  storm  unto  him  whom  they 
want  energy  to  seek  in  the  listless  calm. 
But  patience  must  "have  her  perfect 
work:"  and  he  who  has  told  his  people 
that  they  "  have  need  of  patience,"  will 
convince  tliem  of  it  too,  by  exercising 
them  on  the  very  points  where  they  are 
most  deficient  Some  characters  become 
exceedingly  impatient  and  depressed  un- 
der the  bufietings  of  unkindncss  and  re- 
proach; other  spirits  rise  even  naturally 
with  such  difficulties,  and  breast  them 
boldly,  or  endure  them  w^ith  fortitude,  but 
sink  at  once  if  stirring  opposition  be  re- 
placed by  cool  neglect  It  is  wonderful 
how  exquisitely  each  cross  is  adapted  to 
the  temper  and  disposition  of  its  bearer. 
The  strong  are  depressed,  and  the  feeble 
stimulated :  the  sanguine  are  discouraged, 
and  the  drooping  ones  buoyed  up:  the 
loving  are  left  alone,  and  the  cold  and  in- 
different beset  by  many  claims.  Those  who 
can  sever  for  a  year  with  a  careless  shake 
of  the  hand,  may  meet  again  and  again,  and 
travel  to  the  grave  together :  while  such 
as  cannot  say  "Good  night"  without  a 
pang  and  a  starting  tear,  must  part— one 
will  be  taken  and  the  other  lefl,  or  both  bo 
cast  into  distant  and  widely  sundered  paths. 

Such  trouble  the  Lord  takes  to  raise  the 
beggars  fi-om  their  dunghill,  and  persuade 
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them  to  sit  among  hiB  princes!  Peace- 
able fruits  of  righteousness  are  yielded, 
through  his  overruling  power,  by  the 
chastening  that  is  not  felt  to  be  joyous 
but  grievous — very  grievous  to  poor  hu- 
manity !  That  wreck  at  sea  was  forsaken 
of  all  her  mates,  but  the  sun  i>om  above 
shone  sweetly  upon  her;  the  rains  of  hea- 
ven fell,  to  perform  their  cleansing  work 
upon  her  decks,  and  to  keep  her  little 
shreds  of  sails  fair  and  white.  The  deep 
below  refused  to  swallow  her;  yea, 
the  element  which  perchance  had  over- 
whelmed her  deserters  upbore  her  still  to 
bask  in  the  light  of  day.  Her  case  was  a 
singular  one,  thereby  attracting  the  re- 
gard of  many,  some  of  whom  might,  as  I 
have  done,  draw  a  profitable  lesson  from 
her  losses.  And  though  all  who  came  to 
look  on  her  passed  away,  and  she  seemed 
the  more  alone  because  their  faces  were 
hid,  and  their  voices  lost  in  distance,  still 
they  too  were  but  children  of  earth ;  and 
their  sojourn,  though  prolonged  to  the  end 
of  their  lives,  might  not  have  outlasted  the 
passing  day.  And  then,  there  is  a  crown- 
ing consolation  in  the  fact  that  no  man's 
life  or  merchandize  was  perilled  in  her 
(Irail  being.  She  might  sink  or  go  to 
pieces,  at  any  hour ;  her  final  dissolution 
would  leave  no  perplexed  survivor  to 
struggle  with  surrounding  waves.  She 
was  sad  and  solitary ;  and  her  toilsome 
progress  through  deep  waters  brought 
her  no  gain:  but  she  was  where  and 
what,  the  providence  of  God  had  ordained 
that  she  should  be ;  and  which  of  his  chil- 
dren would  desire  to  be  otherwise  ?  Not  I. 


CHAPTER   XYIII. 

THE   FALLEN   OAK. 

Many  and  overpowering  are  the  recol- 
lections excited  by  a  glance  at  the  tablets 
of  former  days.  Perchance  a  leaf  of  an 
old  pocket-book — perchance  some  lively 
letter,  a  familiar  note,  coming  unexpect- 
edly to  hand  in  a  search  for  something  else, 
where  the  eye  falls  on  a  name,  then  in 
hourly  use,  now  numbered  with  the  things 
that  have  been.  The  Individual  almost 
■tarts  into  life  before  us,  just  as  we  last 


beheld  him,  occupying  his  assigned  place 
on  earth,  surrounded  by  all  the  ties  that 
formed  his  happiness  here.  Another  rapid 
movement  of  that  mysterious  engine, 
thought,  and  we  shrink  from  the  con- 
sciousness that  all  those  ties  are  broken — 
his  place  knows  him  no  more — his  portion 
of  earthly  things  is  just  so  much  cold  clay 
as  suffices  to  shroud  his  mouldering  bones 
in  the  darkness  of  the  tomb.  The  me- 
mento so  suddenly  beheld  is  no  less  sud- 
denly laid  aside ;  and  a  wish  will  rise  that 
it  had  not  intruded  when  the  busy  mind 
was  in  quest  of  somewhat  that,  by  pre-oc- 
cupying  it,  unfitted  it  in  a  measure  for  the 
starthng  reminiscence. 

But  how  different  is  the  feeling  when 
perhaps  the  same  recollection  of  the  same 
individual  is  awakened  in  the  quiet  mo- 
ments of  a  leisurely  stroll  through  the  open 
spsu;e,  whose  boundary  is  the  blue  sky 
above,  the  green  sod  beneath,  and  the 
graceful  forms  of  diversified  vegetation 
flourishing  around  !  There,  all  is  in  keep- 
ing :  though  the  flowers  be  gone,  and  tlie 
sky  overcast  with  driving  clouds,  it  is  still 
beautifully  in  keeping  when  the  image  of 
some  lost  friend  fUtB  before  the  mind ;  for 
"  man  that  is  bom  of  a  woman  is  of  few 
days  and  full  of  trouble :  he  cometh  forth 
as  a  flower  and  is  cut  down;  he  fleeth 
also  as  a  shadow  and  continueth  not" 
Tyx>es  and  allegories  seem  to  accord, 
almost  universally,  with  the  taste  of  our 
species.  The  young  child  stretches  his 
infant  faculties  more  readily  to  grasp  the 
truths  conveyed  by  such  a  medium :  the 
most  unlettered  of  men,  who  could  not  fol- 
low a  plain  argument  through  two  short 
sentences,  will  accompany  Bunyan's  pil- 
grim to  the  end  of  his  journey,  with  evi- 
dent relish  of  the  savour  with  which  that 
exquisite  book  is  replete ;  and  in  the  lan- 
guages of  nations  considered  savage,  the 
wild  Indians  of  the  woods  particularly,  we 
find  little  else  than  a  compendium  of 
tropes  and  figurative  expressions.  The 
Holy  Scriptures  need  not  be  cited  as  a 
perfect  model  of  this  parabolic  style,  and, 
look  where  we  will,  through  the  broad 
open  pages  of  creation,  dull  indeed  must 
be  the  eye  that  fails  to  catch  the  same 
character,  pervading  them  in  every  part. 
For  the  business  of  life,  the  cares  and 
efforts  requisite  to  keep  our  worldly  mat- 
ters even,  the  studv,  the  closet  the  count- 
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ing-house  are  valuable  auxiliaries ;  but  in 
the  hour  of  relief  from  the  pressure  of  oc- 
cupation, whether  the  bent  of  the  mind  be 
to  joy  or  sorrow,  expectation  or  disappoint- 
ment, to  meditation  or  devotion,  give  me 
my  beloved  haunt — the  garden — and  I 
cannot  fail  of  finding  that  which,  in  the 
absence  of  all  human  sympathy  and  com- 
panionship, shall  charm  away  the  loneli- 
ness of  feeling ;  shall  heighten  my  joy,  or 
soothe  my  grief,  with  sweet  tales  of  One 
who  is  never  far  from  the  heart  that  de- 
sires, to  acknowledge  his  sovereignty. 

The  season  is  bleak ;  and  what  between 
the  unlooked-for  snows  that  heralded  No- 
vember, and  the  hurricane  that  marked  his 
exit,  few  indeed  are  the  flowers  left  to  bide 
the  blasts  of  the  closing  year.  But  flow- 
ers I  need  not :  my  steps  are  arrested  in 
the  search  by  an  object  more  suitable  to 
my  purpose,  and  near  it  I  linger,  absorbed 
in  thoughts  as  sweetly  solemn  as  ever 
followed  the  flight  of  a  glorified  spirit  to 
its  Father's  bosom.  A  noble  oak,  seem- 
ingly arrived  at  the  last  stage  of  its  na- 
tural existence,  had  been,  I  cannot  say 
torn  up,  but  rather  broken  ofi"  with  scarely 
a  discomposure  of  the  eartli  around  its 
roots,  and  there  it  lay,  recumbent  on  tlie 
sod  wliich  had  yielded  to  its  pressure 
without  apparent  injury  to  eitlier.  Ma- 
jestic when  last  I  saw  it  full  of  life,  and 
loaded  with  its  leafy  honours,  it  looked  to 
me  no  less  majestic  in  its  wintry  state, 
leafless,  and  unadorned,  stretched  peace- 
fully on  the  earth,  so  long  overshadowed 
by  its  spreading  boughs.  "  Here,  then," 
I  mentally  said,  "here  let  me  stay  my 
steps;  for  what  spot  so  meet  can  I  find 
whereon  to  pause  and  think  over  my  plea- 
sant reminiscences  of  that  beloved  man  of 
God,  Charles  Simeon  ?" 

There  is  not  one  feeling  of  a  spiritual- 
ized mind  that  may  not  flow  on  unchecked, 
in  full  luxury  of  enjoyment,  while  tracing 
the  work  of  God  in  and  by  that  blessed 
servant  of  His.  There  lives  not  a  flower, 
a  shrub,  or  a  plant  that  could  so  exquisitely 
typify  the  man  as  this  fallen  king  of  the 
forest,  by  whose  trunk  I  seat  myself,  to  fol- 
low up  the  resemblance.  Here  it  first 
shot  forth  the  young  roots  of  its  growing 
strength  :  here  it  attained  a  vigorous  ma- 
turity, while  succeeding  crowds  sat  under 
its  pleasant  shadow  and  rejoiced.  Here 
it  faded  into  venerable  age,  and  fell  at  last 


by  the  same  breath  which  so  long  had 
nourished  it ;  fell  quietly,  so  ripe  for  the 
blow,  that  nothing  is  disordered  around  it 
— there  is  no  rent,  no  chasm:  a  vacancy 
indeed  there  will  be  when  its  frame  is  re- 
moved and  out  of  sight — a  vacancy  fdi 
by  many  a  one,  who  in  the  stormy  or  sul- 
try hour  will  habitually  turn  hither,  say- 
ing. Where  is  our  ancient  friend,  our 
pleasant  shelter  ?  But  who  can  tell  how 
many  of  the  noble  trees  extending  all 
around  owe  their  being  to  this  parent 
stock  ?  For  an  uncomputed  period,  it  haf 
flourished  here :  and  perhaps  those  stately 
buildings — perhaps  yon  gallant  vessel  that 
may  be  bearing  seaward  a  freight  of 'mis- 
sionary treasures,  owe  their  frame -work  to 
the  progeny  of  this  tree.  Sure  I  am  that 
its  prolific  boughs  have  yielded  seed  for 
many  an  acre  of  forest  plantation ;  while 
every  little  leaf  that  fell  assisted  to  fertil- 
ize that  rich  and  smiling  sward  that  car- 
pets the  spot 

And  so  it  was  with  Simeon :  where  he 
first  vegetated  in  spiritual  existence,  there 
he  flourished,  and  there,  honoured  with 
more  of  reverential  love  and  regret  than 
usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  man,  he  calmly 
reposes.  Generations  have  successively 
sat  under  the  teaching  of  his  faithful  min- 
istry, acknowledging  him  to  be  indeed  Uke 
a  tree  planted  by  the  water-side,  bringing 
forth  his  fruit  in  due  season,  while  liis  leaf 
witliered  not;  and  in  a  most  singular 
manner  was  fulfilled  the  promise — ''  Look, 
whatsoever  he  doetb,  it  shall  prosper." 
Oh,  if  all  the  rich  ones  of  this  world,  or 
even  the  rich  ones  of  tlie  Lord's  own  fold, 
would  so  consecrate  themselves  and  what 
they  have  to  the  service  of  their  master  as 
did  that  highly-favoured  man,  what  a 
blossoming  Eden  we  should  have  in  many 
and  many  a  spot  where  the  howling  desert 
now  meets  our  shrinking  sight !  The  re- 
collections of  what  he  was,  and  what  he 
did,  come  crowding  witli  overpowering 
force.  So  eminently  did  he  act  upon  the 
solemn  charge,  "  Go,  work  to  day  in  my 
vineyard,"  that  no  one  can  be  pointed  out, 
since  the  times  of  inspiration,  better  wor- 
thy of  the  too-much-neglected  title  of  a 
working  Christian.  His  was  not  the  faith 
that  dances  like  a  moth  about  the  candle, 
doing  nothing  but  dazzling  its  own  eyes, 
and  perhaps  endangering  its  own  wings 
by  too  presumptuous  an  approach :  no,  he 
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used  every  beam  of  that  ■hiniog  light  as 
a  help  to  read  his  master's  will,  and  to  do 
his  master's  work,  and  to  illuminate  the 
darkness  of  those  who  were  yet  afar  off, 
and  to  whom  his  incessant,  fervent,  perse- 
vering invitation,  given  as  largely,  as  fully, 
as  universally  as  the  need  of  a  Saviour 
exists,  was  blessed  to  an  extent  only  to  be 
revealed  at  the  last  day. 

"  Blessed  is  he  that  blesseth  thee"  reit- 
erates the  Grod  of  Abraham,  of  Isaac,  and 
of  Jacob,  to  them ;  and  with  an  undoubted 
reference  to  their  now  outcast  race.    Of 
this  blessing  our  beloved  brother  now 
knows  the  value  and  extent    I  passed  not 
many  days  in  his  honoured  company,  but 
some  three  or  four  at  one  time  I  did :  and 
truly  can  I  testify  that  of  these  days 
scarcely  an  hour  fleeted  by  without  bear- 
ing on  its  wings  some  record  of  his  heart's 
desire  and  prayer  for  the  conversion  of 
Gk>d's  ancient  people.    For  many  years  I 
had  especially  loved  his  name,  as  standing 
so  conspicuously  forth  among  the  actual 
pityers  of  Zion,  who  longed  to  raise  her 
fh>m  the  dust:  and  very  sweet  it  was  to 
be  so  circumstanced  as  to  time  and  place, 
when  sojourning  under  the  same  roof  with 
Mr.  Simeon,  as  to  see  his  warmest  zeal 
ealled  forth  in  this  sacred  cause.    He  was 
■o  active,  so  earnest,  so  open,  and  withal 
■o  very  playful,  that  had  he  been  an  utter 
•tranger  in  name  and  character  I  should 
have  marked  him  among  a  thousand,  as 
one  to  whom  the  statutes  and  work  of  the 
Lord  were  the  very  joy  of  his  heart    But 
he  was  no  stranger,  though  I  was  one  to 
him ;  and  a  weeping  stranger  too,  whose 
peculiar  trial,  just  then,  appealing  to  all 
the  sympathies  of  his  warm  and  generous 
hear^  brought  me  more  within  the  influ- 
ence of  his  personal  attention  than  other- 
wise I  could  have  hoped  to  be  admitted. 

A  few  weeks — not  a  month — had  elapsed 
■Ince  I  buried  my  precious  dumb  boy: 
and  the  debility  occasioned  by  long,  anx- 
ious attendance  on  him,  joined  to  the 
grief  of  such  a  loss,  and  other  afliictions 
just  then  accumulated  upon  me,  rendered 
me  an  object  of  even  more  than  usual  ten- 
derness to  the  fond  friends  whose  guest  I 
was.  The  mstster  of  the  house  was  in- 
deed a  devoted  brother  in  the  faith  and 
tiie  ministry  with  Simeon,  still  more  en- 
deared by  long  friendship,  and  by  fellow- 
in  the  work  for  Israel.    They  are 


now  together  with  Abraham,  Isaac,  and 
Jacob,  in  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  the 
cup,  not  of  cold  water,  but  cordial  wine  of 
Christian  love,  so  freely  ministered  to  a 
fainting  pilg^m,  is  not  forgotten  now.  No 
sooner  did  dear  Mr.  Simeon  understand 
the  cause  of  my  sable  weeds  and  tearful 
looks,  than  he  set  himself  to  comfort  and 
to  cheer  me. 

There  was  something  so  peculiar  in  the 
physiognomy  and  manner  of  the  venera- 
ble good  man ;  he  was  so  long  and  exten- 
sively known  among  Christian  people, 
that  many  will  be  able  to  realize  the  very 
look  and  gesture  with  which  he  used  to 
beckon  me  to  sit  close  beside  him  on  the 
sofa,  and  then  opening  a  large  bible,  rest- 
ing one  half  of  it  on  his  own  knee,  the 
other  on  mine,  he  would  say,  "  Now  let  me 
hear  something  of  your  happy  dumb  boy." 
The  subject  was  too  near  my  heart  to  be 
strange  to  my  lips,  and  he  had  not  long  to 
wait    Ere  I  had  proceeded  far,  one  hand 
was  laid  on  my  wnst,  the  fore-finger  of 
the  other  held  up,  and, "  Stop— slop  "  arti- 
culated in  a  leisurely  manner.    Then  he 
would  turn  ove^  the  blessed  pages,  until 
he  found  some  scripture  most  beautifully, 
most  exqaisUdy  illustrative  of  the  thing  I 
was  relating ;  and  then  he  would  require 
me  to  read  aloud  to  him,  keeping  his  fin- 
ger under  the  line,  carefully  pausing  at 
the  respective  stops.    When  it  was  done, 
he  would  look  in  my  face  with  %  gentle  in- 
clination of  the  head,  saying,  '*  Now" — and 
so  continue,  until  something  else  called 
for  another  reference  to  the  word  of  God. 
All  around  were  smiling  at  the  scene  :  it 
was  so  quaint,  so  perfectly  characteristic 
of  the  man :  but  none  can  tell  how  deli- 
cious was  the  soothing  to  my  really  lacer- 
ated heart,  as  I  felt  the  pressure  of  his 
fatherly  hand  on  my  wrist,  met  the  com- 
placent look  of  his  intelUgent  eye,  marked 
the  interest  excited  in  his  mind  by  the 
turns  of  his  singularly  expressive  mouth, 
and  followed  the  movement  of  his  finger 
along  the  precious  lines  of  inspired  conso- 
lation, and  knew  that  whither  the  "  happy 
dumb  boy"  was  gone,  there  should  his 
own  bright  spirit  follow  ere  long.    I  re- 
member too,  that  I  was  never  more  anx- 
ious to  read  correctly  than  when  reading 
those  short  passages  to  him,  and  yet  never 
in  my  life  was  man's  applause  or  censure 
more  utterly  indifferent  to  me.    Although 
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there  was  eccentricity  enough  in  Mr. 
Simeon's  character  to  force  a  smile  from 
the  most  devoted  of  his  reverential  follow- 
ers, there  was  enough  of  authority,  deci- 
Eion,  and  confidence  in  his  own  powers  of 
guiding,  to  compel  respect  from  the  most 
giddy  and  inconsiderate. 

Our  parting  breakfast  was  very  delight- 
ful :  there  were  present  a  son  and  daughter 
of  God's  ancient  Israel,  both  become  doub- 
ly the  children  of  Abraham  by  faith  in 
Christ  Jesus — the  one  a  zealous  preacher 
of  his  adored  Messiah ;  the  other  a  fond 
and  faithful  wife,  rejoicing  that  he,  the 
best  beloved  of  her  heart,  had  been  made 
also  the  means  of  saving  her  soul.  To- 
wards them  every  feeling  of  our  venerable 
friend  seemed  to  set  in,  so  to  speak,  with 
a  spring-tide,  strong  enough  to  overthrow 
every  thing  before  it  He  quite  sparkled ; 
and  of\en  did  he  speak  to  me  and  bid  me 
rejoice,  as  I  sat  beside  him,  in  the  joy  of 
those  children  of  Jacob.  It  was  one  of 
the  special  privileges  allowed  me  in  that 
house  to  take  every  day  a  glass  of  wine 
actually  made  from  the  grapes  that  grew 
on  the  mountain  of  Lebanon.  Of  this  my 
beloved  host  had  a  supply :  and  never  did 
he  fail  of  filling  my  glass  from  it  I  drank 
that  wine  of  Lebanon  with  Wolff,  and 
with  many  a  son  and  daughter  of  the 
chosen  seed;  but  never  with  greater  re- 
lish than  when  Mr.  Simeon  pledged  me  in 
the  draught  It  is  so  solemn — so  sweet — 
to  know,  that  he,  and  our  dear  brother 
whose  hospitality  had  no  bounds,  have  in- 
deed sal  down  together  to  sup  with  Abra- 
ham, Isaac,  and  Jacob.  We  cannot  quite 
realize  the  mighty  truth:  but  now  and 
then  a  glimpse  seems  to  be  given  into  that 
presence-chamber  where  they  are  ; 
and  what  are  the  puny  thorns  and  idle 
pebbles  that  somewhat  discomfort  our 
path  thitherward,  when  we  dwell  upon  the 
glorious  fact  that  they  are  there ! 

Once  more  I  saw,  and  spoke  to,  Mr. 
Simeon.  He  recognized  mc  in  a  meeting, 
not  very  large,  held  in  a  room  in  Regent 
street  for  one  of  our  dear  Irish  educational 
societies.  He  ran  to  me:  and  sorrow- 
fully told  me  that  our  dear  friend  H. 
above  referred  to,  was  ill,  very  ill.  He 
then  seated  himself  near  me :  and  I  shall 
not  soon  forget  the  sequel.  At  that  time 
Mr.  Irving  had  not  long  been  led  to  pro- 
pound his  fearful  hereay  respecting  the 


human  nature  of  our  spotless  Immanuel, 
but  he  had  said  and  done  enough  to  star- 
tle all  thinking  Christians ;  and  I  suppose 
the  various  errors  and  delusions  set  forth 
by  him  and  his  followers  never  had  a  more 
determined,  uncompromising  enemy  than 
in  Simeon.  Contrary  to  all  expectation, 
Mr.  Irving  chose  to  address  the  meeting : 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  speech  unexception- 
able enough,  he  called  on  the  assembly  to 
pray  with  him :  then  turning  to  the  noble 
chairman,  requested  him  to  second  the 
proposal  Lord  B. — quite  taken  by  sor- 
prise — rose,  not  with  a  very  well  satisfied 
air,  and  silently  bowing  round,  intimated 
in  that  way  that  we  should  also  rise.  I 
confess  that  I  was  one  whcr  felt  exceeding- 
ly disinclined  to  obey ;  not  knowing  lAaX 
that  gifled,  but  most  erring  individual 
might  think  proper  to  utter,  as  the  mouth- 
piece of  the  party.  But  the  expression  of 
Simeon's  countenance  who  can  pourtray ! 
he  rested  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  firmly 
clasped  his  hands  together,  placed  his  chin 
against  his  knuckles :  and  every  line  in  his 
face,  where  the  lines  where  neither  few 
nor  faintly  marked,  bespoke  a  fixed  re- 
solve to  say  Amen  to  nothing  that  he  had 
not  well  sifled,  and  deliberately  approved. 
It  was  an  extraordinary  scene  altogether, 
and  I  made  my  exit  as  soon  as  this  epi- 
sode came  to  an  end.  I  never  more  beheld 
Mr.  Simeon;  but  I  shall  hope  never  to 
forget  his  look  that  day.  There  was  in  it 
as  much  of  sober  reproof,  exhortation,  and 
caution  as  a  look  cx)uld  convey. 

He  was  the  marked  reverse  of  a  theo- 
rist ;  Ats  speculations  touched  not  the  un- 
revealed  mysteries  of  God,  but  bought 
chufches,  and  'entailed  pulpits  on  such 
ministers  as  should  faithfully  set  forth  the 
known  word  and  will  of  the  Most  High. 
I  should  say  that  the  motto  of  his  life  was, 
"Let  him  that  hearelh,  say.  Come."  I 
hardly  think  he  ever  folded  a  bank-note, 
or  fingered  a  guinea,  without  pondering 
how  it  could  be  made  available  in  spread- 
ing the  gospel.  And  then  he  had  such  a 
downright,  hardworking,  pains-taking,  un- 
ceremonious way  with  him,  that  he 
seemed  to  go  about  such  things  with  the 
same  matter-of-fact  sort  of  sober  earnest- 
ness that  a  carpenter  would  exhibit  when 
planning  a  piece  jof  furniture,  resolved  it 
should  be  the  best  of  its  kind.  He  had  a 
very  summary  and  somewhat  annoying 
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way  of  dieposing  of  subjects  that  seemed 
to  him  impertinent:  with  no  small  infu- 
sion of  acidity,  If  he  thought  them  emti- 
scriptural:  and  few  men  might  better 
judge  of  that  than  he  could. 

But  how  wretchedly  poor  is  this  sketch ! 
I  have  rested  and  refreshed  my  mind 
on  the  few  personal  reminiscences  of  that 
blessed  man,  even  as  my  body  is  rested 
and  refreshed  by  a  temporary  seat  near 
this  noble  oak :  but  how  shall  I  send  my 
mind  abroad,  to  gather  into  one  view  the 
innumerable,  wide-spread,  ever-multiply- 
ing fruits  of  his  active  holiness !  Confined 
in  his  stated  ministry  to  one  beloved  spot, 
and  mounting  for  half  a  century  the  same 
endeared  pulpit,  to  what  quarter  of 
Christ's  militant  church  on  earth  has  his 
voice  of  love  not  penetrated,  his  helping 
hand  not  reached?  This  tree  may  have 
planted  many  a  forest,  lent  its  aid  to  works 
of  art,  manufacture,  and  commerce,  be- 
yond the  possibility  of  computation,  though 
here  it  lies,  too  completely  worn  with  age 
to  yield  even  a  plank  from  its  own  trunk : 
but  in  the  sod  under  my  feet  how  many 
even  of  its  this  year's  acorns  are  at 
present  germinating,  to  break  forth  next 
spring  in  beautiful  abundance  for  culture 
here,  and  transplantation  to  other  soils. 
Yet  accord  to  it,  as  a  tree,  the  utmost  limit 
of  usefulness  in  its  generation,  our  dear 
brother,  as  a  Christian,  far  oversteps  it  in 
the  multitude  and  magnitude  of  his  fruits. 
Oh,  that  we  may  be  quickened  by  the 
consideration,  to  bear  in  mind  the  words 
of  our  Lord,  '^  Herein  is  my  Father  glori- 
fied, that  ye  bear  much  fhiit !"  Fireside 
piety,  closet  piety,  are  of  such  moment 
that  without  them  all  the  rest  is  nothing ; 
but  we  are  too  prone  to  think  they  alone 
will  suffice.  Regard,  then,  Charles  Sim- 
eod^  who  ai\er  a  long — very  long  life 
passed  in  the  most  laborious,  public  ser- 
vice of  his  Master,  would  have  told  you 
that  he  was  an  unprofitable  servant,  a 
miserable  ofiender,  leaving  undone  what 
he  ought  to  have  done,  and  thrown  on  the 
sparing  mercy  of  Grod  in  Christ  to  pardon 
the  iniquity  of  his  holiest  things,  the  fear- 
ful short-comings  of  his  most  diligent  ser- 
vices. Ponder  on  this,  and  ask  what  will 
be  your  feeling,  if  you  wrap  up  your  tal- 
ent in  a  napkin,  only  to  be  taken  out  to  re- 
fresh your  own  gaze,  and  barely  to  exhi- 
bit before  the  Lord,  when  you  ought  to  be 


earnestly  trading  with  it.  Oh,  for  a  com- 
pany of  working  Christians  like  Simeon ! 
the  armies  of  the  aliens  should  soon  be 
put  to  flight,  and  the  church,  clothed  in  her 
beautiful  garments,  become  a  glory  and 
praise  in  the  whole  earth ! 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THB  WHITE  CHRT8ANTHEMT7M. 

Under  all  circumstances,  sickness  ii 
trying ;  but  the  extent  to  which  its  painful 
concomitants  may  be  alleviated  or  aggra- 
vated, is  very  great  I  would  not  dwell 
upon  the  wide  distinction  drawn  between 
the  cherished  individual  Vhose  every 
want  is  foreseen,  whose  every  wish  anti- 
cipated by  watchful  friends,  while  no 
earthly  care  is  allowed  to  burthen  the 
mind,  nor  an  anxious  thought  required  to 
be  taken — and  the  mother  of  a  young 
family  who  has  no  efficient  substitute  to 
fill  her  arduous  sphere  during  the  hours 
of  languishing ;  but  who  must  rouse  her 
weary  spirits  and  exert  her  bewildered 
faculties  on  behalf  of  others  when  both  re- 
quire undisturbed  repose ;  nor  will  I  dwelt 
upon  the  contrast  presented  by  the  child 
of  abundance,  amply  provided  with  this 
world's  good,  free  from  that  corroding 
thought  for  the  morrow,  which  asks, 
"  What  shall  we  eat,  and  what  shall  we 
drink,  and  wherewithal  shall  we  be 
clothed  ?"  and  one  whose  daily  effort  sup- 
plies the  daily  expenditure,  and  who,  du- 
ring the  long  hours  of  reluctant  inaction, 
cannot  but  calculate  by  how  many  of  pre- 
mature and  harassing  exertion  must  the 
ground  thus  lost  be  regained.  These  are 
obvious  distinctions  and  no  one  can  fail  to 
recognize  them :  but  there  are  others, 
little  reckoned  of  by  many,  though  placing 
a  gulf  of  unmeasurable  distance  between 
the  actual  experience  of  individuals  pre- 
cisely alike  in  external  circumstances,  and 
visited  perhaps  with  just  tlie  same  mea- 
sure of  bodily  ailment.  The  sick-bed  of 
believers  in  Christ  is  a  place  where  the 
Lord  for  a  moment  dims  his  jewels,  in  or- 
der to  give  them  a  brighter  burnish ;  and 
this  they  know,  and  struggle  to  lie  still, 
for  they  feel  that  they  are  in  his  hand  and 
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desire  to  be  nowhere  else.    The  couch  of 
a  person  wrapt  in  thoughtless  security, 
has  also  a  peace  of  its  own ;  the  false 
peace  of  a  blind  man,  who  walks  on  in 
smiling  contentment  towards  the  brink  of 
a  pit  that  he  sees  not     But  there  is  an- 
other sick-bed,  alas !  there  are  hundreds 
and  thousands  of  such  in  this  privileged 
land,  where,  even  now  while  I  write,  now, 
while  the  severity  of  winter  has  barbed  the 
dart  of  disease,  and  a  mysterious  hand  di- 
rected it  to  strike  deep  into  many  a  strong 
frame :  the  sick-bed  of  the  helpless,  hope- 
less sinner,  whose  guilty  deeds  appear  in 
all  their  crimson  dye,  with  a  certain  fear- 
ful looking-for  of  judgment  and  fiery  in- 
dignation beyond  the  grave  that  is  evi- 
dently yawning  to  receive  him.      This  is 
a  wide  and  varied  class ;  not  a  few  such 
are  writhing'  in  pangs  that  they  conceal 
from  others,  who  little  suspect  their  exist- 
ence there ;  not  a  few  are  battling  with 
conscience  in  desperate  hardihood  of  pur- 
pose, or  swallowing  the  poison  of  delusion 
from  lips  too  ready  to  speak  peace  where 
there  is  no  peace:    but  I  am  now,  in 
thought,  dwelling  on  a  single  though  most 
awfully  numerous  branch  of  that  wide 
class  of  unequivocal  transgressors  who 
.cross  our  dsdly  path  in  all  the  successive 
gradations  of  their  sad  career:  from  the 
bloom  of  youthful  beauty,  gaudily  tricked 
out  in  flaunting  display,  to  the  squalid 
spectral  object  whose  pale  cheek,  hollow 
eyes,  trembling  limbs,  and  tottering  gait, 
proclaim  for  how  very  short  a  period  she 
has  yet  to  drag  that  wasted  half-clad  form 
along  ere  it  must  sink  where  ours  shall 
mingle  with  it     Yes,  however  high  we 
may  toss  tiie  disdainful  head,  however  far 
avert  the  loathing  eye,  however  cautiously 
protect  the  utmost  verge  of  our  garment 
from  coming  into  contact  witb  her  defiling 
tatters,  we  shall  mingle  at  last — mingle 
here  in  one  common  mass  of  corruption, 
and  mingle  hereafler  in  one  mighty  throng 
of  animated  existences,  gathered  for  judg- 
ment before  the  eternal  throne. 

It  was  marvellous  in  tlie  eyes  of  Simon 
the  Pharisee  that  Jesus  suffered  a  woman 
of  the  city,  who  was  a  known  sinner,  to 
touch  him !  Tear  afler  tear  dropped  un- 
rebuked  upon  those  holy  feet,  from  eyes 
that  had  lured  many  a  soul  into  the  paths 
of  death;  and  tress  afler  tress  was  ap- 
plied to  dry  those  dropa  away,  that  had 


ofl  been  braided  with  gold  and  peail, 
for  the  express  purpose  of  ensnaring  thote 
whom  he  came  to  deliver.  And  I  bless 
His  holy  name,  he  has  so  far  taught  me 
that  I  dare  not  pass  a  poor  ioet  sister  of 
my  own  vile  race  without  remembering 
that  touching  scene,  and  feeling  as  though 
to  me  was  addressed  the  comprehensive 
appeal,  "Seest  thou  this  woman?"  I 
have  in  my  garden  a  flower  that  bean  on 
its  leaves  a  memento  I  would  not  willingly 
forget;  and  when  I  see  the  long,  pale, 
dishevelled,  petals  of  the  white  Chry- 
santhemum shaken  wUdly  by  the  gale, 
while  its  slender  stem  is  bowed,  and  its 
sickly-looking  leaves  hang  down,  in  help- 
less resignation  to  its  comfortless  lot,  I 
think  of  the  little  cottage  where  it  stood 
hard  by  the  door,  to  plead  with  me  as  it 
were,  for  one  within,  of  whom  it  seemed 
the  most  afiecting  type  that  could  have 
been  devised. 

It  was  then  winter,  comparatively  mild, 
but  still  winter,  and  very  few  of  the  flowers 
had  survived  even  in  that  sheltered  spot 
The    white    Chrysanthemum,    however, 
was  not  quite  alone ;  but  so  accompanied 
as  to  throw  out  its  peculiarly  fading  and 
forlorn  character  in  more  striking  relief. 
Close    behind    it   on   the    cottage- wall, 
peeped  forth  a  few  glowing  china-roses, 
with  a  cluster  of  vigorous   buds;    and 
some  double  marigolds  spread  their  rich, 
deep,  golden  hues  at  its  root    Not  far 
away  stood  a  dwarf  holly,  be-dropped 
with  scarlet  berries;   and  whatever  re- 
mained of  flowers  and  foliage  partook  so 
largely  of  that  firm  texture  and  decided 
tint  which  conveys  the  idea  of  health  and 
enjoyment,  that  the  poor  Chrysanthemum 
looked  the  very  personification  of  a  sick, 
sorrowful,  trembling  stranger,  in  a  circle 
where  sickness,  sorrow,  or    fear   nfight 
rarely  intrude.   The  place  was  one  where 
my  assigned  duty  would  have  called  me, 
but  1  had  been  ill;   and  a  dear  young 
friend,  ever  ready  to  the  work  of  Chris- 
tian love  and  pity,  had  supplied  my  lack 
of  service  by  a  prompt  response  to  the 
summons  that  she  received.    Deeply  af- 
fected by  the  account  she  gave  me  I  now 
accompanied  her,  not  to  interfere/  but  to 
witness  her  eflbrts ;  and  very  rarely  have 
my  feelings  been  more  painfully  excited 
or   my  indignation  more    strongly  pro^ 
voked.    Ascending  to  a  very  small  neat 
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room  of  the  little  cottage,  I  saw  on  a  bed 
a  young  woman  of  no  ordinary  share  of 
beauty,  not,  apparently,  much  changed  by 
illness,  with  a  bright  glow  on  her  cheek, 
and  a  fire  in  her  rich  dark  eye,  and  a 
smile  playing  round  a  very  lovely  mouth, 
80  unlike  what  I  had  expected  to  behold, 
thi^t  I  knew  not  how  to  account  for  it 
However  I  sat  down  on  the  bed,  while  my 
fViend,  sitting  nearer  the  pillow,  bent  over 
the  sufferer,  addressing  her  in  gentle 
tones,  and  in  the  sweet  language  of  the 
Gospel  For  some  time  she  spoke  un- 
heeded ;  at  length  the  bright  eyes  were 
raised  to  her  face,  and  a  transparent  trem- 
bling hand  was  stretched  towards  her 
head,  with  the  words — "  Let  me  look  at 
your  bonnet,  Miss.  Pretty  bonnet!" 
Emma  yielded  to  the  request,  at  the  same 
time  sadly  observing  to  me  that  it  was  not 
a  lucid  interval,  and  then  I  saw  the  extent 
of  the  calamity,  as  regarded  this  woHd — 
reason  had  fled. 

While  the  poor  maniac  amused  herself 
with  the  bonnet,  and  with  her  sister's  little 
infant,  which  she  tenderly  noticed,  I 
letfhied  the  particulars  of  her  story.  The 
family  was  poor  but  respectable ;  and  all 
had  gone  out  to  service  excepting  Bessie, 
who  remained  with  her  parents,  taking  in 
needle -work,  and  frequently  so  employed 
fof  the  various  shops  in  London.  At  the 
age  of  eighteen  she  was  suddenly  missed 
ftom  home;  and  no  tidings  could  be 
heard  of  her  until  four  years  after ;  when, 
in  the  summer,  she  came  down  to  that 
cottage  on  an  unexpected  visit  to  her  sis- 
ter, who  had  married  an  industrious  man, 
and  passed  a  day  with  them.  A  gentle- 
man accompanied  her  to  whom  she  evi- 
dently was  not  married ;  but  as  she  was 
handsomely  dressed,  and  came  in  a  post- 
chaise,  and  appeared  in  high  spirits,  and 
as  the  gentleman— for  such,  in  rank  he 
was — treated  her  with  much  affection,  and 
behaved  to  her  humble  relatives  with 
great  affability,  the  poor  people,  culpably 
ignorant  of  their  duty,  forbore  either  to 
question  or  remonstrate  with  her,  and 
Bessie  returned,  promising  them  another 
visit 

The  promise  was  fulfilled,  when  six 
months  afler  she  was  again  brought  to 
their  door  in  a  post-chaise,  the  driver  of 
which  delivered  a  letter  to  the  sister,  and 
while  she  was  reading  it,  departed,  leav- 1 
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ing  Bessie.  In  this  letter  the  genUenum 
stated  that  the  poor  girl  had  been  very 
ill ;  that  change  of  air  was  the  only  thing 
requisite  for  her  recovery ;  and  earnestly 
implored  them  to  give  her  lodging  and 
nursing  until  she  should  regain  her  health. 
Attention  being  turned  to  the  poor  crea- 
ture thus  thrown  on  hands  little  capable 
of  assisting  her,  it  was  discovered  that 
she  was  raving:  and  also  that  the  thrush 
had  broken  out  in  her  mouth,  with  other 
symptoms  so  fatal  that  the  medical  man, 
who  was  hastily  called  in,  at  once  de- 
clared her  to  be  dying.  She  had,  in  ihct, 
been  confined  for  three  weeks  to  her  bed ; 
and  the  inhuman  seducer,  who  had  first 
stolen  her  from  her  home  (which  broke 
the  hearts  of  both  her  parents)  and  re- 
tained her  in  worldly  abundance  on  guilty 
terms  for  four  years,  no  sooner  found  her 
thus  becoming  a  burden  on  his  hands 
than  he  had  her  taken  from  her  bed,  to 
encounter  the  rough  blasts  of  a  severe 
winter's  day ;  and  so  exposing  her  to  al- 
most certain  death,  sent  her  to  those 
whose  daily  labour  could  but  just  scantily 
feed  their  own  little  ones,  to  suffer  all  the 
privations  inseparable  from  such  a  change : 
even  if,  as  was  very  near  being  the  case, 
the  irritated  feelings  of  one  on  whom  poor 
Bessie  had  no  claim,  did  not  provoke  him 
to  deny  her  the  shelter  of  his  roof.  A  sis^ 
tor's  love,  however  prevailed;  and  she 
was  tenderly  nursed ;  while  the  lucid  in- 
tervals, long,  but  not  fVequent,  were  dili- 
gently improved  by  my  dear  young  friend, 
with  an  earnest  desire  for  the  salvatkm  of 
her  soul.  How  fhr  the  Lord  mi^t  blesir 
the  means  of  grace  under  which  she  was 
so  singulariy  brought,  it  is  not  for  us  to 
say:  but  we  were  not  left  without  hope 
concerning  her.  At  first,  when  ray  friend 
spoke  to  her  of  the  compassionate  love  of 
the  Redeemer,  showing  forth  the  exceed- 
ing riches  of  that  grace  for  which  all  are 
invited  to  plead— the  fulness  of  that  par- 
don which,  in  Christ  Jesus,  is  offered  to 
the  vilest  of  sinners — she  seemed  to  con- 
sider it  rather  a  mockery  of  woe  than  as 
an  encouragement;  for  she  fixed  on  the 
speaker  an  incredulous  look,  saying,  *<0h, 
don't  talk  so  to  fiM,  Miss !"  By  degrees 
she  became  less  reluctant  to  listen:  and 
after  hearing  much  more  to  the  same  ef-^ 
feet,  she  grasped  her  visiter's* hand,  say- 
ing, (<  I  should  not  be  afhud  to  die  if  / 
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niigJU  go  to  heaven  i*^  then  added  in  an 
agitated  manner,  as  Emma  rose  to  go, 
*^  If  you  will  come  to  see  me  again,  you 
will  be  my  dear?'^  The  visit  was  repeated 
oflen;  and  once  or  twice,  at  her  urgent 
request,  was  her  kind  teacher  sent  for 
when  reeuton  was  perfectly  awake:  but 
only  four  days  intervened  between  her 
first  arrival  and  her  entrance  on  the  eter- 
nal world.  I  saw  her  a  second  time,  and 
then  the  colour  had  lefl  her  cheek,  the 
fire  was  quenched  in  her  eye,  the  smile 
had  departed  from  her  swollen  lips,  and  a 
character  of  restless  discomfort  was  upon 
her  vacant  countenance,  while  faintly,  but 
fondly  calling  on  the  name  of  her  de- 
stroyer. It  was  then,  sadly  contrasted 
with  the  healthy  peassmts  and  blooming 
babes  around  her,  that  she  became  so 
identified  with  the  Chrysanthemum  under 
her  window  as  to  leave  a  lasting  impres- 
sion on  my  mind,  ever  to  be  revived  as  I 
look  on  the  flower.  A  few  hours  before 
her  death,  Emma  saw  her  speechless,  and 
nearly  motionless,  but  perfectly  sensible, 
and  expressing  by  such  signs  as  she  could 
make,  a  wish  to  have  her  sent  for.  When 
asked  if  she  felt  a  hope  that  her  sins  were 
pardoned  through  the  Lord  Jesus,  with  a 
request  to  hold  up  her  hand  if  she  did,  she 
raised  it  as  far  as  she  had  power  to  do ; 
and  this,  with  the  fixed,  calm,  affectionate 
look  with  which  she  received  her  friend's 
last  farewell,  and  the  character  of  perfect 
peace  spread  over  her  countenance,  was 
all  that  we  had  to  build  on,  as  to  the  state 
of  her  feelings.  The  evident  fact  that  she 
had  never  before  heard  of  Christ  as  an 
Allnsufiicient  Saviour,  and  that  she  heard 
lof  him  gladly,  afforded  more  solid  grounds 
ito  hope  that  he  had  sent  the  poor  wan- 
derer there  to  be  called  into  his  fold.  But 
lie  has  lefl  a  veil  upon  the  work  which 
human  hand  cannot  lif\:  and  far  rather 
would  I  on  this,  as  on  other  occasions,  em- 
ploy the  little  knowledge  that  I  have  in 
proclaiming  to  sinners  the  exceeding  love 
of  Him  who  died  for  them,  than  in  prying 
into  matters  which  will  be  fully  revealed 
when  faith  is  swallowed  up  in  sight 

The  story  of  Bessie  C is  that  of 

hundredis,  yea  of  many  thousands  around 
us,  as  regards  her  first  deviation  from  the 
path  of  moral  rectitude.  Had  her  sick- 
ness not  been  fatal,  and  had  her  sister's 
home  afforded  her  no  refuge  beyond  the 


period  of  her  illness,  what  would  have 
awaited  her  ?  A  state  of  comparative  lux- 
ury must  have  rendered  distasteful  the 
humble  fare  of  a  poor  cottage,  and  the 
daily  drudgery  by  which  even  that  fare 
must  have  been  earned  would  have  been 
intolerable.  It  was  plain  that  the  seducer 
had  for  ever  abandoned  her ;  and,  if  unre- 
newed in  spirit,  it  cannot  but  be  believed 
that  she  would  have  sought  in  the  wages 
of  guilt  those  worldly  comforts  and  grati- 
fications that  had  become  necessaries  in 
her  sight  Another  step,  and  another,  in 
the  downhill  path  of  that  awfully  rapid 
descent,  would  soon  have  brought  her  to 
the  level  of  the  most  repulsively  aban- 
doned and  lost ;  and  disgust  might  have 
prevailed  to  avert  the  pitying  eye,  to  with- 
draw the  outstretched  hand,  and  conse- 
quently to  restrain  the  pleading  voice  that 
told  of  a  refuge  from  everlasting  destruc- 
tion— of  a  fountain  opened  for  sin  and  un- 
cleanness,  and  a  heaven  purchased  for  the 
very  bond-slaves  of  hell.  It  is  dreadful  to 
reflect  that  the  more  desperate  the  case 
becomes  with  these  wretched  wanderers, 
the  more  reluctant  we  are  to  pause  in  their 
path,  and  bid  them  turn,  and  flee  to  Jesus. 
My  garden  would  be  but  a  poor 
preacher,  if  it  had  nothing  to  say  to  mc  on 
behalf  of  my  erring  sisters :  and  the  sen- 
timent that  could  have  wept  over  Bessie, 
still  blooming  and,  in  appearance,  not  only 
gentle  but  modest,  yet  would  turn  from 
another  homeless  outcast,  because  she  is 
almost  brutalized  by  similar  vice  and  fren- 
zied by  despair,  cannot  be  Christian  sen- 
timent It  is  the  mere  romance  of  excited 
feeling,  ready  to  assume  the  colour  of  re- 
ligion, but  it  does  not  emanate  from  it  as 
an  effect  from  its  cause.  We  can,  as  it 
were,  endure  to  take,  through  a  vista,  a 
dim  and  distant  view  of  what  we  shrink 
from  contemplating  more  nearly.  The 
full  reality,  more  broadly  displayed,  the 
actual  extent  to  which  vice  and  cruelty 
hold  unchecked  their  appalling  sway  over 
the  lower  classes  of  our  population,  in  and 
around  the  larger  cities,  would  almost 
quench  the  very  breath  of  prayer  for  this 
guilty  land.  The  glittering  sword  of  ven- 
geance would  be  seen  suspended  over  us. 
and  the  awful  voice  be  heard,  "  Shall  1 
not  visit  for  these  things  ?  saith  the  Lord ; 
shall  not  my  soul  be  avenged  on  such  a 
nation  as  this?" 


GLIMPSES  OF  THE  PAST. 


291 


I  could  have  told  a  sadder  tale :  I  could 
have  led  my  readers  into  a  deep  and  noi- 
some cellar  of  dark  St  Giles',  and  curdled 
the  blood  in  their  veins,  even  though  I  had 
left  untold  the  hcdf  of  what  I  have  there 
beheld  on  a  dying  bed:  but  I  forbear. 
My  object  is  to  plant  a  thorn  in  their  con- 
sciences that  they  may  not  rest  in  peace 
and  fancied  blamelessness,  while  callous 
to  the  hurt,  the  deep  and  deadly  hurt  of 
the  daughters  of  their  people,  '^s  there  no 
balm  in  Gilead  ?  no  physician  there  ?  Why 
then  is  not  the  hurt  of  the  daughter  of  my 
people  healed?"  Yes,  there  Is  balm  in 
Gilead ;  there  is  a  Physician,  a  Healer,  alike 
ready  to  hear  and  omnipotent  to  help.  But 
they,  poor  wounded  ones !  know  him  not ; 
no  man  directs  them  to  seek  Him ;  no  man 
cares  for  their  souls.  They  go  astray,  they 
fall,  they  perish ;  they  lie  in  hell  like  sheep. 
And  one  by  one,  as  the  wretched  victims 
pass  away,  the  finger  of  him  who  over- 
looks no  living  soul  is  pointed  to  her,  and 
the  now  unheeded  voice  that  must  and 
will  one  day  be  beard  and  answered,  re- 
peats the   emphatic  question:    "Seest 

THOU  THIS  WOMAN  ?" 


CHAPTER  XX 


THE   DAISY. 


If  I  were  required  to  decide  what  in 
the  kingdom  of  God's  visible  creation, 
commonly  called  nature,  is  the  most  heart- 
cheering  spectacle,  I  should  be  inclined  to 
say,  the  first  demonstration  of  awakening 
life  among  the  vegetable  tribes,  that  have 
been  slumbering  in  death-like  torpor  and 
naked  desolation  through  the  wintry  sea- 
son. Sure  at  least  I  am,  that  when,  as  is 
oflen  the  case,  the  eye  which  last  looked 
abroad  upon  a  dreary  landscape  of  spread- 
ing snow  and  leafless  sticks,  escapes  the 
confinement  of  a  sick  room  to  take  its  next 
survey  where,  under  the  warm,  bright 
beam  of  a  clear  sky,  the  little  buds  are 
perceptibly  swelling  into  magnitude  against 
a  sunny  wall,  while  here  and  there  per- 
haps a  bold  leaflet  ventures  to  hold  up  its 
green  mantle  to  the  ray,  and  closely  bed- 
ded in  their  circle  of  crisp,  pale  leaves,  the 
primrote  and  polyanthus  peep  forth,  with- 


out yet  venturing  to  rise  upon  their  stems, 
—sure  I  am  that  the  sensation  which  thrills 
through  my  frame  is  more  pleasurable 
than  the  same  objects  in  any  other  stage 
of  their  wonderful  existence  have  power 
to  impart.  Always  delightful,  in  all  their 
associations,  are  the  sweet  children  of  the 
garden,  the  hedge-row,  and  the  grove: 
but  nothing  is  so  touching  as  the  first 
pledge  of  the  approaching  spring.  It  leads 
the  mind  at  once,  and  with  affecting  power, 
to  that  sure  word  which,  if  the  promise  of 
God  covld  be  made  of  none  effect,  our  sins 
— my  sins — would  have  provoked  the 
withdrawal  of:  that  seed-time,  and  sum- 
mer, and  harvest,  equally  with  winter, 
shall  not  fail.  Though  every  man  be  a 
liar,  God  is  true;  though  we  daily  deny 
him,  he  continueth  faithful,  and  cannot 
deny  himself.  The  cloud,  the  storm,  and 
the  snow-drift,  the  inundated  path,  the 
black  unsightly  soil,  the  withered  skeletons 
of  shrub  and  \t%%,  these  are  what  we  may 
receive  as  our  portion,  and  be  thankful 
that  the  bursting  torrent,  the  rending  earth 
and  volcanic  fire  are  not  super-added,  to 
requite  our  obstinate  rebellion.  But  while 
we  go  on  to  sin,  to  forget  all  his  benefits, 
and  neglect  his  commands,  the  Lord  is 
not  to  be  turned  from  his  purposes  of 
mercy.  ^  He  hath  said,  and  ehcdl  he  not 
make  it  good?"  The  appointed  season 
comes,  and  the  mighty  work  that  has  been 
progressing  unseen  begins  to  manifest 
itself  in  the  gradual  change  of  gloom  to 
sunshine,  torpor  to  animation,  sterility  to 
luxuriance,  and  the  swarthy  aspect  of  an 
uncultivated  expanse  to  the  endless  varie* 
gations  of  vivid  green,  bedecked  with 
every  tint  of  glowing  beauty. 

These  are  thy  glarioaa  works,  Parent  of  Good ! 

What  a  miracle  of  madness  is  that 
which  characterizes  evil  man.  **God  is 
not  in  all  his  thoughts."  None  of  us  can 
plead  exemption  from  the  charge :  our  ad- 
miration of  these  exquisite  creatures  are 
of\en,  very  oflen,  unmixed  with  a  refer- 
ence to  the  Creator.  Science  will  exa- 
mine their  wonderful  mechanism,  without 
giving  instant  and  continual  glory  to  the 
wisdom  that  devised  it ;  and  taste  will  re- 
vel in  their  exquisite  tints,  independently 
of  the  skill  that  pencilled  them.  Even 
those  who  by  grace  are  enabled  to  see 
Grod  in  every  thing,  and  love  to  retain  him 
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dearly  loved,  compared  with  that  afforded 
by  the  inspired  apostle,  who  bids  us  "com- 
fort one  another  with  these  words."  And 
what  words  are  they?  That  they  who 
sleep  in  Jesus  shall  the  Lord  bring  with 
him,  when  he  descends  from  heaven  with 
a  shout,  with  the  voice  of  the  archangel, 
and  with  the  trump  of  God — that  all  his 
people,  caught  up  together  in  the  clouds 
to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air,  shall  be  for 
EVER  with  the  Lord.  It  is  the  sure  and 
certain  hope  of  that  eternal  re-union  that 
makes  each  succeeding  meditation  on  de- 
parted servants  of  Christ  more  delightful 
than  the  preceding :  because  another  portion 
of  time  has  elapsed  since  last  we  thought 
on  them,  and  by  so  much  is  eternity  the 
nearer.  Oh,  the  blessedness  of  making 
our  own  calling  and  election  sure !  What 
are  the  dearest  forms  of  earth  but  a  crop 
of  smiling  daisies,  about  to  fall  before  the 
mower's  scythe  ?  It  is  true  that  as  ^'friend 
afler  friend  departs,"  the  Lord,  in  compas- 
sion to  human  infirmity,  gives  us  others,  to 
gladden  by  their  love  and  sympathy  the 
otiierwise  desolate  path ;  but  cold  and  for- 
getful is  the  heart  that  clings  not  to  indi- 
vidual recollections,  hovering  over  each 
solitary  grave,  and  realizing  David's  sor- 
row, "  He  shall  not  return  to  me."  No, 
the  beloved  form  shall  never  more  appear 
on  earth ;  the  endeared  features  shall  not 
again  smile  affection  on  us,  or  the  well- 
remembered  voice  utter  tones  of  encour- 
agement "  But  I  shall  go  to  him,  rejoins 
faith,  and  sorrow  is  turned  into  holy  joy. 
Those  who  are  with  Christ — surely  it  is 
sweet  to  go  to  them,  and  to  join  in  their 
song  of  praise.  Surely  we  may  well  bide 
the  pelting  of  a  few  storms  on  earth, 
though  our  way  may  be  lonely,  and  our 
path  dark,  in  the  assured  prospect  of  a 
rest  where  neither  storm,  nor  darkness, 
nor  sorrow  can  enter :  where  the  former 
things  shall  have  passed  away,  and  all  be 
created  new ;  gloriously  new,  and  everlast- 
ingly glorious. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


THE   WALL-PLOWER. 


Among  the  hardy  flowers  that  scarcely 
need  more  than  a  passing  gleam  of  watery 
Buoihine  to  tempt  them  forth,  is  one  of  1 


I  which  from  early  childhood  most  of  us 
have  taken  notice.  For  me  it  bean  a 
charm  in  it,  composed  of  such  varied  in- 
gredients that  I  hardly  know  how  to  de- 
fine iL  I  never  cast  my  eye  upon  the 
Wall-flower,  but  a  long  chain  of  indistinct 
recollections  and  half-formed  associatioDS 
seems  to  awaken,  or,  more  properly  speak- 
ing, to  lull  me  into  a  sort  of  dream,  under- 
stood by  those,  and  perhaps  those  alone, 
whose  early  haunts  have  been  among  the 
crumbling  relics  of  remote  national  anti- 
quity, and  their  chosen  contemplation  the 
stirring  events  of  England's  former  days. 
Of  all  the  vegetable  world  I  have  found 
this  common  flower  my  pleassintest  com- 
panion in  such  scenes ;  and  the  readiest  to 
unlock  those  stores  of  fancy  which,  al- 
though in  my  estimation  they  have  yielded 
to  more  important  things,  will  yet,  subor- 
dinatcly  but  sweetly,  harmonize  with 
holier  themes.  I  am  not,  I  never  was,  and 
devoutly  hope  that  I  never  shall  be,  one 
of  those  who  decry  as  narrow-minded  or 
illiberal  the  burning  glow  of  patriotic  feel- 
ing ;  or  who  would  own  no  national  pre- 
ference in  spiritual  things.  Foreign  lan- 
guages, manners  and  fashions  have 
greatly  tended  to  deteriorate  the  good  old 
English  spirit  that  once  prevailed  among 
us ;  and,  as  for  our  twin-sister,  poor  Ire- 
land, we  are  compelled  to  give  heed  to  her 
present  claims,'  and  to  turn  an  anxious  eye 
to  her  disordered  shores,  because  we  have 
given  our  ancient  enemy  such  a  vantage 
ground  there  as  to  keep  us  in  a  state  of 
restless  observation,  surveying  their  ma- 
noeuvres ;  but  of  her  old  chronicles,  the 
thrilling  tales  connected  with  her  stately 
castles,  her  decaying  fortresses  and  mys- 
terious towers,  we  are  still  deplorably  ig- 
norant. Whence  comes  this  deadened 
feeling  in  what  regards  our  island  domain? 
I  know  not ;  I  only  know  that  my  nation- 
ality is  very  strong,  and  lliat  I  rarely  meet 
with  any  one  who  seems  thorouglily  to 
sympathize  in  it;  who  will  grasp  as  a 
treasure  an  old  coin,  however  defaced  by 
the  handling  of  many  succeeding  genera- 
tions, which  bears  the  stamp  of  England, 
or  Ireland,  or  of  Scotland,  and  find  a  vol- 
ume within  its  narrow  compass ;  or  who 
will  pace  like  me  the  site  of  some  ancient 
palace  or  dilapidated  hall,  touched  by 
emotions  that  the  mighty  ruins  of  Rome 
herself  could  not  call  forth. 
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But  I  am  rarely  alone  in  imagination, 
which  at  such  times  is  all  but  a  reality ; 
for  I  generally  find  the  wall-flower  there, 
striking  its  tenacious  root  into  any  narrow 
crevice,  and  waving  its  streaked  flag 
above  the  ruins.  There  is  particularly  in 
the  single,  wild  sort,  a  character  so  bold 
and  free,  so  lively  and  determined,  that, 
combined  with  the  delight  it  seems  to  take 
in  breathing  perfume  round  the  old  for- 
saken ruin,  whose  grey  brow  it  decorates 
with  a  wreath  of  green  and  gold,  the 
flower  alone  would  suflice  for  a  com- 
pemion,  seeming  to  say,  as  it  meets  my 
look, "  Let  who  will  pass  them  by,  we  love 
the  wrecks  of  our  dear  country's  olden 
time :  let  who  may  forget,  we  cherish  the 
remembrance  of  our  gallant  struggles, 
her  mighty  deliverances,  and  all  that  her 
God  hath  done  in  her  for  his  own  glory, 
and  for  her  preparation  as  a  chosen  lamp 
to  shed  the  light  of  truth  over  a  darkened 
world."  There  was  a  time  when  the 
chivalry  of  England  alone  engrossed  my 
thoughts:  her  magnificence  at  home, 
and  her  puissance  abroad:  her  charter, 
grasped  by  mailed  hands  at  Runnymede, 
her  bannered  lion,  borne  upon  the  plain 
of  Cressy  or  of  Agincourt ;  the  outgoings 
of  her  naval  armaments,  to  prepare  the 
way  for  planting  her  forests  of  commer- 
cial masts  in  every  distant  port :  and  even 
her  domestic  wars,  her  castles  stormed  by 
kindred  hands,  when  the  wild  clamour  of 
feudal  strife  was  heard  amid  her  shires, 
and  the  private  bickerings  of  rival  barons 
could  be  stilled  but  in  the  death-cries  of 
their  faithful  serfs. 

And  all  this  is  well  remembered  yet: 
but  all  appears  one  mighty  march,  by 
slow,  and  painful,  and  circuitous  steps,  to- 
wards the  summit  of  her  true  glory :  all 
wrought,  though  the  actors  knew  it  not, 
nor  desired,  nor  dreamed  it — all  wrought 
to  make  her  what  she  still  is,  Protestant 
— the  land  of  the  Bible. 

But  has  the  Wall-flower  no  individual 
reference  like  any  other  sweet  companion 
of  the  garden  ?  Indeed  it  has :  intimately 
it  is  connected  with  the  **emembrance  of 
one  who  has  long  lain  entombed  beneath 
the  towering  walls  of  as  stately,  as  su- 
perb, and  interesting  a  relic  of  our  early 
architecture,  as  could  well  be  found  in 
England.  She  it  was  who  certainly  in- 
stilled into  my  infant  mind  the  first  prin- 


ciple of  patriotic  feeling.  It  glowed  with- 
in her  own  breast  with  an  ardour  that  nei- 
tlier  age  could  chili  nor  the  indifierence 
of  others  discourage.  I  love  to  recall  the 
hours  when,  having  perhaps  brought  from 
my  father's  extensive  garden  a  sprig  of 
the  Wall-flower — I  knew  it  was  her  fav- 
ourite shrub — to  replenish  the  little  jar  of 
sweets  that  she  loved  to  arrange,  I  leaned 
my  elbows  on  her  knee,  and  caught  iVom 
her  lips  the  clear  and  animated  chaunt 
with  which  she  gave  forth  the  famous 
ballad  of  Chevy  Chase.  There  was  a 
lovely  one  beside  me — never  were  he  and 
I  found  apart;  and  we  together  joined 
our  Uttle  voices  to  that  of  our  delighted 
instructress;  whose  colour,  always  high, 
would  be  ruddier,  her  uncommonly  bright 
hazle  eyes  assuming  an  additional  sparkle, 
and  her  neck  rising  more  perpendicularly 
from  the  old-fashioned  bodice  that  sup- 
ported it,  when  she  took  up  the  stanza, 

The  flnt  that  did  him  uuwer  make, 

Was  noble  Percy,  he, 
Who  said.  *'  We  list  not  to  declare, 

Nor  show  whose  men  we  be.** 

In  fact  the  dear  old  lady  prided  herself 
not  a  httle  on  a  direct  descent  by  the  fe- 
male side,  from  tliat  redoubtable  earl: 
while  collaterally  she  could  claim  kith  and 
kin  with  not  a  few  of  England's  gallant 
'squires ;  and  dwelling  in  a  cottage,  con- 
tented with  the  simplest  fare,  utterly  in- 
difierent  to  all  that  others  deemed  so 
tempting  of  this  world's  pomp  and  plea- 
sure, she  rejoiced  in  her  pedigree,  and  did 
her  best  to  infuse  her  genuine  patriotism 
into  the  second  generation  of  her  children, 
as  successfully  as  in  some  instances  slie 
had  done  into  the  firsL 

But  this  was  not  all:  there  was  more 
which  then  I  understood  not,  nor  could 
any  around  me  have  done  so.  She  had 
a  dearer  feeling  than  her  patriotism;  a 
richer  treasure  than  her  pedigree.  Sel- 
dom, if  ever,  did  I  visit  her  litde  abode 
without  finding  her  engrossed  with  a  study 
that  seemed  the  abiding  joy  of  her  hearL 
An  old  Bible  was  constantly  on  her  lap ; 
and  many  things  she  said  to  us  concern- 
ing Its  blessed  truths,  of  which  I  do  not 
retain  one  distinct  recollection ;  but  I 
know  that  some  of  the  most  sublime^ 
awakening  and  deeply  spiritual  passages 
of  Grod's  book  were  first  pointed  out  to 
me  by  her  aged  finger,  enforced  by  a  ro- 
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mark  which  was  little  heeded  by  us,  for 
we  wanted  what  we  thought  better  amuse- 
ment For  some  years  before  childhood 
was  passed,  tlie  place  of  our  abode  was 
changed,  and  we  could  rarely  see  her,  as 
the  distance  was  several  miles :  but  again 
we  were  brought  within  a  nearer  prox- 
imity ;  and  at  times  I  felt  a  growing  in- 
terest in  the  theme  which  I  now  am  sure 
was  nearest  to  her  heart  But  I  did  not 
freely  express  this ;  and  she,  accustomed 
to  be  perfectly  alone,  if  not  openly  op- 
posed in  these,  matters,  was  timid  in 
bringing  them  forward.  It  was  not  long 
ere  her  grave  was  dug  within  the  noble 
quadrangle  of  the  cathedral  where  she 
loved  to  worship :  and  so  in  death,  as  in 
her  life,  is  the  remembrance  of  this 
venerable  relative  interwoven  with  those 
thoughts  wherein  the  wild  sweet  wall- 
flower seems  so  fully  to  sympathize  that 
it  is  part  and  parcel  of  the  whole. 

OAen  have  I  considered  the  touching 
case  of  those  aged  pilgrims  who  towards 
the  close  of  a  long  day.  first  perceive  a 
beam  of  light  on  their  weary  road.    It 
does  happen  oflen  that  the  eyes  of  all  be- 
longing to  such  a  one  being  yet  sealed  in 
impenetrable  darkness,  the  avowals  made 
as  to  that  gladdening  beam  are  received 
with  derision,  or  at  best,  with  a  pitying 
incredulity  that  tends  painfully  to  repel 
the  overflowings  of  a  joyful  heart,  and  to 
close  the  lip  of  praise  so  far  as  mcui  is 
concerned.    But  more  frequently,  in  our 
day  of  very  flourisliing  head-knowledge, 
it  is  the  lot  of  the  simple  trusting  soul  that 
has  just  learned  to  lay  hold  on  eternal  life 
by  faith  in  Christ  Jesus,  to  be  perplexed 
and  harassed,  and  cast  down  by  the  high 
assumption  of  some  who  are  ready,  if  not 
to  despise  the  day  of  small  things,  at  least 
to  add  a  great  deal  to  the  plain  and  sweet 
assurance,  *<  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved."    It  is 
ofien  required  of  those  who  are  resting  on 
this  word,  and  rejoicing  in  a  hope  that 
maketh  not  ashamed,  that  they  should  re- 
ceive a  certain  set  of  doctrines,  and  attain 
to  a  certain  degree  of  what  is  considered 
maturity  in  faith,  before  they  are  allowed 
to  feel  themselves  in  the  haven  of  spiritual 
rest  I  have  often  grieved,  bitterly  grieved, 
to  witness  this  idle,  cmd  I  will  say  unscrip- 
tural  teasing  of  the  minds  and  consciences 
of  others:  but  never  so  much  as  when  the 


party  thus  held  at  bay  is  an  aged  tra 
veller,  whose  shadow  is  fast  lengthening 
emd  whose  trembling   limbs  demand  a 
strong  prop,  as  they  approach  the  preci 
pice.    My  dearest  study,  my  most  de 
hghtful  and  invigorating  exercise,  (afVe 
communion  with  God  in  his  word,  and  bf 
prayer,)  has  been  among  the  records  o! 
our  English  confessors  and  martyrs ;  and 
although  I  find,  here  and  there,  a  divine 
who  had  searched  into  the  deep  mysteries 
of  God,  yet  I  recognize,  in  by  ftir  the 
greater  number  of  his  glorified  ones,  the 
most  simple,  single  relicmce  on  God  as  a 
Father,  on  Christ  as  a  Redeemer,  and  on 
the  Holy  Spirit  as  a  Teacher  and  Com- 
forter, without  an  attempt  to  proceed  far- 
ther than  this,  and  the  great  test  of  a  re- 
newed heart — holiness  of  life.     We  are 
now  splitting  daily  into  new  parties ;  each 
one  hath  a  doctrine,  hath  an  interpreta- 
tion ;  cmd  makes  his  own  notions  the  stan- 
dard of  his  neighbour's  faith.    It  was  not 
so,  when  the  militant  church  had  external, 
visible  foes  to  jcontend  with :  these  are  in- 
testine commotions,  arising  from  too  much 
ease  and  fulness  of  bread,  and  a  super- 
abundance of  spiritual  pride.    I  withdraw 
from  them  in  pain  and  disgust ;  and  with 
the  little  sprightly  Wall-flower  unfolding 
its  blossoms  in  the  garden  beside  me,  I 
follow  in  thought  the  course  of  its  many- 
featured  family,  until  my  mind  rests  on  the 
inhabitant  of  some  deserted  ruin,  garnish- 
ing the  wall  where  tapestry  once  spread 
its  gorgeous  suriace;   breathing  its  fra- 
grance silently,  where  music  often  filled 
the  now  roofless  space,  and  costly  perfimie 
loaded  the  confined  air ;  but  where  per- 
haps some  heart  beat  high  in  holy  resolve 
to  brave  the  loudest  of  Rome's  thunder, 
and  the  fiercest  of  her  murderous  fires, 
strong  in  the  faith  that  is  in  Christ  Jesus ; 
knowing,  and  desiring  to  know  only  Him, 
and  Him  crucified:  and  leaving  all  the 
subtle  points  of  disputation  to  others. 

There  is  one  thing  that  Satan  espe- 
cially hates :  he  hates  to  see  us  working, 
when  we  have  ceased  from  attaching  the 
slightest  meritorious  value  to  what  we  do. 
He  raises  a  shout  of  legality,  and  tries  to 
frighten  us  into  the  shades  of  inert  con- 
templation. He  cannot  hinder  the  Lord 
from  lighting  our  candle,  but  he  often  con- 
trives to  clap  a  bushel  over  it  woven,  per- 
chance,   of  scripture-texts,    which  were 
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given  for  a  very  different  purpose.  Oh 
that  we  were  lets  ignorant  of  his  devices ; 
more  guarded  when  he  transforms  himself 
into  an  angel  of  light ! 

I  cuu  not  wandering  from  the  Wall- 
flower and  its  associations :  I  am  thinking 
of  some  who  could  have  warned,  have 
taught,  have  strengthened  me,  by  the 
word  of  timely  exhortation,  had  they  not 
been  too  selfishly  wrapped  up  in  individual 
enjoyment  of  that  which  God  never  gave 
to  be  enjoyed  alone.  Many  a  stroke  of 
the  rod  might  then  have  been  spared, 
which  fell  most  heavily  upon  the  unin- 
•tructed  wanderer :  and  the  case  is  by  no 
means  a  singular  one.  I  do  not  here  cast 
a  reproach  on  that  venerable  individual 
who  lives  in  a  warm  though  somewhat 
dusky  recess  of  my  heart:  she,  I  know, 
did  what  she  could ;  and  she  had  her  own 
cross  to  bear  as  a  poor  hungry  sheep,  who 
Vx>ked  up,  and  was  not  fed  by  man's  hand. 
Egypt  was  not  darker  during  its  days  of 
supernatural  visitation,  than  was  the  place 
of  her  abode  in  a  spiritual  sense.  She 
had  the  beautiful,  the  rich,  and  the  divine- 
ly-scriptural liturgy  of  our  church,  and 
dearly  did  she  love  it :  she  had  the  abun- 
dant portions  of  God*s  word  contained  in 
its  daily  services,  and  devoutly  did  she 
listen  to  them  under  the  vaulted  roof  of 
that  noble  pile :  but  from  its  pulpit,  though 
supplied  by  a  constant  variety  of  teachers, 
she  heard  not  the  glad  tidings  of  salvation 
by  the  blood  of  Christ  No  social  meet- 
ing for  prayer  and  mutual  edification  sup- 
plied the  lack  of  public  preaching :  no  kin- 
dred spirit  was  found,  as  I  think,  to  cheer 
her  quiet  home  with  the  voice  of  individual 
faith  and  love :  but  she  had  her  Bible,  she 
read  it,  she  loved  it,  she  prayed  over  it : 
and  lonely  mariner  as  she  was  on  a  wide 
and  perplexing  sea,  that  chart  was  her 
guide  to  the  blessed  haven  of  eternal  life. 
I  doubt  not  this. 

It  is  very  affecting  to  behold  the  gener- 
ations of  mankind  ripened,  then  decaying, 
and  silently  dropping  away  into  an  unseen 
world.  There  are  very  many  of  whom  I 
can  say 

How  are  they  blotted  flrom  th«  thingi  that  be ! 
How  few,  all  weak  and  withered  In  their  fivce, 
Wait  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity, 
Like  stranded  wrecks ,  the  tide  retnmlnf  hoane, 
To  sweep  them  from  our  sight 

It  is  a  dying  world :  a  world  of  such  in- 
cessant change^  that  as  well  might  I  set 
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my  affections  on  the  tints  of  the  gathered 
flower,  now  fading  and  shrivelling  in  my 
hand,  as  on  any  thing  that  draws  mortsd 
breath.  A  scythe,  invisible  to  us,  is  mov- 
ing in  its  appointed  circuit,  and  we  know 
not  how  many  of  our  own  choicest  blos- 
soms lie  within  that  doomed  space.  It  is 
never  idle;  day  and  night,  summer  and 
winter,  on  the  snows  of  Lapland,  and  be- 
neath the  burning  zone — in  the  glittering 
court,  amid  the  festive  party,  through  the 
low  and  peaceful  cottage,  and  over  the 
wide  waves  of  the  mighty  main — it  moves, 
it  ever  moves,  slaying  its  ten  thousands  as 
it  goes.  I  have  seen,  not  its  movement, 
for  that  is  visible  only  to  God — but  its 
effects.  I  have  seen  the  flowers  that  best 
I  loved,  that  adorned  my  own  little  spot  of 
home,  in  the  morning  green  and  growing 
up,  and  in  the  evening  cut  down,  dried  up, 
and  withered.  Yea,  in  a  literal  morning 
and  evening ;  while,  far  and  near,  among 
kinsfolks,  friends  and  acquaintance,  the 
living  are  out-numbered  by  the  dead. 

It  is  an  awful  contemplation ;  and  the 
voice  that  comes  from  a  multitude  of  swell- 
ing mounds  is  not  to  be  disregarded.  It 
speaks  of  what  remains  above  earth's  sur- 
face, and  cries  "  Vanity  of  vanities :  all  is 
vanity."  It  utters  the  word  of  admonition, 
^^  What  is  your  life?  is  it  not  a  vapour  that 
passeth  away  ?"  It  tells  of  hope  and  tri- 
umph to  the  believer,  "  That  which  thou 
sowest  is  not  quickened  except  it  die — this 
'corruptible  must  put  on  incorruption,  and 
this  mortal  must  put  on  immortality — O 
Death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O  grave, 
where  is  thy  victory  ?"  It  pleads  for  the 
living,  to  whom  this  hope  is. yet  unknown: 
"Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it 
with  thy  might:  for  there  is  no  work,  nor 
device,  nor  knowledge,  nor  wisdom  in  the 
grave  whither  thou  goest" 

Surely  the  Wall-flower  that  overtops 
the  crumbling  ruin  of  what  was  once 
magnificent  in  beauty,  and  all  but  impreg- 
nable in  strength,  may  sweetly  typify  the 
assured  hope  of  glory,  fixing  its  roots  in 
the  very  corruption  of  that  which  it  adorns, 
and  blooming  there  because  all  else  has 
ceased  to  shine.  Natural  strength  has  de- 
parted, original  beauty  is  for  ever  gone : 
but  the  wind  blowing  where  it  listed  has 
wailed  a  seed  to  the  spot,  and  God  has 
nourished  it  with  many  a  soft  and  silent 
fall  of  dew.    It  succeeds  all  other  gloriesi 
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and  surpasses  them  all ;  for  the  former 
things  which  have  passed  away  were 
mcm's  poor  workmanship,  and  were  dead 
in  the  season  of  their  lofliest  pride; 
whereas  the  lovely  vistant  that  has  occu- 
pied their  place,  has  an  excellence  never 
known  to  them — it  lives — it  grows ;  for  it 
was  planted  by  the  Lord. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE   WHITE    CLOVER. 

"The  voice  said,  Cry.  And  he  said, 
What  shall  I  cry  ?  All  flesh  is  grass,  and 
all  the  godliness  thereof  is  as  a  flower  of 
the  field :  the  grass  withereth,  the  flower 
fadeth:  because  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
bloweth  upon  it:  surely  the  people  is 
grass.  The  grass  withereth,  the  flower 
fadeth :  but  the  word  of  our  God  shall 
stand  for  ever." 

No  language  but  that  of  inspiration  can 
suitably  express  the  swelling  emotion  of 
the  heart  when  a  poor  child  of  dust  looks 
round  on  the  scene  of  death's  hourly  de- 
vastations, and  feels  that  the  scythe  has 
just  cropped  away  some  one  of  his  most 
cherished  blossoms.  There  is  but  One  of 
whom  it  can  be  fully  said,  He  knows  what 
is  in  man :  we  are  riddles  to  each  other, 
and  paradoxes  to  ourselves.  That  which 
W8W  created  for  eternity,  became  in  its 
most  perceptible  part,  mortal :  that  which 
was  formed  light,  now  invaded  by  gross 
darkness,  that  which  was  made  a  dwelling 
of  love  and  peace,  now  transformed  into  a 
battle-field  of  perpetual  hatred  and  strife 
— may  well  be  a  source  of  perplexity  to 
its  own  clouded  and  bewildered  faculties 
in  any  state.  The  more  so,  perhaps,  when 
the  day-spring  from  on  high  breaks  in 
again  to  scatter  the  resisting  darkness: 
when  the  dove  of  peace  once  more  spreads 
her  brooding  wing  over  the  scene  of  con- 
flict, and  partially  hushes  the  storm:  when 
the  gate  of  a  blessed  immortality  is  thrown 
wide  in  the  distance,  and  the  spirit  enabled 
to  gaze  upon  its  home  struggles,  and 
gradually  prevails  over  the  fleshy  impulse 
that  cannot  but  cling  to  earth.  There 
was  a  time  when  body  and  spirit  together 
served  Crod,  rejoicing  in  their  happy  union, 


under  his  forming  hand,  a  time  when  earth 
with  all  that  it  contained,  lay  basking  in 
the  smile  of  its  Almighty  King,  or  moved 
in  undeviating  obedience  to  his  divine  wilL 
And  when  on  a  bright  spring  morning  in 
freshness  of  health  and  buoyancy  of  spirit, 
I  walked  abroad,  warmed  by  the  chas- 
tened beam,  fanned  by  the  light  and  fra- 
grant breeze,  while  the  little  wild  flower 
laughs  from  among  the  meadow  graas,  the 
yellow  butterfly  sports  before  me,  the  bee 
pursues  her  cheerful  way,  and  birds  re- 
joicing flutter  through  the  branches  that 
extend  once  more  their  screen  of  delicate 
foliage.  I  cannot  quite  realize  the  awful 
truth  that  man  is  a  rebel,  and  the  earth  a 
blighted  thing:  that,  spite  of  this  hoiu^s 
enchantment,  the  whole  creation  groans 
and  travails  in  pain  together ;  and  that  if 
even  my  bodily  sight  could  penetrate  to 
the  distance  of  a  few  short  miles  around,  I 
should  behold  such  scenes  of  crime,  of  sor- 
row, and  of  death,  as  would  divest  of  all 
its  charms  the  narrow  circuit  of  my  pre- 
sent contemplation :  and  compel  me  to  ex- 
claim under  the  fullest  impression  of  its 
humiliation,  defilement,  and  fragility, 
"  Surely  the  people  is  grass !" 

There  is  a  class  of  good  persons  who 
too  readily  condemn  what  God  has  in  no 
instance  denounced.  They  not  only  dis- 
approve the  expression  of  admiration  and 
delight,  in  surveying  the  perishable  but 
still  most  lovely  and  glorious  wreck  of 
what  was  once  so  perfect  and  so  good — 
they  censure  the  indulgence  of  warm  at- 
tachment to  the  fellow-pilgrims  who  are 
passing  like  us  through  the  clouded  and 
polluted  scene,  to  the  rest  which  cemain- 
eth  for  the  people  of  God.  Ardent  love 
for  our  friends  is  not  unfrequently  stigma- 
tized as  idolatry :  and  the  chill  of  an  un- 
just rebuke  is  thrown  heavily  on  a  warm 
heart,  beating  with  the  impulse  of  sancti- 
fied affection.  Against  such  benumbing 
influences,  I  always  did,  and  always  will, 
in  thought,  word,  and  deed,  maintain  an 
uncompromising  protest,  confirmed  by 
scriptural  precept  and  example.  I  know 
I  am  not  to  set  my  afiections  on  things  on 
the  earth,  that  is,  on  the  perishing  things 
of  time,  which  are  destined  to  vanish 
away :  but  I  am  yet  to  learn  that  a  child 
of  God,  whose  soul  is  sealed  with  the 
promise  of  eternal  life  whose  body  is 
made  the  temple  of  the  living  God  now,  and 
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destined  to  be  changed  hereafler  into  the 
likeness  of  Christ's  glorious    body  and 
made  a  citizen  of  the  heavenly  Jerusalem 
— I  am  yet  to  learn  that  such  a  one  is  a 
thing  of  earth  whereon  I  must  not  set  my 
affections :  if  words  are  to  be  taken  in  so 
literal  a  sense,  as  to  bar  all  reference  to 
the  spirit  of  their  meaning — if  all  *^  things 
on  the  earth"  are  to  be  excluded  from  our 
affections,  we  must  take  heed  lest  we  love 
our  bibles  too  well,  or  value  too  highly 
those  means  of  grace  which  necessarily 
consist  of  visible,  audible,  and  tangible 
things.    The  fact  is  that  some  individuals 
are  of  a  cool  temperament,  their  feelings 
not  so  easily  drawn  out,  nor  their  sympa- 
thies so  readily  awakened  as  those  of  a 
different  class.      These  are  apt  uncon- 
sciously to  form  a  standard  by  their  pri- 
vate interpretation  of  scripture ;  and  to 
make  the  measure  of  their  individual  ex- 
perience   the    rule   for  judging   others. 
They  consider  as  extravagant,  fanciful, 
and  enthusiastic,  the  fervency  of  attach- 
ment of  which  they  are  not  themselves 
capable :  and  oflen  check  or  at  least  ruffle, 
the  flow  of  those  kindly  affections  which 
form  the  richest  sweetness  of,  perhaps  a 
sea  of  bitters,  in  the  lot  of  their  more  ar- 
dent friends.     When  I  meet  with  these 
■age  reprovers,  I  let  them  say  what  they 
please  and  make  little  reply,  if  any ;  for  I 
well  know  that  it  would  be  an  idle  task  to 
argue  with  a  blind  man  on  the  compara- 
tive  beauty   of  colours.    They   cannot 
make  me  angry  ]  because  when  they  tax 
me  with  a  wilfbl  excess,  I  recognize  in 
them  an  unvoluntary  defect,  beyond  my 
power    to    supply.      Therefore    I    leave 
them  to  take  the  way  that  pleases  them, 
and  with  renewed  enjoyment  pursue  my 
own. 

Not  one  of  these  was  my  beloved  Anne 
S.  Never  did  the  warm  current  of  de- 
voted affection  more  freely  bound  through 
the  veins  of  an  Irish  heart  than  in  hers. 
Throughout  a  lot  oC  trial,  such  as  few  are 
called  on  to  encounter,  she  was  upheld  by 
such  experimental  enjoyment  of  her  Re- 
deemer's love  to  her  his  chosen  child,  that, 
loving  her  brethren  as  she  knew  the  Lord 
loved  her,  according  to  his  own  gracious 
commandment,  her  sanctified  affections 
went  forth  like  the  sunbeams,  glowing 
more  ardently  nearest  the  centre  of  their 
home,    but    warming    and   brightening 


whithersoever  they  could  reach.  Dear, 
dear  Anne  S. !  Short  indeed  was  our 
permitted  intercourse  here;  but  it  is 
soothing  to  my  inmost  spirit  to  know,  that 
as  fervently  as  two  poor  creatures  of  dust 
could  love,  so  fervently  did  we,  by  the 
grace  of  Qod,  love  one  another. 

If  my  types  were  always  characteristic 
of  their  object,  and  I  sought  to  do  justice  to 
Anne,  I  might  look  among  the  cedars  of 
Lebanon,  or  the  palm-tree  of  the  east  for 
some  fitting  emblem  of  her  elevated  mind, 
her  superior  attainments,  and  oversha- 
dowing guardianship  of  those  who  clus- 
tered around  her.  But  lowliness  was  the 
prevailing  trait  in  my  gifled  friend :  and 
oflen  as  I  traced  the  passionate  love  of  her 
warm  heart  for  the  land  of  her  birth,  I  al- 
most regretted  that  the  shamrock  was  al- 
ready dedicated  to  my  precious  dumb  boy ; 
and  in  my  thought  I  likened  her  to  an- 
other and  more  intrinsically  valuable 
member  of  the  same  family.  My  young 
and  happy  days  were  passed  much  in  the 
fields ;  and  there  I  had,  and  still  have,  an 
especial  favourite  among  the  flowers  that 
gem  the  grass.  Though  little  esteemed, 
because  little  marked,  the  blossom  of  the 
White  Clover  may  vie  in  beauty  and-  in 
fragrance  with  many  a  proud  tenant  of  our 
cultivated  gardens.  Oflen  have  I  stooped 
to  gather  the  elegant  globe,  as  it  rose 
from  its  cluster  of  green  trefoil,  and  afler 
inhaling  the  perAime  of  its  united  cups,  I 
have  drawn  them  one  by  one,  from  their 
stalk,  to  suck  the  abundant  store  of  honey 
concealed  in  each  recess.  I  could  not 
point  out  an  individual  among  the  flowers 
combining  so  much  of  elegance  and  use- 
fulness— so  pleasant  to  the  eye  of  taste,  so 
prized  by  the  hand  that  only  seeks  for 
profit :  and  withal  so  clad  in  lowliness,  so 
quietly  bending  beneath  the  foot  of  pride, 
so  calmly  lifting  up  again  its  gentle  head 
in  undefiled  simplicity  to  heaven. 

And  in  default  of  genuine  shamrocks,  I 
have  seen  the  clover,  as  a  trefoil,  pressed 
to  the  lips  of  tliis  dear  exile  of  Erin,  while 
every  feature  bespoke  the  deep  and  vary- 
ing emotions  recalled  by  that  action.  An 
exile  she  was — a  willing  though  sorrowing 
exile ;  and  I  cannot  retrace  the  briefest 
outline  of  her  touching  story  without  a 
struggle  of  feelings  in  which  indignation 
would  fain  predominate.  Who  does  not 
know  how  great  have  been  the  trials  of 
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Ireland's  persecuted  clergy  ?  Few  indeed 
know  what  they  have  been ;  but  that  they 
have  been  great,  very  great  and  bitter, 
none  among  us  are  ignorant  Anne  was 
the  eldest  of  a  motherless  family,  every 
heart  twining  round  the  surviving  pa- 
rent with  all  the  fondness  of  intense  filial 
attachment — with  all  the  reverence  due  to 
a  devoted  minister  of  the  gospel  of  Christ. 
Their  early  years  were  those  of  prosperity 
in  worldly  things:  and  accomplishments 
of  no  common  order  were  added  to  what 
the  Grod  of  nature  had  given — what  the 
God  of  grace  had  renewed  and  sanctified. 
In  the  fond  father,  as  in  a  centre,  all  their 
earthly  affections  met :  and  his  delight  it 
was  to  point  them  to  a  higher  aim. 
Happy,  most  happy  for  them,  that  so  he 
did — it  is  now  their  richest  solace  under 
reiterated  bereavements.  I  may  not  enter 
too  fully  into  the  haUowed  precincts  of 
such  a  home  as  theirs :  It  must  suffice  to 
say  that  the  general  distress  fell  heavily 
upon  it :  but  more  in  anticipation  than  in 
the  immediate  presence.  With  the  fore- 
sight and  self-devotion  peculiar  to  her 
character,  Anne  marked  the  thickening 
cloud ;  she  called  her  sisters  around  her ; 
and  together,  in  prayer,  they  decided  on  a 
plan  which  was  not  made  known  to  their 
father  until  the  very  eve  of  its  execution. 
It  was,  that  all,  save  one  in  extremely  de- 
licate health,  and  another  yet  as  a  child 
among  them,  should  become  self-exiled 
from  their  pleasant  home  together;  and 
by  diligently  using,  for  a  time,  the  gills 
acquired  under  very  different  circumstan- 
ces, they  should  contribute  to  sustain  in 
comparative  comfort  the  diminished  circle 
thus  Icfl  around  the  domestic  heartli. 
"  Little,"  said  Anne  to  me,  "  little  did  my 
darling  father  suspect  the  reason  of  my 
diligent  study  of  botany ;  or,  when  he  saw 
roe  delighted  at  the  award  of  the  medal 
won  by  my  proficiency,  that  my  joy  arose 
from  knowing  that  it  added  a  feather  in 
the  scale  of  those  poor  accomplishments 
which  were  to  augment  my  salary — de- 
voted to  his  future  comforts !"  Under  cir- 
cumstances most  touching,  the  event  took 
place;  and  these  heroic  daughters  to- 
gether tore  themselves  from  the  home 
where  they  hoped  to  re-assemble  in  more 
prosperous  days.  I  cannot  dwell  upon 
the  scene ;  I  saw  it  not,  save  in  her  vivid 


description;  but  I  felt  it  to  my  heart% 
core. 

Anne's  destination  was  England.  Hither 
she  came,  and  with  earnest  assiduity  ap- 
plied herself  to  the  task  of  tuition.  Her 
uncommon  acquirements  insured  a  hand- 
some salary,  and  joyously  did  she  calcu- 
late on  the  service  it  would  render  to  hei 
father — how  fondly  she  loved  that  fathei 
cannot  be  conceived  even  by  this  act  of 
self-surrender — how  agonizing  was  her 
trial,  is  known  alone  to  Him,  who  in  mys- 
terious wisdom  sent  a  stroke  so  sudden, 
that  all  the  frantic  haste  that  poor  Anne 
could  make  to  her  distant  home  availed 
not  to  show  her  more  than  the  mound  that 
covered  her  father's  new  made  grave. 

The  blow  upon  her  tender  heart  was 
mortal.  The  struggles  of  her  renewed 
spirit  to  sustain  the  load  were  wonderful : 
but  they  availed  not  Back  she  returned 
to  her  post ;  for  though  the  beloved  parent 
was  gone,  there  were  others  now  cast  es- 
pecially on  her  to  provide  for.  It  was 
soon  aher  her  return  that,  finding  I  was 
in  her  vicinity,  and  doing  justice  to  the 
love  which  I  bear  her  dear  country,  she 
lefl  her  card  at  my  door,  inscribed  with 
her  name,  and  the  brief  addition,  ^^an 
Irishwoman."  We  soon  met ;  and  I  could 
not  but  marvel  at  the  strength  of  the  mu- 
tual affection  that  seemed,  even  from  the 
first  moment,  to  unite  us.  To  me  she  was 
a  treasure:  her  simple,  sweet,  undevia- 
ting  trust  in  the  Lord  Jesus,  her  quiet  sub- 
mission under  the  heavy  afilicitions  laid 
on  her,  the  clear,  realizing  view  which 
she  took  of  spiritual  things,  and  her  habi- 
tual reference  to  tlie  Lord's  will  in  even 
the  most  minute  matters — all  rendered  her 
a  continual  study  to  me,  for  my  own  hu- 
miliation and  profit  In  the  excess  of  her 
love  for  dear  Ireland  I  could  fully  sympa- 
thize :  and  in  the  cherished  remembrance 
of  scenes  gone  by,  and  loved  ones  lost,  I 
found  one  who  could  indeed  most  deeply 
sympathize  with  me.  The  inexhaustible 
stores  of  her  mind,  her  fine  taste,  accurate 
judgment,  and  delicate  sense  of  honour, 
were  beautiful  to  contemplate.  Of  the 
last  she  gave  a  touching  proof:  for  when, 
smitten  suddenly  by  a  paralytic  affection 
through  the  intenseness  of  her  mental 
struggles,  she  expected  instant  or  speedy 
death,  she  made  a  powerful  effort  to  com- 
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mit  to  the  flames  all  my  letters  and  little 
notes.  Often  had  I  expressed  to  her  my 
abhorrence  of  the  want  of  principle  and 
feeling  exhibited  in  the  too-common  prac- 
tice of  exposing  private  letters,  whether 
of  the  living  or  the  dead ;  denouncing  the 
former  as  base  and  treacherous — the  lat- 
ter as  doubly  treacherous  and  doubly 
base.  She  laid  it  to  heart :  and  even  at 
that  awful  moment  collected  her  bewil- 
dered faculties  to  secure,  as  she  afterwards 
told  me,  my  little  billets  from  falling  into 
any  other  hands.  I  know  she  dearly 
prized  them,  even  as  1  now  treasure  her 
beautiful  letters  to  me ;  and  it  was  a  stri- 
kmg  evidence  at  once  of  delicacy  and  fidel- 
ity, which  few,  perhaps,  would  imitate, 
because  not  many  possess  that  exquisite 
sense  of  which  she  was  continually  giving 
proofs.  If  I  know  of  one  among  my  many 
friends  who  could  be  capable  of  publishing 
to  the  world  the  unstudied  effusions  of  epis- 
tolary intercourse,  I  should  turn  from  that 
individual  with  a  bitter  regret  that  ever  we 
became  acquainted.  The  act  of  Anne  S. 
was  no  more  than  strict  integrity  de- 
manded, as  she  herself  observed  to  me, — 
yet  would  every  Christian  have  viewed 
the  duty,  and  fulfilled  it  like  her  ?  I  fear  not 
It  pleased  the  Lord  to  raise  her  up  from 
this  attack,  so  far  as  to  admit  of  her  re- 
turn to  Ireland,  with  a  fair  prospect  of  ul- 
timate recovery.  Our  parting  interview 
cannot  be  effaced  from  my  recollection. 
She  was  unable  to  attend  tiie  ordinances 
of  Grod's  house,  and  her  affectionate  pastor 
administered  to  her,  four  days  before  her 
departure  hence,  the  comfortable  institu- 
tion of  our  dying  Lord.  I  was  the  privi- 
leged partaker ;  and  precious  to  my  soul 
is  the  remembrance  of  that  hour !  As  she 
lay  upon  the  couch,  her  tall  slender  form, 
wrapped  in  the  sable  weeds  of  deepest 
mourning,  her  altered,  but  ever  eloquent 
features  wearing  the  expression  of  such 
perfect  peace  as  I  have  rarely  beheld  on 
any  countenance,  her  joined  hands  meekly 
resting  on  her  bosom,  pointing  upwards, 
and  the  very  tear  that  trembled  on  the 
lash  of  her  closed  eyes,  withheld  from  fall- 
ing, as  though  absorbed  by  a  beam  of 
holy  joy,  I  felt  that  she  was  not  a  crea- 
ture of  earth — not  destined  long  to  so- 
journ among  us:  and  though  my  heart 
selfishly  ached  at  the  prospect  of  my  loss, 
I  could  not  wish  it  otherwise. 


Immediately  af\er  we  were  led  alone, 
and  while  her  thoughts  still  were  evident- 
ly in  heaven,  she  drew  forth  from  a  little 
pocket  book  the  dearest  relic  she  posses- 
sed— a  pair  of  bands,  just  as  they  had 
been  worn  by  her  beloved  parent  in  his 
last  ministrations;  and  a  lock  of  silvery 
hair.  Not  one  word  accompanied  the  ac- 
tion ;  nor  was  it  needed ;  her  tears  burst 
forth ;  but  with  a  solemn  awe-struck  ex- 
pression she  lifted  her  eyes  to  heaven,  and 
they  were  stayed.  And  when  I  whispered, 
'^  It  is  but  a  little,  a  very  little  while,  and 
you  darling,  will  be  rejoicing  too  before 
the  throne  where  he  now  his,"  her  whole 
countenance  glowed  with  delight,  as  she 
repeated  "A  very,  very  little  while." 
We  parted,  and  the  Lord  only  knows 
with  what  feelings  of  lingering  affection 
the  farewell  was  again  and  again  re- 
newed. She  went:  a  stormy  passage 
brought  her  to  a  quiet  haven  in  her  own 
sweet  isle ;  and  very  soon  was  her  soul  at 
cmchor  in  the  calm  and  beauteous  harbour 
of  eternal  rest 

It  was  not  expected :  she  was  apparent- 
ly recovering,  and  all  looked  as  bright  as  ' 
to  the  bereaved  hearts  of  that  orphaned 
family  earthly  things  could  look.  Anne 
had  supplied  a  mother's  place  to  them: 
and  to  see  her  once  more  among  them 
was  almost  like  the  return  of  a  parent 
ftt)m  the  dead.  But  her  gentle  heart  was 
broken :  she  had  drunk  the  cup — she  had 
fought  the  good  fight,  had  finished  her 
course,  had  kept  the  faith,  and  her  crown 
was  ready.  She  rose  one  morning,  dressed 
herself,  and  then,  overcome  by  fatigue, 
lay  down  on  her  bed,  and  was  heard  to 
say,  "My  heavenly  Father's  hour  is 
come."  After  an  interval,  the  word 
"  Peace,  peace,"  was  sofUy  and  repeated- 
ly breathed  from  lips  on  which  the  spirit 
of  peace  and  law  of  kindness  had  ever 
dwelt  She  fell  asleep  as  it  seemed :  and 
a  sleep  it  was,  in  Jesus,  from  which  the 
body  should  no  more  awake  till  the  voice 
of  the  Archangel  calls  it  ftt>m  the  grave, 
a  glorious  thing,  to  be  re-united  to  the  re- 
joicing soul. 

I  wander  now  along  the  paths  where  we 
have  walked,  recalling  with  melancholy 
delight  her  animated  looks,  her  powerful 
thoughts,  and  the  elegant  language  in 
which  she  clad  them :  or  I  sit  in  the  very 
place  where  her  countenance  used  to  shine 
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upon  my  laborious,  and  somewhat  painful 
hours,  remembering  the  pcmg  that  oflen 
shot  across  her  speaking  features,  betray- 
ing the  grief  within,  until  I  can  rejoice, 
disinterestedly,  fully  rejoice  in  the  assur- 
ance that  she  sorrows  no  more,  but  follows 
in  his  heavenly  pastures,  the  Lamb,  whom 
80  sweetly  she  followed  in  the  path  of  suf- 
fering below.  I  cannot  but  miss  her, 
while  the  bursting  foliage  of  spring  re- 
stores to  my  pleasant  haunts  the  aspect 
that  we  together  delighted  to  behold :  and 
I  never  shall  be  able  to  set  my  foot  upon 
the  fair  pale  flower  profusely  spread  in 
the  path.  I  must  watch  its  growth :  and 
when  in  its  blooming  prime  it  falls  beneath 
the  mower's  scythe  on  some  bright  day, 
to  be  gathered  into  the  storehouse  for 
winter  provision,  I  shall  love  it  better  still. 
For  though  "the  grass  withercth,  the 
flower  fadeth,"  it  is  but  to  place  in  more 
subhme  contrast  that  which  "  shall  stand 
for  ever."  And  this  peculiar  species, 
lovely  and  pleasant  in  life,  becomes  more 
valuable  when  cut  down;  ministering 
nourishment  to  Gk>d's  creatures.  Even  so, 
my  beloved  Anne  S.,  who  rendered  many 
an  hour  delightful  while  the  warm  pulse 
of  her  affectionate  heart  sent  life  and  ani- 
mation through  her  fVame,  now  when  that 
quiet  frame  moulders  in  dust,  yields  food 
to  my  soul,  while,  contemplating  her  faith, 
her  patience,  her  endurance  and  ever- 
glowing  love,  I  behold  the  fruits  of  a  real 
union  with  Christ,  the  living  Vine,  and 
long  to  follow  her,  even  as  she  followed 
the  Saviour  here ;  that  like  her  I  may  at 
last  attain  to  the  blessedness  laid  up  in  Him 
for  all  who  believe.  For  He  has  said, 
"  whosoever  believeth  in  me  hath  eternal 
life;"  and  "the  word  of  our  God  shall 
stand  forever." 


CHAPTER   XXIII. 

THE   HAWTHORN. 

There  are  particular  seasons  when 
memory  presents  the  images  of  days  and 
things  gone  by  with  a  reality  most  over- 
powering: when  a  long  succession  of 
years  is  made  to  wear  the  aspect  of  a 
dream ;  and  we  awake  again  in  the  society 


that  we  best  loved,  and  from  which  we 
scarcely  seem  in  reality  to  have  been  sepa- 
rated. I  know^not  how  this  may  affect 
the  individual  whose  days  have  glided 
pleasantly  along,  no  precious  ties  dissev- 
ered, no  howling  tempest  let  loose  upon 
his  path,  no  piercing  thorns  laid  there  to 
wound  his  feet :  but  the  shadow  of  a  quiet 
home  held  over  him,  and  the  smile  of  do- 
mestic love  always  ready  to  sweeten  his 
needful  portion  of  this  life's  bitters.  I  do 
know  its  touching  power  where  all  this 
has  been  reversed;  where  home,  sweet, 
native  home,  has  never  been  resisted 
since  the  almost  daily  sight  of  such  friends 
added  brightness  to  its  very  sunshine ;  nor 
have  those  friends  been  met  since  home, 
dear  home,  was  deserted.  I  know  what 
it  is,  when  years  of  varied  trial  have  been 
so  prolonged  that  the  girl  and  the  strip- 
ling of  those  times  can  show  their  daugh- 
ters and  their  sons  grown  up  almost  to 
their  own  stature ;  and  to  indifferent  eyes, 
a  change  has  passed  upon  all,  well  nigh 
sufficient  to  destroy  personal  identity.  But 
though  the  eye  admits  a  change,  the 
heart  does  not  Its  language  is,  "  This  is 
the  same,  the  very  same,  the  youthful 
guest  my  father  loved  to  welcome,  the 
chosen  companion  of  my  brother's  sportive 
hours,  the  associate  of  many  a  sunshiny 
day,  the  abetter  of  many  a  mirthful  scheme 
— in  one  word,  a  part  and  parcel  of  my 
own,  my  early  home."  Upon  that  Eng- 
Ush  monosyllable,  more  perhaps  has  been 
said  and  sung,  written  and  recited,  than 
on  any  other  word  in  the  language ;  but 
when  all  is  added  up  together,  it  falls  far 
short  in  eloquent  deecription,  of  what  is 
contained  in  a  single  smile,  in  one  look  of 
cordial  recognition,  from  an  old,  and  dear, 
and  long- lost  friend  of  our  eariy  home. 

It  seems  strange  that  where  all  the  dis- 
pensations of  God^s  providence,  however 
mysterious,  and  seemingly  severe,  are  not 
only  known  and  acknowledged,  hui  felt  to 
have  been  working  together  for  good,  and 
where  no  possible  portion  of  unmixed  and 
prolonged  earthly  happiness  would  bribe 
the  believer  to  become  again  what  he  was 
in  those  by-gone  years,  their  recollection 
should  be  still  so  very  sweet,  so  very  pre- 
cious to  the  heart  Yet  it  is  in  full  accor- 
dance with  the  spirit  of  our  just  and  com- 
prehensive form  of  thanksgiving,  where 
we  bless  our  heavenly  Father,  *•'  for  our 
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creation,  preservation,  and  all  the  bleseings 
of  this  life."  Even  in  the  days  of  spiritual 
darkness  and  thanJtiess  alienation  from 
God,  his  hand  was  over  us  for  good :  he 
caused  his  sun  to  shine,  and  his  rain  to  fall, 
for  our  enjoyment:  and,  in  the  eternal 
purposes  of  his  saving  mercy  to  the  ob- 
jects of  redeeming  love,  as  in  the  case  of 
Cyrus,  he  girded  us,  although  we  did  not 
know  him.  I  cannot  think  that  there  is 
anything  displeasing  to  God,  or  injurious 
to  spiritual  feeling,  in  thus  dierishing  the 
memory  of  the  past :  sure  I  am  that  it  is 
calculated  to  stir  us  up  to  earnest,  mutual 
prayer,  one  for  another;  and  when  we 
think  on  the  many  who  are  taken,  the  few 
who  survive,  the  number  of  years  that 
have  slipped  by  unimproved,  and  the  aw- 
ful uncertainty  of  what  remains,  we  ccui- 
not  stifle  the  solemn  call  to  "  work  while  it 
is  called  to-day :  for  the  night  cometh." 

Night  has  indeed  come — has  fallen  at 
noon — on  some  whose  morning  was  as 
cloudless  and  as  sweet  as  that  of  the  love- 
liest day  in  spring.  It  cannot  be  that  I 
■hould  now  refrain  from  once  more  revert- 
ing to  the  dearest  recollection  of  my  heart, 
to  one  who  was  so  truly  a  sharer  in  all  its 
thoughts,  its  troubles  and  its  joys,  that 
when,  as  now,  the  picture,  or  rather  the 
reality  of  those  early  days  has  been  viv- 
idly held  up  to  my  sight,  it  seems  a  mar- 
vel to  me  Uiat  I  should  be  enabled  to  ac- 
quiesce in  the  dispensation  that  so  ab- 
ruptly removed  him.  A  long  and  anxious 
quest  among  the  hawthorn  hedges,  even 
in  the  sunniest  spots,  sent  me  back  unsuc- 
cessful. The  flower  of  May  had  not  ven- 
tured to  expose  its  delicate  and  fragile 
clusters  to  so  uncongenial  an  atmosphere ; 
but  though  the  disappointment  saddened 
me,  I  am  content  that  the  flower  of  May 
should  become  a  flower  of  June ;  and  the 
simple  chaplet  long  since  chosen  to  com- 
memorate the  day  of  his  birth,  be  trans- 
ferred by  a  short  delay,  to  honour  the  day 
of  his  death. 

I  like  not  the  indiscriminate  application 
of  that  word :  -  where  the  sting  of  death  is 
taken  away,  its  character  is  changed. 
How  beautiful  is  the  expression  used  in 
reference  to  Stephen — "And  when  he 
had  thus  spoken,  he  fell  asleep."  The 
dissolution  of  the  body,  aAer  the  spirit 
has  left  it,  becomes  needful ;  and  there  is 
mercy,  seldom    considered    or   acknow- 


ledged, in  what  we  naturally  abhor  to 
think  of.  Did  the  body  remain  entire,  we 
could  not,  at  this  period  of  the  world, 
strike  a  spade  into  the  ground  without  in- 
vading the  sanctuary  of  its  ghastly  inhab- 
itants; and  every  populous  place  must, 
ailer  a  few  generations,  be  deserted  from 
mere  want  of  space  wherein  to  deposit 
them,  with  any  regard  to  the  common 
feelings  of  decency  and  natural  respect 
Terrible,  indeed,  and  horrible  would  be 
the  penal  sentence,  if,  in  returning  to  the 
dust,  the  body  did  not  also  become  dust 
Some,  to  be  sure  can  so  far  afibrd  and 
contrive  to  evade  the  common  doom,  as  to 
brick  up  their  departed  friends  in  vaults,  a 
miserable  exemption  to  the  general  rule. 
At  least,  so  I  regard  it ;  I  prefer  a  sanc- 
tuary that  is  inviolable,  because  altoge- 
ther undiscoverable,  save  to  the  eye  of 
Grod  alone.  His  people  "  fall  asleep,"  and 
then,  if  man  interpose  not,  he  "hides 
them,"  by  a  wonderful  process,  where 
none  can  find  them  again,  until  at  the 
great  consummation  of  all  things,  in  the 
exquisitely  sublime  words  of  Job,  which 
the  believer  may  confidently  take  up, 
"  Thou  shalt  call,  and  I  will  answer  thee : 
thou  wilt  have  a  desire  to  the  work  of 
thine  hands."  Yes  I  love  to  think  that  in 
putting  the  mortal  remains  of  a  precious 
object  into  the  ground,  I  do  especially 
commit  them  to  the  Lord,  allowing  him  to 
work  his  wondrous  and  gracious  will,  un- 
making what  he  made ;  re-uniting  it  with 
the  element  from  which  it  was  taken,  and 
reserving  to  himself  the  glory  of  gather- 
ing again  such  particles  as  shall  enter 
into  the  formation  of  the  spiritual  body, 
fVom  what  was  the  habitation  of  the  soul 
during  its  former  stage  of  existence.  '  I 
sometimes  think  that  very  few  do  really 
and  rightly  believe  in  that  splendid  mira- 
cle, the  resurrection  of  the  body:  the 
actual  rising  again  of  the  body  which  is 
buried :  the  appearance  of  men  in  their 
bodies  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ 
It  is  too  wonderful  for  us ;  we  cannot  at- 
tain unto  it :  but  we  are  not  therefore  ex- 
cused from  believing  it 

This  blossom — this  cluster  o(^  flowers, 
each  robed  in  delicate  white,  with  a  faint 
blush  of  equally  delicate  rose-colour,  and 
studded  with  a  perfect  grove  of  graceful 
stamens,  breathing  a  fragrance  dehciously 
in  unison  with  its  exquisite  appearance— 
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thie  hawthorn  blossom — whence  came  it? 
Last  year,  a  mound  of  clay  was  piled  up 
along  the  side  of  the  field,  to  form  a  bank, 
into  which  was  inserted  a  row  of  as  un- 
sightly sticks  as  could  well  be  seen :  and 
I  know  that  at  the  root  of  the  stick  decom- 
position took  place,  and  nothing  was  there 
but  black  earth,  cold  damps,  and  vege- 
table corruption.  Yet  it  can  be  proved  to 
demonstration  that  from  them  arose  this 
object  glorious  in  the  perfection  of  visible 
beauty,  without  a  trace  of  the  combination 
of  disagreeable  things  whence  it  sprang. 
I  know  that  instrumentally  the  sun  in  the 
firmament,  and  the  balmy  air  of  spring, 
wrought  the  change :  and  shall  I  concede 
to  the  weak  creatures  of  an  Almighty 
Hand,  a  power  which  I  deny  to  that  un- 
restrained Omnipotence  1  No,  most  lovely 
preacher;  my  heart  is  not  so  closed 
against  the  delicious  promise,  illustrated 
by  such  a  type;  and  while  the  Lord  in 
his  word  says  to  me,  "  Thy  brother  shall 
rise  again,"  no  less  surely  does  he,  in  his 
work,  show  me  that  what  shall  rise  is  the 
same  in  very  deed,  yet  with  a  body  given 
to  it  of  the  glory  of  which  we  can  form 
no  more  conception  than  he  who  had 
never  beheld  a  flower  could  have  formed 
of  what  should  spring  from  the  stick  thrust 
into  the  ground  last  year. 

With  this  in  prospect,  I  can  venture, 
yea,  delight  to  look  back;  and  while 
fondly  dwelling  on  the  early  scenes  of  our 
thoughtless  days,  can  say  of  each,  it  was 
a  link  in  the  chain  of  endless  mercies 
wrought  by  everlasting  love.  If  the 
strength  of  undivided  affection  adds  a 
pang  to  the  keen  sense  of  irreparable  loss, 
still  the  good  far  overbalances  the  evil.  It 
led  to  willing  service  and  to  fervent 
prayer,  while  either  could  avail  him;  it 
infuses  zeal  and  perseverance  into  duties 
fulfilled  for  his  sake,  and  in  his  stead,  to- 
wards objects  once  most  dear  to  his  heart. 
There  is  scarcely  a  recollection  inter- 
woven with  the  flower  of  May  that  does 
not  furnish  an  encouragement,  and  feed 
the  hope  which  maketh  not  ashamed,  by 
opening  more  and  more  the  faithfulness 
of  him  who  hath  promised.  Is  the  con- 
templation one  of  early  enjoyment,  un- 
mingled  with  a  tear,  unchecked  by  a 
frown,  when  all  went  well  with  me  even 
as,  in  the  blindness  of  the  natural  heart,  I 
desired  it  to  be?    I  read  in  that  retro- 


spection   the    necessity   for   subseqnent 
chastisement,  and  learn  to  adore  the  love 
that  followed  me  through  every  perverse 
and  wilful  track,  applying  the  scourge, 
until  the  wanderer,  brought  home  to  the 
fold,  desired  to  stray  no  more.    Does  the 
image  of  my  companion  rise  before  me, 
in  all  the  countless  combinations  that  can- 
not be  forgotten  ?    I  ponder  on  the  mercy 
that  watched  and  warded  every  danger 
and  led  him  through  the  successive  battle 
fields  of  a  protracted  warfkre,  untouched 
by  hostile  arm,  while  many  a  comrade  fell 
before  his  eyes,  and  eu'mies  were  mowed 
down  beside  him.     A  work  was  to  be 
wrought  in  him,  and  Grod  would  glorify 
himself,  alike  by  prolonging  life  in  the 
midst  of  hourly  perils,  and  by  terminating 
it  in  the  moment  of  peace  and  security. 
The  artist's  skill  is  never  so  highly  appre- 
ciated as  when  he  has  succeeded  in  pour- 
tray  ing  an  object  beloved  by  oursc^lves: 
should  not  the  glorious  worlananship  of 
the  Most  High  call  forth  a  song  of  louder 
praise,  when  his  renewing   power   has 
stamped  with  the  impress  of  immortal  life 
a  soul  naturally  dear  to  us  as  our  own? 
We  should  not  hear  so  many  idle  changes 
rung  on  the  perverted  word  idolatry,  as 
applied  to  the  indulgence  of  our  natural 
afiection — or,  at  least,  we  should  not  so 
much   heed   them, — if  we   marked    the 
stimulus    thereby  given   to    intercessory 
prayer,  and  thankful  acknowledgment  on 
behalf  of  our  brethren.    "  Oh,  that  Ish- 
mael  might  live  before  thee!'*  was  the 
ejaculation  of  parental  love ;  and  at  the 
end  of  more  than  thirty-six  centuries  we 
see  the  still  unconquered  Arab  enjoying 
the  fulfilment  of  God's  gracious  answer  to 
that  prayer.  ^ 

Fearfully  and  wonderfully  made  as  we 
are  in  every  respect,  there  is  nothing  more 
astonishing  to  me  than  the  phenomena  of 
memory.  An  event  occurs,  or  a  remark 
is  made,  and  for  years  the  circumstance  is 
forgotten ;  it  seems  to  be  utterly  blotted 
out,  and  consigned  to  oblivion,  but  it  re- 
mains, with  all  its  associations,  so  faith- 
fully preserved  that  when  unexpectedly 
recalled  it  comes  not  alone — it  brings  a 
host  of  touching  recollections,  aggrava- 
ting, perhaps,  the  bitterness  of  loss,  while 
it  soothes  the  bereaved  bosom  by  adding 
to  its  store  of  ideal  treasures,  and  melan- 
choly delights.    The  only  things  that  we 
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seem  able  utterly  to  forget  are  God's  mer- 
cies and  our  own  sins ;  for  all  besides,  we 
have  a  ready  place  in  that  amazing  or- 
gan, memory. 

I  cannot  put  the  hawthorn  blossom  by 
for  any  flower  that  blows.  Its  very  pro- 
fusion endears  it,  meeting  me  in  every 
path  with  a  joyous  smiling  aspect,  like 
that  which  it  commemorates ;  and  mark- 
ing the  mo^t  beauteous  season  of  the 
year,  and  disappearing  when  all  seems  to 
promise  a  long  reign  of  flowers.  And 
what  shall  supply  its  place  ?  The  wild- 
rose  of  the  edge  is  fkir,  but  too  eva- 
nescent; the  straggling  honey-suckle  is 
sweet,  but  it  wants  the  sprightly  grace  of 
the  May-flower.  I  must  not  repine,  sur- 
rounded by  so  many  varied  gif>8  of  the 
same  bounteous  hand,  because  one  is 
taken  away:  but  though  I  may  not  re- 
pine, I  cannot  forget  The  Lord  gave, 
and  I  blessed  his  name  for  it :  he  resumed 
the  boon,  and  I  was  able  to  bless  him  for 
that  also,  because  I  knew  it  to  be  best, 
since  he  willed  it ;  and  I  knew  also  that  he 
took  away,  not  cast  away,  the  treasure  of 
my  heart  It  was  not  scattered  to  the 
wind  like  the  petals  of  a  flower,  but  ga- 
thered into  the  gamer  as  winnowed  wheat, 
reserved  for  the  Master^s  use.  Can  we 
ioolc  abroad  upon  this  world  of  storms, 
and  regret  that  our  harvest  is  safely 
housed  ?  Can  we  hear  the  frequent  voice 
of  sorrow  and  sighing  and  lament  that 
some  beloved  object  has  gained  the  place 
where  they  are  compelled  to  flee  away  ? 
The  ripening  berries  of  the  hawthorn 
bush,  reserved  as  a  winter  store  to  fbed 
the  little  birds  of  heaven,  read  a  lesson 
fh)m  the  very  stalks  where  those  sweet 
blossoms  smiled.  They  tell  me  of  a  no- 
bler purpose  in  the  works  of  God  than 
•elfish  man  would  appoint :  and  the  small 
portion  of  his  ways  that  we  may  now  dis- 
cern is  but  a  part  of  that  vast  and  uniform 
design  which  shall,  hereafler,  be  fully  un- 
folded, to  the  joy  of  his  people  and  the 
glory  of  his  name. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE  TELLOW   BROOM. 

Among  the  many  truths  to  which  it 
would  be  our  wisdom  and  happiness  to 
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pay  more  regard  than  we  do,  is  this :  that 
every  thing  has  its  bright  side — sin  only 
excepted.  Within  the  range  of  a  small 
neighbourhood,  oflen  of  a  single  family, 
we  meet  with  individuals  whose  mode  of 
viewing  the  ordinary  occurrences  of  life  is 
so  dissimilar,  as  oflen  to  invest  the  same 
event  or  circumstance  with  two  characters, 
as  distinct  as  sunshine  and  gloom.  A  nat- 
urally cheerful  and  sanguine  temper  will 
find  in  almost  every  thing  somewhat  to  be 
pleased  with  ;  a  truly  spiritual  one  some- 
thing for  which  to  be  thankful :  and  when 
both  are  united,  the  joyousness  that 
abounds  is  delightful — to  its  possessor  at 
least — while  the  command,  so  hard  to 
some  mourning  spirits,  **  Rejoice  alwajrs," 
is  anything  but  a  grievous  one.  A  cold, 
dreary,  leafless  ^ring,  succeeded  by  a 
sudden  burst  of  summer,  is  a  fruitful 
theme  to  those  whose  favourite  point  of 
view  is  not  the  fairest  side.  "Here  we 
are  transferred  at  once  fVom  the  rough 
blasts  of  the  north-easter  to  hot  scorching 
rays,  without  any  gradations  of  tempera- 
ture. No  spring  showers,  no  light  and 
genial  zephyrs,  no  succession  of  plants  in 
their  season,  but  a  rude,  abrupt  jump  from 
the  mufis  and  boas  of^  February  to  the 
gauzes  of  July.  How  miserable  !"  So 
sighs  one  portion  of  the  gentle  community; 
while  the  other  exclaims,  "  What  a  rare 
collection  of  sweets  and  beauties  seldom 
grouped  together !  The  lilac  and  labur- 
num mii^gling  their  blossoms  with  the  rose. 
Spring  has  worn  a  sombre  mantle,  only 
that  her  younger  sister  might  sparkle  for 
once  doubly  gay  in  her  borrowed  gems. 
We  are  like  voyagers,  wafled  on  with  un- 
conscious rapidity  from  a  frigid  to  a  genial 
clime,  fbrgetting  in  the  brilliant  beams 
around  us  the  shivering  discomfort  of  last 
week ;  or  only  remembering  it  to  enhance 
the  delight  of  basking  beneath  such  a  sky." 
Which  of  these  parties  is  the  wiser,  it 
might  be  presumptuous  to  decide :  but  the 
latter  unquestionably  is  the  more  happy. 
Not  far  from  my  cottage  door  grows  a 
shrub,  or  rather  a  tree,  of  sunny  character 
and  beauteous  aspect  on  which  I  cannot 
look  and  be  sad.  It  is  one  of  the  many 
graceful  things  that  spring  up,  spontane- 
ously, in  the  wilder  tracks  of  our  English 
garden ;  and  the  person  who  can  pass  it 
by  unnoticed  is  more  difficult  to  please 
than  I  am.    The  Broom,  with  its  irrega* 
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lar  stem,  its  capricious  twists,  and  wild, 
straggling  shoots,  thrown  out,  as  it  were 
at  random,  yet  never  failing  to  form  a 
wand  of  striking  elegance,  marked  by  the 
small,  but  exquisitely-shaped  blossom  of 
defeply  shaded  yellow — this  Broom  seems 
quite  a  character  among  the  trees;  and 
when  I  study  that  character,  I  find  its  pro- 
minent points  to  be  independence,  decision, 
vigour,  and  a  beauty  alike  profuse,  unique, 
and  eccentric.  Let  it  be  remembered  I 
am  not  speaking  of  a  shrub,  such  as  the 
gardener  permits,  here  and  there,  to  attain 
a  certain  height  for  tlie  diversifying  of  his 
well-tutored  array:  but  of  a  tree,  some 
eight  or  nine  feet  high,  rampant  in  health- 
ful freedom,  and  stooping  with  patriarchal 
dignity  to  touch  my  head  as  I  pass  below. 

The  Yellow  Broom  was  always  a  fa- 
vourite with  me ;  and  all  its  aspociations 
were  sunshiny  like  its  blossom.  They  are 
not  the  less  so  now,  that,  having  found  a 
very  fitting  antitype  for  it,  I  am  obliged 
to  look  far  beyond  the  tops  of  much  higher 
trees  towards  his  present  abode.  His 
memory  will,  indeed,  bring  a  tear  to  the 
eye,  but  never  unaccompanied  with  a 
smile  from  the  gladdened  heart.  What 
he  was  to  me  and  hundreds  more,  can 
never  be  forgotten  by  us :  what  he  is  in 
the  full  enjoyment  of  all  that  his  soul  long 
panted  afler,  forms  a  contemplation  most 
delicious  to  those  who  know  how  in  this 
tabernacle  he  groaned,  being  burdened. 
Burdened  with  much  sufifering  from  bodily 
infirmity:  with  more  anguish  of  spirit, 
from  the  clearness  of  his  views  on  tlie  sub- 
ject of  England's  waning  star.  It  would 
be  idle  to  throw  a  flimsy  veil  over  the  per- 
son alluded  to :  unworthy  of  the  name  of 
Howels,  to  shrink  fVom  inscribing  it,  even 
on  this  humble  page. 

I  had  a  dread  of  running  after  popular 
preachers,  and  was  also,  in  some  measure, 
infected  by  prejudices,  the  holders  of 
which,  like  myself,  knew  not  the  man 
whom  they  dispraised.  Accordingly,  my 
first  visit  to  Long-acre  chapel  was  made 
•rather  in  compliance  with  the  usage  of  the 
family  whose  guest  I  then  was,  than  from 
choice.  It  so  happened  that  in  the  morn- 
ing's discourse  he  uttered  a  sentiment  at 
once  so  just  and  so  little  calculated  to  flat- 
ter his  hearers,  that  it  completely  riveted 
my  attention.  He  said  that  of  all  charac- 
ters, he  knew  none  more  deeply  to  be 


commiserated  than  a  young  man  of  piety, 
talent,  and  eloquence,  placed  in  one  of  the 
metropolitan  pulpits :  for  that  surrounded 
by  an  admiring  London  congregation,  and 
greeted  with  their  applauding  eulogies, 
he  would  soon  find  himself  in  the  plight  of 
a  man  embraced  by  a  bear — crushed  by 
the  emimai's  deadly  clasp,  and  stifled  with 
its  poisonous  breath.  '^This  minister," 
thought  I,  as  the  energetic  denunciation 
reached  me,  ^^  can  hardly  be  in  the  habit 
of  prophesying  smooth  things  to  his  flock." 
I  secretly  wished  that  he  would  take  up  a 
subject  on  which  I  was,  at  the  time,  much 
exercised :  the  extraordinary  proceedings 
then  commencing  among  the  followers  of 
Mr.  Irving.  I  was  gratified:  the  untold 
wish  was  fulfilled ;  on  that  ssmie  evening 
Howels  fully  entered  upon  the  question ; 
and  God  made  him  the  blessed  means  of 
so  far  settling  my  mind  that,  even  under 
circumstances  of  peculiar  trial  and  tempt- 
ation, it  never  again  wavered.  The  de- 
lusion was  revealed  under  the  strong  light 
of  opposing  truth ;  and  the  snare  so  efiec- 
tually  broken  that  it  could  not  be  repaired. 

From  that  time  I  cannot  tax  myself  with 
having  sought  for  other  teaching,  when 
Long-acre  was  within  my  reach.  Many  a 
walk  have  I  taken,  of  three  or  four  miles, 
through  all  the  varieties  of  an  inclement 
winter,  to  partake  of  its  good  things :  for  I 
never  deemed  the  privilege  of  his,  or  any 
other  ministry,  an  excuse  for  entering  a 
carriage  on  the  Lord's  day.  I  never 
added  the  weight  of  my  body  to  the  bur- 
dens so  cruelly  and  unlawfully  laid  on 
cattle,  to  whom  the  Lord  has  graciously 
extended  the  boon  of  the  seventh  day's 
rest  For  this  I  desire  to  be  most  thank- 
ful, for  the  temptation  was  certainly  great; 
and  there  was  no  lack  of  plausible  eva- 
sions, suggested  by  friends  who,  having 
persuaded  themselves,  would  fain  have 
persuaded  roe  also,  that  they  were  guilty 
of  no  inconsistency  in  riding  to  church  to 
hear  God's  prohibition  against  their  so 
doing — nor  of  trifling  with  Him  in  prayer 
for  grace  to  keep  a  law  which  they  had 
made  deliberate  preparations  for  breaking 
within  an  hour  afterwards. 

I  have  alluded  to  the  bodily  sufferings  of 
our  valued  pastor:  they  were  great  and 
grevious.  If  his  flock  had  known  what  he 
sometimes  underwent,  whhe  preparing 
their  Sabbath  feast,  they  would  even  have 
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preferred  to  remain  unfed.  But  he  waa 
then — to  use  his  own  beautiful  compari- 
son, '^  an  out-door  servant,  exposed  to 
wind  and  rain."  Rough,  indeed,  were  the 
gales  that  shook,  and  pitiless  the  torrents 
that  overwhelmed  that  uncomplaining  ser- 
vant :  and  oden,  while  his  acknowledged 
singularities  provoked  the  good-humoured 
smile,  or  furnished  an  excuse  for  the  mock- 
ing laugh,  in  the  many  circles  where  he 
formed  a  frequent  topic  of  discourse,  the 
object  of  their  free  remarks  was  lying 
stretched  out  on  the  hard  floor  of  his  re- 
tired lodging,  seeking,  in  that  position,  a 
temporary  relief  from  racking  pain,  brought 
on  by  unreserved  devotion  to  his  duties, — 
efforts  far  beyond  his  physical  strength — 
and  pleading  with  Qod  for  their  souls. 
Exquisitely  alive  to  every  touch,  he 
writhed  where  another  would  not  have 
winced  from  ihe  rough  contact  of  spirits 
less  acutely  sensitive :  while  the  unaffected 
lowliness  of  his  character,  joined  with  a 
delicacy  that  few  could  appreciate,  threw 
a  veil  over  feelings  that  a  more  common 
mind  would  have  gloried  in  parading  be- 
fore men.  Modem  refinement  sometimes 
questioned  concerning  him,  as  it  does  re- 
specting the  yellow  Broom,  whether  a 
plant  so  simply  natural,  so  meet  to  grace 
the  wild  heath,  was  adapted  to  shine 
among  its  fantastic  selections:  and  simi- 
lar was  the  result  The  eye  of  true  taste 
never  failed  to  recognize  in  the  one,  as  in 
the  other,  a  cluster  of  living  gold,  not  to 
be  vied  with  by  one  of  a  hundred  aspirants. 
For  this  delicacy  of  body  and  suscepti- 
bility of  mind  the  days  in  which  my  be- 
loved friend  shone  as  a  light  among  us 
were  too  exciting.  Within  a  short  space 
of  time,  he  saw  the  glory  of  his  adored 
Redeemer  sullied  by  the  creeping  in,  to 
the  very  bosom  of  the  church,  of  a  heresy, 
alike  subtle,  seductive,  and  ruinous.  To 
Howels  it  was  horror  unspeakable,  it  was 
anguish  intolerable,  to  hear  of  a  whisper 
breathed  against  the  sinless  nature  of  the 
holy,  harmless,  undefiled  One,  who  was  all 
his  salvation,  and  all  his  desire.  He  en- 
tered not  upon  that  controversy  in  the 
spirit  of  a  theological  disputant,  coolly  se- 
lecting his  weapons  to  combat  an  error ; 
but  as  a  disciple,  combining  the  love  of 
John  with  the  zeal  of  Peter,  emxious  to 
throw  himself  between  his  beloved  Lord 
and  the  shame  and  spitting  wherewith  bis 


enemies  assailed  Him.  The  fiery  torrent 
of  awful  reproof  tliat  sometimes  burst  from 
his  lips  on  this  subject  was  not  the  studied 
language  of  a  well-stored  head,  but  the 
overboiling  of  a  heart  inflamed  with  holy 
indignation,  ready  to  exclaim,  "The  re- 
bukes of  them  that  rebuked  Thee  have 
fallen  upon  me."  How  many  his  faithful 
and  fervent  exhortations  were  the  means 
of  preserving  from  that  snare,  cannot  be 
computed ;  I  can  only  answer  for  myself) 
that  I  was  one  for  whom,  in  this  respect, 
his  labour  was  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord. 

But  another  cause — if  it  may  be  called 
another — was  dear  to  him  as  his  own 
soul ;  the  cause  of  Christ,  as  Involved  in 
the  Protestantism  of  our  country.    His  pe- 
culiar gift  might  be  said  to  be  the  discern- 
ing of  spirits :  he  could  detect  Antichrist 
under  any  disguise,  and  never  failed  to 
expose  and  denounce  him,  whether  ap- 
pearing as  the  open  denier  of  our  blessed 
Lord's  proper  divinity,  or  as  the  more 
specious  impugner  of  his   spotless   hu- 
manity.   But  the  papal  Antichrist  was 
never  out  of  his  keen  view.    Whatever 
prey  his  vigilant  mind  had  started  to  run 
down,  that  great  mystery  of  inquity  could 
not  escape.    The  very  soul  of  John  Phil- 
pot,  or  of  Rowland  Taylor,  seemed   to 
have  passed  into  his  body :  and  when  the 
flagon  of  England's  growing  iniquity  was 
replenished  from  the  golden  cup  of  the  ac- 
cursed harlot,  received  into  a  God-defying 
alliance  with  our  ungrateful,  apostatizing 
state,  it  is  well  known  that  Howels'  life 
nearly  fell  a  sacrifice  to  the  intensity  of 
his  grief  and  indignation ;  and  when  he 
had  so  far  subdued  the  bitterness  of  ex- 
cited feelings  as  to  venture  on  an  allu- 
sion in  the  pulpit  to  what  was  then  past 
recall,  those  who  heard  him,  and  they 
alone,  might  form  some  judgment  as  to 
his  anticipations  of  what  should  follow 
upon  that  flagrant  national  sin.     I  cannot 
dwell  on  this  subject,  for  it  bums  my  very 
heart,  even  as  it  burnt  h'w:  but  this  I  may 
say,  that  if,  through  the  good  hand  of  my 
God  upon  a  most  weak  and  worthless  in- 
stmment,  these  poor  pages  are  ever  made 
serviceable  to  the  sacred  cause  of  Protest- 
antism, I  would  desire  to  thank  Him,  that 
in  the  order  of  his  providential  dispensa- 
tions he  sent  me  to  sit  under  the  ministry 
of  his   dear    servant,  William  Howels, 
The  principle  had  indeed  taken  very  deep 
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and  strong  root  in  my  mind  before  I  was 
thus  privileged:  but  at  Long-acre  v/ss 
the  lesson  learned  of  a  bold,  unhesitating, 
uncompromising  avowal  before  men  and 
in  despite  of  man,  of  my  own  convictions. 
To  the  very  last  did  our  teacher  maintain 
his  loud  protest  against  the  abomination 
that  maketh  desolate,  standing  where  it 
ought  not :  and  I  pray  for  grace,  at  my 
humble  distance,  so  to  follow  his  example, 
that  power  to  wield  a  pen  may  be  vouch- 
safed to  me  no  longer  than  while  that  pen 
is  guided  to  bring  before  the  eyes  of  my 
beloved  countrywomen  the  exceeding  ini- 
quity of  even  a  tacit  connivance  at  the  ra- 
pid overspread  of  that  desolating  abomi- 
nation. Howels  does  not  now  lament 
that  he  wrought  so  diligently,  bearing  the 
burden  and  heat  of  the  day :  the  in-door 
servant,  housed  and  sheltered,  and  ca- 
ressed in  his  Lord's  presence,  regrets  not 
that  he  met  the  blast,  and  bided  the  pelt- 
ing storm  while  tending  the  flock  on  a 
dreary  waste. 

Decision  is  a  noble  thing :  it  formed  the 
crown  of  Howele'  character.  His  sole  ob- 
ject was  to  glorify  God,  and  a  more  deci- 
ded course  no  man  could  take  than  he  did 
in  pursuit  of  that  object  My  yellow 
Broom-tree  seems  resolved  to  rise  as  high, 
to  spread  as  wide,  and  to  put  forth  as 
many  blossoms  as  it  possibly  can.  To 
this  is  owing  its  dissimilarity  from  the 
more  timid  shrubs  of  its  extensive  race. 
It  is  not,  1  grant,  so  well  drilled  as  they, 
nor  BO  trim  in  outer  aspect;  but  it  is  a 
tree^  while  they  are  only  buslies — it  shel- 
ters my  head,  when  they  can  but  please 
the  eye :  and  compels  me,  whenever  I 
gaze  on  it,  to  look  towards  heaven.  Alas ! 
how  oAen  do  we  stop  short  of  tliat  mark, 
when  delighting  in  the  plants  we  love. 
Even  Howels  had  those  among  his  con- 
stant hearers  to  whom  his  eloquence 
afforded  an  intellectual  feast,  without 
reaching  their  hearts,  or  influencing  their 
lives ;  and  how  many  whose  consciences 
bear  them  testimony  that  such  was  not 
their  case,  have  to  lament,  with  me,  over 
their  comparative  unfruitfulness,  while 
tended  and  watered  by  his  careful  hand ! 
We  were  sometimes  accused  of  idolizing 
him,  just  as  I  am  taxed  with  making  an 
idol  of  my  garden.  It  is  untrue:  like 
the  beauteous  flowers  and  juicy  fruits,  we 
received  him  as  a  gift  from  God !  but  we 


did  not  prize  him  half  enough,  nor  were 
within  any  measure  so  thankful  as  we  ought 
to  have  been.  He  brought  us  a  message, 
and  left  it,  though  like  a  shadow,  the  be- 
loved messenger  departed  from  our  sight 
We  shall  yet  know  more  fully  than  now 
we  do  that  there  hath  been  a  prophet 
among  us.  The  Lord  mercifully  spared 
him  the  anguish  of  witnessing  the  rapid 
fulfilment  of  his  own  reluctant  predictions. 
He  saw  the  cloud,  when  no  bigger  than  a 
man's  hand — the  hand  that  signed  away 
our  national  faith — and  knew  that  the  sl^ 
would  shortly  be  overcast,  and  a  torrent 
descend,  not  to  refresh  a  parched  land, 
but  to  deluge  and  ravage  a  guilty  one. 
He  girded  up  his  loins,  and  was  taken 
away  from  the  evil  to  come,  to  a  place 
where  the  joyousness  of  his  unfettered 
spirit  knows  no  cloud,  no  doubt,  no  fear ; 
where  he  dives  unchecked  into  the  depth 
of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and 
knowledge  of  God ;  and  sees,  what  before 
he  was  enabled  to  believe,  how  in  despite 
of  Satan  and  his  thousand  wiles,  all  things 
are  working  together  for  the  glory  of  his 
heavenly  king,  and  the  good  of  those  who 
love  Him. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 

THE   widow's   tale. 

To  write  on  Flowers  appears  no  difli- 
cult  task  when  the  whole  earth  teeming 
with  them  presents  one  gorgeous  carpet 
of  rich  dyes  and  exquisite  design.  On  the 
present  occasion  it  is  only  difficult  from 
the  overpowering  emotion  that  accompa- 
nies the  contemplation — the  bewildering 
delight  with  which  I  look  abroad  upon  the 
glowing  scene.  The  flowers  are  scat- 
tered around  me  in  wild  profusion,  always 
sweet,  always  pleasant  to  my  eye:  how 
much  more  so  now,  when  every  one  that 
I  look  on  has  its  root  fixed  in  the  green 
sod  of  dear  Erin,  and  the  welcome,  which 
they  smile  upon  me  is  the  ^  cead-TnUle- 
faUth^^  of  that  hospitable  land  !  Years 
have  rolled  by  in  lengthened  exile,  until  I 
verily  thought  I  was  never  more  to  gaze 
upon  her  fair  fields,  never  more  to  taste 
the  balmy  breath  of  her  zephyrs — but, 
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thrown  at  a  long  dUtance,  to  love  her  and 
to  work  for  her  alone.  It  is  not  eo.  I  am 
feasting  in  all  the  luxury  that  my  heart 
can  desire:  her  magnificent  mountains 
rise  before  me,  in  endless  gradations  of 
height,  form,  and  distance,  shutting  me  in, 
as  it  were,  a  most  willing  captive,  dread- 
ing nothing  but  dehverance  from  my 
beautiful  prison.  The  long  hedge-row 
stretches  away  where  the  golden  furze 
retains  many  a  cluster  of  bright  blossoms, 
intermingled  with  a  profusion  of  honey- 
suckle, wild-roses,  and  the  ever-precious 
flower  of  May,  which  seems  to  have  lin- 
gered thus  long  to  add  an  endearment  to 
my  welcome.  The  stately  fox-glove  rising 
from  the  bank  below,  intersperses  its  rich 
depth  of  tint,  while  the  smaller  flowers 
that  lie  basking  in  the  beam  actually  defy 
enumeration.  Then  the  pure,  cold,  eme- 
rald green,  mantling  the  earth  beyond; 
the  lovely  abundance  of  delicate  foliage 
in  some  wooded  spots,  the  deep,  steady 
flow  of  the  majestic  Slaney^  as  it  widens 
towards  the  sea;  tlie  mighty  relics  of 
sterner  days,  frowning,  even  in  ruin,  defi- 
ance from  their  rocky  heights ;  all  these, 
and  much  more  have  combined  to  fill  my 
spirit  with  an  enjoyment  tliat  derives  its 
highest  zest  from  the  consciousness  that 
it  is  upon  Erin  my  eye  rests,  and  the  tear 
of  delight  that  often  dims  it,  springs  from 
a  source  unknown  to  any  but  tliose,  who 
have  learned  to  love  and  to  mourn  over  her 
as  I  have  done. 

Alas!  who  can  love  her,  and  not 
mourn?  Ireland  is,  in  natural  beauty, 
the  garden  of  Eden :  in  the  spiritual  deso- 
lation of  her  native  race,  a  howling  wil- 
derness. Look  on  the  former,  and  all  is 
harmonious  loveliness,  towering  sublimity, 
unequalled  grace :  examine  the  latter,  and 
your  heart  will  quail  before  the  horrors  of 
that  midnight  gloom  which  wraps  the 
souls  and  perverts  the  minds  of  her  chil- 
dren. I  speak  of  those  who  lie  beneath 
the  yoke  of  bondage,  beguiled  by  the 
mystery  of  iniquity ;  the  miserable  tools 
of  an  incendiary  priesthood,  taught  to  sat- 
urate the  earth  which  bears  them  with 
the  blood  of  their  best  friends,  and  to  resist, 
as  an  intolerable  evil,  tlie  only  sure  means 
of  their  temporal  and  eternal  welfare. 

The  tales  that  are  told  of  scenes  yet 
fresh  in  the  memory  of  some  in  almost 
every  village  are  harrowing :  and,  in  illus- 


tration of  this,  I  will  relate  a  story,  exactly 
as  I  received  it  on  the  spot  where  the 
event  occurred.  It  has  added  another  to 
my  reminiscences,  calculated  to  stir  up 
the  most  sluggish  spirit  on  behalf  of  these 
deluded  beings  whom  the  present  policy 
of  infatuated  England  is  delivering  over, 
in  ten-fold  helplessness  and  hopelessness, 
to  tlie  grasp  of  the  destroyer. 

I  had  long  wished  to  visit  the  spot, 
where  through  Grod's  mercy,  the  terrible 
rebellion  of  the  year  1798  was  stayed, 
though  at  a  fearful  cost  of  life ;  and  the 
priest-led  troops  of  insurgents  utterly 
routed  had  abandoned  the  field,  never 
again  to  assemble  in  any  force.  It  was  a 
lovely  morning  that  my  wish  was  grati- 
fied, and  we  started  for  Vinegar-hilL 
The  road,  wild  and  rough,  lay  through  a 
beautiful  track  of  country,  diversified  with 
mountGtin,  field,  and  grove,  to  almost  all 
of  which  belonged  some  tale  of  blood.  At 
one  spot  it  was  remarkable,  displaying  to 
the  left  a  field  completely  overspread  with 
Heartsease,  the  little  innocent  flower 
smiling  sweetly  to  the  sun,  while,  on  the 
right,  beneath  the  shade  of  a  few  trees, 
stood  a  solitary  tomb,  the  tenant  of  which 
had  been  there  murdered  and  buried. 
His  only  oficnce  was  Protestantism.  It 
was  here  that  one  of  my  companions  re- 
lated the  circumstances  of  the  widow's 
tale  which  I  am  about  to  repeat :  and  at 
my  request  he  took  me  straightway  to  her 
cottage,  where,  while  her  aged  cheek 
burned  with  the  fever  of  eicited  feelings, 
and  the  tear  that  would  start  seemed  to 
be  dried  in  the  glow  of  her  bitter  indigna- 
tion, she  confirmed,  in  her  own  energetic 
language,  the  history  of  her  terrible  sufier- 
ings. 

She  was  the  mother  of  nine  living  chil- 
dren, and  in  present  expectation  of  giving 
birtli  to  the  fourteen tli  of  her  oflspring, 
when  the  town  where  she  lived  was  taken 
possession  of  by  the  rebel  force.  The 
husband,  a  loyal  Protestant,  fell  into  their 
hands,  and  was  conveyed  to  Vinegar-hill, 
hard  by.  Thither  she  followed  to  seek 
him ;  and  hearing  a  simultaneous  shot,  in 
a  place  where  some  hundreds  of  the  rebels 
formed  a  ring,  she  broke  at  once  tlirough 
it,  and  found  a  man,  seemingly  lifeless, 
extended  on  the  ground — it  was  her  hus- 
band ;  and  the  dit^charge  that  she  had 
heard  was   the    deliberate  act  of  cold- 
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blooded  murder.  She  threw  herself  upon 
the  bleeding  body,  in  time  to  receive  the 
last  farewell  of  her  husband,  who  imme- 
diately expired.  When  the  first  agony  of 
her  grief  had  a  little  subsided,  she  humbly 
begged  the  corpse  of  its  butchers,  but  was 
refused,  and  threatened  with  a  similar  fate, 
unless  she  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  afler 
their  fashion,  in  token  of  renouncing  her 
faith :  but  no  menace  could  prevail  upon 
her  to  do  this.  Several  priests  came  for- 
ward, trying  every  method  of  persuasion 
and  intimidation,  but  all  was  vain.  She 
then  requested  of  them,  as  the  greatest 
mercy  they  could  show,  to  bring  her  nine 
children,  to  put  them  to  death  with  her, 
and  to  throw  all  their  bodies  into  the  same 
pit  However,  they  drove  her  away ;  and 
after  a  long  watch,  seeing  them  disperse, 
she  returned  to  the  spot  where  she  found 
her  husband  still  lying,  cold  and  stiff:  she 
then  hastened  back  to  the  town,  in  search 
of  a  carriage ;  but  all  her  efforts  could  not 
procure  a  horse,  nor  any  animal  to  draw 
the  car  which  a  neighbour  allowed  her 
to  take  from  his  shed.  She  waited  till 
nightfall,  then  took  her  three  eldest  boys 
and  two  girls,  and  by  hard  labour,  three 
pulling  and  three  pushing  the  car,  they 
got  it  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  placed  tlie 
murdered  body  in  it,  and  managing  the 
yet  more  difficult  descent,  conveyed  the 
husband  and  father  to  his  desolate  home, 
where  they  could  indulge  the  agony  of 
their  hearts  over  the  mutilated  remains. 

But,  among  the  Irish  poor,  nothing  is 
deemed  bo  important  as  a  burial :  to  let  a 
friend  remain  uncoffined  is,  in  their  sight, 
a  heinous  sin.  The  wretched  widow 
again  sallied  forth,  and  sought  by  every 
means  to  procure  a  cofHn :  it  was  impossi- 
ble— no  one  could  have  dared  to  make  it 
for  such  a  purpose,  however  well  incliqed ; 
for  the  rebel  force  was  encamped  on  the 
hill,  and  had  unresisted  possession  of  the 
town.  Love,  however,  would  not  be 
baffled,  when  the  dearest  object  of  its  de- 
votion called  for  the  last  service  that  could 
be  rendered ;  she  looked  about,  and  at  last 
fixed  on  the  best  piece  of  furniture  she 
possessed,  a  settle-bed,  so  formed  as  to 
afford  a  couch  by  night,  a  seat  by  day. 
She  brought  an  axe,  chopped  off  the  legs 
and  other  appendages  of  the  bedstead,  and 
leaving  only  what  supplied  a  sort  of  chest, 
to  hold  the  bedding  when  not  in  use,  she 


there  deposited  the  body,  carefully  cloned 
it  down,  and  at  midnight,  assisted  by  her 
children,  all  of  whom  were  young,  she  got 
the  box  upon  the  car,  moved  it  on  as  be- 
fore by  their  united  strength,  and  convey- 
ing it  to  the  Protestant  burying-ground, 
they  there  dug  a  grave,  and  under  the 
gloomy  sky  of  midnight,  not  daring  even 
to  let  a  plaint  be  heard,  they  laid  the  pre- 
cious burthen  down  in  its  silent  habitation, 
filled  up  the  space,  and  returned  to  find 
their  little  cottage  completely  occupied  by 
the  rebel  troops,  who  called  the  exhausted 
and  heart-broken  mourners  to  cook  their 
food,  and  attend  on  them. 

This  event  could  hardly  have  been  for- 
gotten under  any  circumstances;  but  it 
appears  that,  not  more  than  three  months 
ago,  one  of  the  family  being  buried,  the 
grave  was  dug  on  the  precise  spot  where 
the  murdered  man  had  been  laid :  and  the 
old  settle-bed  was  found,  afler  the  lapse  of 
thirty-nine  years,  in  such  preservation  as 
to  identify  it  at  once.  I  cannot  doubt  that 
to  this  circumstance  was  attributable  some 
of  the  deep  and  vivid  feeling  of  the  old 
woman,  who  seemed  to  dwell  upon  the  re- 
cital as  of  a  thing  of  yesterday.  I  could 
not  but,  in  my  heart,  re-echo  her  fervent 
expressions  of  attachment  to  the  cause  in 
which  she  had  suflTered  so  bitterly,  but  I 
spoke  to  her  of  the  forgiving  love  of  Christ, 
and  sought  to  win  her  from  the  poignancy 
of  her  recollections,  probably  with  little 
success :  and  when,  almost  immediately 
aderwards,  I  found  myself  labouring  up 
the  difficult  ascent  where  she  and  her  poor 
children  had  forced  the  car  along,  I  could 
not  but  marvel  at  the  force  of  that  affec- 
tion, surviving  the  life  of  its  object,  and 
braving  the  sanguinary  vengeance  of  a 
jealous  foe,  to  achieve  what  seemed  almost 
an  impossibiliiy.  The  hill  is  very  steep, 
much  interspersed  with  rock ;  and  on  its 
summit  is  a  perfect  ridge  of  that  substance, 
rising  to  a  considerable  height,  and  afford- 
ing on  its  flat  termination  a  fine  post  for 
overlooking  both  the  town  and  the  sur- 
rounding country  for  many  a  long  mile. 
To  the  right  of  tliis  ridge  stands  a  ruin, 
formerly  a  windmill,  of  which  only  a  dilap- 
idated tower  of  brick-work  remains.  This 
was  perfect  in  1798,  and  contained  two 
stories;  it  was  used  as  a  prison  for  the 
wretched  captives,  who  were  brought  forth 
and  piked,  or  shot,  as  the  vengeance  and 
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caprice  of  the  rebels,  directed  by  their 
wicked  priests,  dictated.    The  spot  where 
they  fell  and  were  buried  was  pointed  out 
to  me ;  and  there,  in  great  profusion,  I 
found  a  most  beautiful  pigmy  race  of  flow- 
ers, adhering  to  the  stones  that  occupy 
the  soil,  and  bearing  beneath  their  rich 
and  creamy  petals  a  sanguine  blush  too 
nearly  allied  to  the  harrowing  recollections 
of  the  scene.    I  never  saw  this  exquisite 
little  blossom  in  such  surpassing  loveli- 
ness as  on  the  grave  of  those  victims;  not 
fewer  than  twenty  varieties  of  small  and 
beautiful  wild  flowers  might  be  gathered 
from  among  the  heath  and  moss  and  rug- 
ged grass  of  that  hill  of  slaughter — itself 
by  no  means  large,  among  the  mountains 
of  Wexford ;  and  when  I  looked  around 
me,  and  followed  out  the  long  extent  of 
smiling  landscape,  unmarked  by  a  scar, 
and  again  glanced  at  the  fairy  blossoms 
that  actually  gemmed  the  rock  beneath 
my  feet,  the  swell  of  indignant  sorrow  be- 
came almost  intolerable,   to    think    that 
through  the  cruel  neglect  of  those  who 
held  in  their  possession  for  nearly  three 
hundred  years  an  unfettered  bible,  poor 
Ireland  has  seen  the  blood  of  her  children 
shed  on  every  side,  while  their  souls  went 
down  in  darkness  to  the  pit  of  destruction. 
It  is  futile  to  attempt  an  evasion  of  the 
charge.    The  blessings  of  the  reformation 
have  never  yet  been  extended  to  Ireland. 
Our  second  Henry  invaded  the  land  under 
an  express  commission  from  the  man  of 
•in,  at  Rome,  to  darken  the  light  which 
then  shone  upon  it,  and  reduce  it  to  the 
state  of  vassalage  from  which  it  alone, 
among  the  nations,  was  exempt.    I  have 
looked  on  the  mighty  fortresses  that  he 
built  to  establish  his  progressive  sway: 
and  on  their  cotemporary  churches,  erected 
for  the  idol-worship  of  Rome,  and  crum- 
bling into  decay,  without  one  proclamation 
of  Gospel  truth  having  been  made  within 
their  walls.    I  know  that  the  curse  was 
planted  here  seven    centuries  back,   by 
English  invaders ;  and  here  I  And  it  flour- 
ishing in  hateful  luxuriance,  while  the 
bands  that  would  uproot  it  hang  down, 
and  knees  that  would  hasten  to  the  work 
wax  feeble,  through  the  lack  of  that  en- 
couragement which  England  at  her  peril 
withholds — yea,    she    smiles    upon    the 
deadly  evil,  fosters  it  as  a  desirable  thing, 
and  with  daring  hand  deals  ^a  heavy 


blow''  at  protestantism,  which  shall  recoil 
upon  her  with  a  force  to  lay  her  proudest 
honours  in  the  dust,  unless  she  speedily 
repent  The  Lord  has  wonderfully  blessed 
the  eflbrts  of  his  servants  who,  individu- 
ally, came  to  the  help  of  poor  Ireland 
against  her  foes ;  and  they  will  find  it  no 
small  matter  to  have  cleared  their  own 
souls  from  the  blood  of  this  people ;  and  to 
be  found  with  His  mark  on  their  foreheads 
when  the  day  of  national  vengeance  comes ; 
but  it  is  a  fearful  thing  to  look  abroad 
upon  a  population  of  many  millions  of  im- 
mortal creatures,  and  to  see  six-eighths  of 
the  whole  number  delivered  over  to  Satan, 
in  the  persons  of  his  most  active  delegates, 
while  the  little  remnant  who  have  escaped 
the  yoke  are  as  sheep  appointed  to  be 
slain  at  the  first  word  of  havoc  from  those 
to  whom  mercy  and  peace  are  alike  un- 
known. 

This  land  of  beauty  was  once  the  land 
of  saints:  she  shone  as  bright  in  piety 
and  learning  as  still  she  shines  in  natural 
loveliness  and  splendor.  Who  darkened 
the  star  ?  Oh,  it  is  an  awful  question ; 
for  we  allow  the  deeds  of  our  fathers  if 
we  seek  not  by  every  means  to  remove 
the  veil  which  they  cast  over  her  he£u*t 
Could  I  bring  the  Christian  ladies  of  Eng- 
land to  see  what  I  am  now  surveying — 
the  struggles  of  a  persecuted  and  impo- 
verished church  to  gather  into  her  folds  the 
little  ones  fVom  among  the  lost  sheep  of 
poor  Erin — could  I  show  them  the  works 
of  mercy  and  love,  laborious  and  long-suf^ 
fering  patience,  carried  on  beneath  the 
roofs  of  some  village  school  that  owes  its 
existence  to  the  self-denying  generosity 
of  a  pastor  whose  lawful  dues  are  with- 
held, and  his  home  and  life  \eii  at  the 
mercy  of  those  who  hate  him  for  his  love 
to  their  souls — surely  those  Christian  la- 
dies would  sufler  the  word  of  exhortation 
yet  again,  to  abound  more  and  more  in 
the  work  of  helping  forward  the  cause  of 
God  in  this  land. 

This  little  Stonecrop  that  I  brought 
away,  a  touching  memento  of  the  widow'M 
tale,  will  flourish,  I  hope,  in  my  garden,  a 
perpetual  preacher  to  quicken  me  in  the 
service  of  its  native  land :  for  I  cannot  look 
upon  it  and  forget  the  hill  of  slaughter ; 
or  cccise  to  remember  that  the  power 
which  deluged  it  in  innocent  blood  still 
exists  unchanged  and  unchangeable,  ga« 


312 


TH£  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


theriog  daily  new  strength  for  another 
out-buret  of  exterminating  hatred  against 
Protestantism.  I  speak  not  this  of  the 
misguided  individuals,  who  are  of  all  per- 
sons most  pitiable,  and  the  blood  of  whose 
souls  cries  out  against  those  who  leave 
them  to  perish  in  Uieir  guilt;  I  speak  of 
the  sin,  not  of  the  sinner.  Or,  if  of  the  lat- 
ter, I  allude  to  tlie  wilful  and  wily  deceiv- 
ers, who  lead  them  to  destruction,  and 
the  unfaithful  legislators  who  connive  at 
it  The  mightiest  powers  of  earth  and 
hell  seem  leagued  to  destroy  this  emerald 
gem  of  an  island ;  but  greater  is  he  who 
b  for  her,  than  all  that  be  against  her. 
Midnight  murder  jprowls  round  the  base 
of  her  towering  liills,  watching  its  destined 
prey:  but  the  mountain  is  full  of  horses 
and  chariots  of  fire,  guarding  the  Lord's 
devoted  people.  I  weep,  but  I  do  not 
tremble :  those  who  are  hardening  them- 
selves against  God  will  not  prosper ;  those 
who  drive  their  nefarious  traffic  in  the 
souls  of  deluded  men  shall  be  put  to 
shame  and  destroyed.  The  snare  that  is 
wrapped  round  this  people  will  be  broken, 
and  Erin,  *^  First  flower  of  the  earth," 
shall  breathe  the  fragrance  of  accepted 
praise — "  first  gem  of  the  sea,"  she  shall 
once  more  sparkle  in  a  light  that  cannot 
be  quenched.  The  steadfast  immoveable 
labourers  who  abound  in  the  Lord^s  works, 
cannot  find  their  labour  in  vain  in  the 
Lord.  He  may  try  their  faith  and  pa- 
tience in  a  yet  hotter  furnace,  but  the 
blessing  will  come  at  last ;  though  it  tarry, 
we  will  wait  for  it ;  it  will  surely  come, 
and  not  tarry.  "Fear  not  O  land;  re- 
joice and  be  glad,  for  the  Lord  will  do 
great  things." 


CHAPTER  XXYI. 

BunniNG. 

It  has  oflen  struck  me,  that  the  main 
defect  of  modern  preaching  and  writing,  as 
compared  with  those  of  earlier  times,  con- 
sists in  overlooking  too  much  the  great 
point  of  union  with  Christ  To  dwell  in 
Christ,  and  Christ  in  us,  is  tlie  believer's 
privilege:  it  is  the  very  principle  of  his 
life.     Without  such  union  he  enjoys  no 


membership,  but  is,  nowever  he  may  flat- 
ter and  delude  himself,  a  stranger  to  the 
covenant  of  promise,  without  God,  and 
without  hope.  Accordingly,  we  find  in 
the  ministrations  sind  theological  treatises 
of  the  old  school  a  continual  reference  to 
this  vital  point ;  while  the  productions  of 
private  Christians  of  the  same  standing 
show  the  etfect  of  being  thus  perpetually 
put  in  remembrance  of  it  I  do  not  mean 
to  say  that  notliing  of  the  sort  is  to  be  met 
with  in  our  day ;  but  the  instances  of  such 
preaching  are  not  very  frequent;  and 
among  God's  people  I  meet  with  many 
perplexing  questions,  many  doubtful  dis- 
putations, the  origin  of  which  I  can  trace 
to  a  very  dim  perception  of  this  great 
truth,  and  a  forgetfulness  of  it  in  the  or- 
dinary afiairs  of  life. 

It  was  remarked  a  short  time  ago  by  a 
noble  and  revered  friend  in  whose  family 
worship  I  was  privileged  to  join,  and  who 
was  expounding  to  his  household  the 
eighteenth  Psalm,  that  the  scripture  which 
they  were  considering  must  be  taken  in  a 
threefold  application:  the  words  were 
spoken  by  David,  in  his  own  character  , 
they  are  spoken  by  Christ,  through  the 
moutli  of  David ;  and  they  may  be  spoken 
by  the  poorest,  the  weakest  believer,  in 
virtue  of  his  covenant  union  with  Christ 
This,  and  many  similar  observations  ut- 
tered at  the  same  time,  led  me  again  to  re- 
flect on  the  unfrequency  of  what  I  know  to 
be  the  words  of  truth  and  soberness,  among 
Christians :  and  sent  mo  into  the  garden  to 
seek  illustrations  of  a  doctrine  so  important; 
for  I  well  knew  that  they  abounded  there. 

The  most  striking  representation  had 
lately  been  presented  to  my  sight  in  a 
specimen  of  the  art  of  budding,  carried  to 
a  singular  extent  I  heid  seen  a  Rose 
tree  of  immense  growth,  bearing  in  full 
beauty  more  than  twenty  varieties  of  that 
exquisite  flower.  From  the  deep  crimson 
tint,  and  rich  velvet  petals  of  the  damask, 
to  the  pale,  drooping,  transparent  sickli- 
ness of  the  feeblest  China  rose,  every  gra- 
dation of  hue,  texture,  and  form  was  to  be 
found  thriving  on  one  parent  stem.  Viewed 
apart,  each  was  a  rose,  fair  and  fragrant : 
collectively,  they  formed  an  object  of  sur- 
passing splendour ;  radiant  with  beauty, 
and  breathing  an  atmosphere  of  perfbme. 
Beneath  the  profusion  of  clustering  leaves 
and  shining  flowers,  the  stem  that  sup- 
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ported  them  was  unseen ;  but  well  I  knew 
that,  apart  from  that  stem,  not  one  of  them 
could  continue  to  exist  They  had  been 
culled  from  different  families,  severed 
from  their  natural  stock,  and  made  par- 
takers together  in  that  from  which,  and 
from  each  other,  they  were  before  aUens : 
but  to  remove  them  again — to  regrall  the 
expanded  flower  into  the  stem  whence  the 
bud  had  first  been  extracted,  was  an  utter 
impossibility :  they  must  remain  or  perish. 

Who  could  contemplate  this,  and  not 
remember  the  Rose  of  Sharon?  who 
could  pursue  the  contemplation  without 
feeling  anew  the  importance  of  that  imion 
by  which  we,  wild  and  thorny  flowers  in 
our  original  state,  are  made  partakers  of 
his  root  and  fatness,  preserved  in  life,  and 
nourished  unto  growth,  not  to  our  praise 
and  glory,  but  to  his  own.  I  fanci^  the 
brambles  and  wild  briars  on  a  neighbouring 
common  calling  to  one  of  these  bright  roses, 
'^  Come,  and  dwell  among  us,  for  a  while ! 
impart  to  us  of  your  sap  and  fragrance;  and 
it  may  be  that  we  also  shall  learn  to  bloom 
even  as  you."  The  reply  must  have  been, 
^'Not  eo:  of  myself  I  have  nothing  to  im- 
part :  I  hve  but  while  I  grow  upon  tills  stem, 
and  the  uttermost  that  I  c€m  do  for  you  is  to 
bear  testimony,  that  if  like  me,  you  become 
a  partaker  in  its  vitality,  you  shall  bloom 
as  J  do.  We  cannot  come  to  you ;  come 
you  to  us." 

Now  this  is  just  what  I  want  continually 
to  apply  to  myself;  and  I  have  met  with 
examples  no  less  lovely,  no  less  eloquent, 
among  God's  children  than  among  the 
flowers  that  he  has  given  us,  to  teach 
while  they  adorn  our  path.  One  I  will 
■ingle,  who,  for  brightness  and  attractive- 
ness might  vie  with  the  richest  damask 
rose  upon  the  tree,  whose  nearest  connec- 
tions and  most  endeared  associates  were 
•till  moving  in  the  sphere  of  worldliness ; 
and  whose  professional  advancement  al- 
most depended  upon  his  making  some  con- 
cession to  their  demands;  but  the  Lord 
gave  him  so  to  feel  his  dependance  on,  and 
his  union  with  Christ  that  he  was  proof 
against  the  united  pleadings  of  interest 
and  personal  attachment :  he  kept  himself 
unspotted  from  Uie  world.  W^hen  solicited 
to  mix  in  general  society,  under  the  plea 
that  his  example  would  produce  a  salutary 
eflfect,  his  reply  was  much  in  the  strain 
that  I  have  fancied  the  Rose  would  adopt 

VOL.  II.  40 


"  I  can  no  otherwise  present  an  example 
to  others  than  as  Christ  dwelling  in  me 
enables  me,  however  feebly  and  imper- 
fectly, to  reflect  and  to  exhibit  his  image 
to  men;  but  to  the  promise  of  that  in- 
dwelling grace  is  annexed  a  command  to 
come  out  and  be  separate  from  what  you 
desire  me  to  mix  myself  up  with.  The 
very  act  of  compliance  would  darken  the 
light  within;  how  then  could  I  shine  in 
company  where  Christ  can  have  no 
place?"  It  was  objected  that  the  Lord, 
when  on  earth,  went  among  sinners,  and 
even  ate  with  them.  "  True,"  he  rephed| 
^'  and  if  I  am  allowed  at  the  dinner  table 
to  speak  of  the  lost  sheep,  of  the  pieces  of 
silver,  and  the  prodigal  son,  I  shall  con- 
sider myself  as  doing  my  Master's  work. 
But  unless  you  can  show  that  I  am  called 
to  such  scenes  in  order  to  utter  such  a  tes- 
timony, I  must  decline  appearing  there." 
On  one  occasion  I  knew  this  text  adduced, 
in  support  of  a  pressing  invitation  to  dine 
where  the  pleasures  of  the  table  were 
much  pursued,  ^'A  bishop  should  be  a 
lover  of  hospitality."  The  answer  was, 
that  he  \i'as  no  bishop;  but  that  if  his 
friend  would  come  and  take  a  seat  at  his' 
table,  he  hoped  to  be  found  not  deficient 
in  the  duty  of  hospitality,  though  he  could 
promise  him  neither  a  feast  nor  a  party. 
Another  pleader,  inviting  him  to  a  mess- 
table,  assailed  him  with  Paul's  exhortation 
to  Timothy,  "  Drink  no  longer  water,  but 
use  a  little  wine  for  thy  stomach's  sake 
and  because  of  thine  often  infirmities."  He 
could  not  forbear  laughing  when  he  read 
the  note ;  and  answered  in  a  strain  of 
lively  good  humour,  that  to  a  little  wine 
he  never  made  any  objection,  though  he 
was  thankful  to  say  his  bodily  infirmities 
were  not  such  as  to  require  a  particular 
regimen.  As  to  the  quantity  of  wine, 
however,  and  the  circumstances  under 
which  it  should  be  taken,  he  doubted 
whether  his  friend's  view  would  find  a  sanc- 
tion in  any  of  St  Paul's  writings.  In  both 
these  cases  a  snare  was  laid  to  entangle 
him  in  serious  and  fearful  inconsisten- 
cies ;  but  they  were  defeated  by  his  watch- 
ful avoidance  of  the  beginnings  of  sin. 

Thus  did  L.  answer  fools  according  to 
their  folly;  but  the  path  beccune  more 
diflicult  when  those  who  really  wished  him 
well  spoke  the  convictions  of  their  own 
minds  respecting  his  supposed  duty.     To 
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them  he  had  ever  one  argument  to  oppose : 
and  that  one  was  the  union  which  bound 
him  to  Chri^  as  a  member  of  his  body,  a 
partaker  of  his  life.  "  I  cannot,"  he  said, 
^*of  my  own  will  and  choice,  sit  down 
among  those  who  if  I  spoke  to  them  of 
Jesus  would  receive  the  mention  of  that 
adorable  name  with  scorn,  dislike,  or  sus- 
picion :  who  expect,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
that  I  should  lay  aside  what  they  are 
pleased  to  call  the  peculiarities  of  my  re- 
ligious opinions,  and  become  as  them- 
selves, at  least  so  long  as  they  do  not  out- 
rage the  rules  of  decency  and  morah'ty. 
They  demand  from  me  a  tacit  acknow- 
ledgment that  the  truths  which  I  hold  are 
unsuited  for  the  ears  of  polite  society; 
they  require  that  I  should  hide  God's 
righteousness  within  my  heart,  and  for- 
bear to  tell  them  of  the  salvation  which  I 
have  found,  and  to  which  they  are  yet 
strangers.  Oh,  how  weak  must  be  the 
constraining  love  of  Christ  within  my  soul, 
when  I  can  so  lightly  put  him  aside,  so 
wantonly  trifle  with  the  eternal  welfare  oi' 
my  fellow-sinners !" 

I  have  found  it  of  great  use,  in  many  a 
perplexing  juncture,  to  refer  practically 
and  experimentally  to  what  we  all  in 
words  confess — the  abiding  of  the  believer 
in  Christ,  and  of  Christ  in  the  believer : 
and  not  one  of  my  many  many  falls,  and 
wicked  inconsistencies,  but  I  can  trace  at 
once  to  the  neglect  or  forgetfulness  of  this 
privilege.  I  should  not  dare  to  be  a  par- 
taker in  other  men's  sins  if  I  bore  in  mind 
that  by  so  doing  I  allow  the  member  to 
war  against  the  head.  I  should  not  de- 
spise a  weak  brother,  nor  stumble  at  a 
strong  one.  if  1  considered  the  various 
offices  of  the  hand,  eye.  foot,  and  that  all 
are  employed  respectively  for  the  advan- 
tage of  Ihe  body.  I  should  not  flinch  from 
a  hard  duty,  if  I  remembered  the  suffi- 
ciency of  Christ,  enabling  me  to  do  al!  things 
by  his  strengthening  power;  nor  shrink 
from  a  painful  trial,  if  I  could  always  real- 
ize the  fact  conveyed  in  that  striking  ex- 
postulation, "  Saul,  Saul,  why  persecutest 
thou  ME  ?"  I  may  be  called  to  many  a 
hard  and  seemingly  a  doubtful  contest; 
but  Christ  has  already  won  the  victory ; 
and  if  I  be  in  him,  that  victory,  through 
his  conquest,  is  mine.  What  would  a 
poor  Rose  do,  if  it  had  only  its  own  weak 
stalk  to  bear  it  up  to  its  appointed  height? 


Grovelling  in  the  dust,  its  petals  would  be 
trampled  under  every  hoof,  and  its  beauty 
become  defilement  But,  supported  l^ 
the  firmness,  nourished  by  the  life  of  the 
solid  stem,  it  lids  its  head  aloft,  rejoicing 
in  the  beam,  quaffing  the  dew,  and  exha- 
ling in  fragrance  the  secret  spirit  derived 
from  its  all-sufficient  stay. 

The  spot  where  the  Rose-tree  growa  is 
almost  a  central  point  in  Ireland:  and  it 
aflbrds  a  pleasing  type  of  the  comparative 
unity  subsisting  among  those  who  worship 
one  God,  through  the  one  Mediator  Christ 
Jesus,  in  sincerity  and  truth,  though  difier^ 
ing  as  to  the  most  expedient  mode  of  con- 
ducting that  worship,  or  on  the  peculiar 
forms  of  church  government  I  do  not  say 
that  there  is  not  a  great  diversity !  or  even 
that  they  do  not  sometimes  point  against 
each  other  the  thorns  given  for  mutual  de- 
fence ;  but  compared  with  the  spirit  of  dii»- 
sension  too  oflen  manifested  on  the  other 
side  of  the  water,  there  is  much  pleasing 
unanimity,  and  brotherly  love.  Assailed 
externally  by  a  common  foe,  they  can  bet- 
ter appreciate  the  value  of  a  bond  which 
knits  them  together  while  uniting  each  to 
the  great  Head  of  the  church ;  and  how 
lovely  it  is  to  see  brethren  dwelling  in 
peace  together — how  unnatural  the  ap- 
pearance of  division  and  strife !  The  as- 
pect of  a  flower-garden  is  such,  that  even 
the  heedless  child  is  arrested  to  gaze  on  it, 
the  most  untutored  clown  acknowledges 
the  charm  of  beauty  and  grace  pervading 
it  Why  is  it  so  attractive?  Because 
while  every  individual  of  its  countless 
tribes  retains  a  distinctive  character  of 
form,  tint,  and  fabric,  they  all  harmonize 
in  peaceful  association — all  bear  the  evi- 
dent impress  of  a  divine  hand ;  all  reflect, 
in  smiling  gladness,  the  light  of  that  day- 
beam  which  reveals  them  to  us.  I  am  not 
partial  to  the  modern  plan  of  planting  in 
masses :  it  is  one  of  man's  supposed  im- 
provements on  the  design  of  God.  The 
transition  from  a  mass  perhaps  of  cold, 
dark,  purple  flowers,  to  one  of  glaring 
scarlet,  or  unmixed  pink  or  yellow,  ofiends 
the  eye.  We  do,  indeed,  discover  many 
instances  of  such  planting  in  natural  scen- 
ery, but  these  arc  carried  on  upon  a  grand 
scale,  not  parcelled  out  in  small  knots, 
with  the  studied  contrast  that  usually  per- 
vades the  fashionable  array  of  a  modem 
garden.    Nothing  can  be  more  beautiful 
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than  the  long  line  of  white  hawthorn  flow- 
ers extending  through  a  luxuriant  hedge- 
row, or  the  deep  rich  purple  of  the  heather 
drapery  that  decks  some  frowning  rock, 
some  lofYy  mountain,  or  wild  track  of  un- 
cultivated hills — the  gay  gold  trappings 
of  the  abundant  furze,  the  delicate  blue  of 
the  flax,  or  showy  blossom  of  the  despised 
but  beautiful  potatoe  plant  In  all  these 
instances,  and  many  others,  we  have,  I 
confess,  a  precedent  for  planting  in 
masses ;  but  then  there  is  a  breadth  and 
a  continuance  in  the  picture,  unlike  the 
broken  fragments  of  such  a  splendid 
whole,  stuck  in  various  quarters  of  a  nar- 
row parterre.  Yet  I  do  not  advocate  the 
system  of  budding,  though  in  the  present 
instance  it  afibrded  a  type  of  what  I  dearly 
love  to  realize:  and  what  ought  to  be 
much  more  frequently  brought  before  the 
Christian's  mind  by  those  whose  oflice  it 
is  to  teach  and  to  build  up.  Would  that, 
like  the  flowers,  we  could  agree  to  difler 
on  minor  points,  and  heartily  rejoice  to- 
gether in  the  gifls  so  freely  bestowed  upon 
all! 

I  have  made  but  slight  mention  of  L., 
though  the  recollection  of  his  calm  con- 
sistency, and  thankful  appropriation  of  all 
that  Christ  oflers  to  his  believing  servants, 
oflen  refreshes  my  spirit,  stimulating  me 
to  follow  his  course.  He  crossed  my  path 
like  the  evening  star,  first  appearing  in  a 
full  blaze  of  light,  and  almost  immedi- 
ately sinking  beneath  the  horizon:  but 
there  are  some  characters  that  may  be 
read  as  it  were  at  a  glance,  and  such  was 
his.  A  single  rose  upon  the  tree,  he  was 
one  of  the  brightest,  yet  lowly  and  simple 
as  the  primrose  on  the  bank;  ever  de- 
lighted to  discover  in  his  fellow-Christians 
whatever  might  lead  him  to  esteem  them 
better  than  himself;  faithful  in  necessary 
rebuke:  rich  in  heavenly  consolations  to 
those  under  the  chastening  rod ;  but  using 
in  each  and  every  occasion  the  strong 
plea  of  perfect  union  with  Christ,  as  alike 
a  motive  of  action  and  the  principle  of 
spiritual  life.  Who  could  ever  explore 
the  depths'  of  that  Scripture,  "  I  am  cru- 
cified with  Christ;  nevertheless  I  live: 
yet  not  I,  but  Christ  liveth  in  me ;  and  the 
life  that  I  now  live  in  the  flesh,  I  live  by 
the  faith  of  the  Son  of  God,  who  loved 
me,  and  gave  himself  for  me?"  There  is 
■omething  in  this  beyond  the  mere  be- 


longing to  Christ:  it  shows  an  abiding  in 
him  of  the  same  nature  as  that  so  clearly 
set  forth  in  his  own  parable  of  the  branch 
in  the  vine.  It  is  such  a  partaking  in  his 
fulness  as  cannot  be  known  but  by  being 
really  grafled  into  him,  and  living  by  his 
life.  We  wrong  ourselves,  and  frustrate 
the  grace  of  God,  if  we  stop  short  of  this. 
Actually  united  to  Christ,  every  real  be- 
liever is  as  the  members  to  the  head,  and 
the  stalk  to  the  stem :  but  to  attain  to  an 
experimental  knowledge  and  enjoyment 
of  this  union  seems  to  be  the  aim  only  of 
a  few  among  many.  "  Christ  in  you  the 
hope  of  glory,"  is  a  mystery  that  some  do 
not  seem  to  realize.  "  Of  him  are  ye  in 
Christ  Jesus,"  is  a  similar  testimony,  full 
of  hope,  joy,  and  peace  in  believing,  if 
we  will  believe  it  We  take  too  low  and 
dishonouring  a  view  of  our  privileges; 
we  stand  afar  off,  in  our  own  conceit, 
while  acknowledged  by  him  as  bone  of 
his  bone  and  flesh  of  his  flesh.  We  know 
not  what  it  is  to  rejoice  in  the  Lord  al- 
way ;  to  glory  in  the  Lord ;  to  confess  his 
strength  in  our  weakness;  to  feel  his 
power  resting  upon  us,  in  the  moment  of 
depressing  infirmity.  When  the  rain 
beats  hard  on  the  poor  frail  flower,  and 
the  stormy  wind  has  bent  its  head  almost 
to  the  earth,  what  principle  of  elasticity 
enables  it  once  more  to  rise,  to  shake  off 
the  dripping  moisture,  and  smile  anew  in 
renovated  vigor  ?  Surely  it  is  the  nou- 
rishing power  of  the  deep-rooted  stem  cir- 
culating through  its  slender  frame  that 
strengthens  it  to  look  up  and  meet  the 
sunbeam  from  above,  which  but  for  that, 
would  only  hasten  its  decay.  The  very 
shining  of  God's  countenance  would  de- 
stroy us,  if  Christ  did  not  strengthen  us  to 
find  refreshment  in  it 

I  have  met  with  not  a  few  believers 
who  are  fearful  of  dwelling  too  much  on 
this  point,  lest  it  may  lead  to  presumption 
and  indolence;  but  of  this  there  is  no 
danger  while  we  follow  out  the  lesson 
conveyed  in  God's  word,  and  exemplified 
in  his  works.  The  branch,  we  are  told, 
does  not  bear  fruit  of  itself ;  yet  we  being 
addressed  as  branches,  are  exhorted  to 
bring  forth  much  fruit,  that  God  may  be 
glorified.  If  we  can  imagine  the  branch 
of  a  tree  endued  with  sense  and  reason, 
we  majr  easily  conceive  how,  while  put- 
ting forth  its  blossoms,  and  moulding  itt 
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fruit,  it  muBt  depend  on  the  continual  sup- 
ply derived  from  ita  stem :  drawing  freely 
from  an  inexhaustible  source,  in  propor- 
tion to  its  present  need.  This  is  what  the 
believer  should  feel ;  he  has  much  work 
to  do,  but  Christ  supplies  both  means  and 
skill  to  accomplish  it:  and  if  tliat  supply 
should  cease,  he  and  his  work  must  perish 
together.  He  has  many  trials  to  encoun- 
ter :  but  whatever  storm  may  assail  him, 
Christ  is  the  lifler  up  of  his  drooping 
head,  imparting  strength  to  resist,  pa- 
tience to  endure,  and  in  due  time  joy  to 
revive  his  spirit  And  this  he  is  pledged 
to  do :  the  act  of  ingrading  makes  all  the 
treasures  of  Christ  the  property  of  each 
poor  believer, — in  the  emphatic  words  of 
inspiration,  "  All  tilings  are  yours." 

And  oh,  what  a  constraining  power 
ought  we  not  to  find  in  this  contemplation, 
urging,  yea,  compelling  us  to  impart  to 
others  the  rich  giilt  so  freely  bestowed  on 
ourselves !  Can  we  revel  in  such  abun- 
dance, and  take  no  thought  for  the  desti- 
tution of  the  perishing  souls  around  us  ? 
Can  we  refuse  to  tell  them  what  a  Sa- 
viour we  have  found,  nor  invite  them  £dso 
to  taste  and  see  how  gracious  he  is? 
"How  dwelleth  the  love  of  Christ  in 
them  ?"  is  a  question  closely  applicable  to 
such.  As  loyal  subjects,  we  must  desire 
the  extension  of  our  Master^s  kingdom; 
as  rescued  victims  we  must  long  to  see 
others  partaking  in  the  same  deliverance. 
Indifference  to  the  spiritual  welfare  of 
others  is  an  awful  symptom  of  decay  in 
godliness ;  and  they  who  feel  it  have  need 
to  be  watchful  and  strengttien  tlie  things 
that  remain,  lest  their  neglected  privileges 
be  withdrawn,  and  the  compassion  which 
they  show  not  to  their  fellow-servants  no 
longer  be  shown  to  them. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 


DERRY. 


It  may  appear  strange  that  one  whose 
delight  is  in  the  free  fresh  air  of  the  gar- 
den, and  among  the  living  glories  of  its 
bright  progeny,  should  have  recourse  to  a 
horiua  siccus  for  a  subject,  when  all  the 


flowers  of  autumn,  beautiful  in  their 
bered  tints,  are  proffering  their  gentle 
farewell.  But  so  it  is :  I  have  looked  upon 
them  all,  tracing  many  a  similitude  en- 
deared by  recollection,  but  again  attracted 
to  the  object  before  me  with  a  force  of 
pathetic  appeal  which  it  is  impossible  to 
resist  My  kind  readers  must  bear  with 
me,  as  they  have  oflen  done ',  and  now  they 
must  strive  to  accompany  me,  in  thought 
and  spirit,  to  the  scene  whither  I  am  wan- 
dering :  for  it  is  one  of  deep  and  solemn 
interest  to  those  who  contemplate  it 
aright 

But  what  bright  importation  from  a  dis- 
tant land  is  this,  to  which  all  our  world 
of  native  flowers  is  to  give  place?  In- 
deed, it  is  no  exotic,  no  stranger  from  a 
foreign  shore ;  it  is  as  simple  a  Buttercup 
as  ever  bent  beneath  your  tread  in  a 
sunny  meadow  with  its  broad,  downy  leaf, 
and  attended  by  one  little  half  expanded 
blossom.  It  was  the  only  flower  I  could 
find  upon  the  spot,  and  I  gathered  it  half 
reluctandy,  for  the  place  seemed  almost 
too  sacred  to  be  robbed  of  the  simple  or- 
nament Man  had  raised  no  trophy  there, 
no  cenotaph,  no  tomb,  no  slab ;  but  this 
flower,  uncommonly  rich  in  the  depth  of 
its  golden  tint,  reposed  upon  the  mount 
which  had  gradually  swelled  with  the 
heaps  of  mortality  deposited  below,  until 
it  concealed  in  that  particular  place,  six 
or  eight  feet  of  the  wall  beyond  it :  the 
memorable,  the  monumental  wall  of  Derry 
Cathedral. 

It  had  for  a  series  of  years  been  one 
of  the  dearest  wishes  of  my  very  heart 
to  visit  this  spot:  but  familiarized  as  I 
was  with  the  tale  of  1688, 1  had  never 
looked  upon  Derry,  nor  approached  within 
a  hundred  miles  of  its  proud  old  walL 
With  what  feelings,  then,  did  I  at  last  be- 
hold the  beauteous  Foyle,  lying  in  rich 
repose  beneath  the  bold  magnificent  chain 
of  Ennishowcn  mountains,  its  full  tide 
shining  under  a  calm  evening  sky,  with 
here  and  there  a  pleasure  boat  or  fishing- 
smack  spreading  its  sails  to  the  light 
zeph5rr  of  July.  Our  approach  was  from 
the  Coleraine  road ;  and  for  a  full  hour  I 
gazed  upon  Lough  Foyle,  and  the  swel- 
ling line  of  the  graceful  mountain  tops  be- 
yond, ere,  rising  to  the  left,  appeared  the 
lofly  and  substantial  spire  of  Derry; 
while,  by  slow  degrees,  the  maiden  city 
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herself  became  distinctly  visible,  seated 
as  a  queen  upon  her  hilly  throne,  and 
forming  altogether  an  object  as  beautiful 
to  the  eye  as  the  associations  connected 
with  it  were  thrilling  to  the  heart  At 
least  to  my  heart,  which  throbbed  even  to 
aching  with  the  excess  of  joyous  emotion, 
as  I  passed — oh  how  warm  a  friend !  un- 
der the  gateway,  where  hosts  of  enemies 
thundered  in  vain  for  admittance  during 
the  dreadful  siege  of  nearly  eight  months. 

Many  pleasant  days  I  have  spent  at  va- 
rious places,  tlie  remembrance  of  which 
will  be  cherished  while  I  live ;  but  of  the 
days  that  I  passed  in  Deny  no  hour  can 
be  forgotten.  Whatever  gifls  the  Lord  in 
his  wisdom  may  have  withheld  from  me, 
one,  in  rich  mercy  he  certainly  has  be- 
stowed :  and  that  is  a  clear  view  of  the 
privileges,  an  earnest  desire  to  fulfil  the 
duties,  annexed  to  the  sacred  name  of 
Protestant  I  know  what  Popery  is:  I 
can  discern  the  fearful  names  of  blas- 
phemy that  cover  it  from  the  tips  of  its 
crowned  horns  to  the  cleft  of  its  blood- 
stained hnofs,  and  the  abject  extremity  of 
Ub  scorpion  tail.  Within  and  without  I 
behold  the  brand  of  antichrist;  nnA 
equally  in  its  lamb-like  bleat  and  its  dra- 
gon roar,  I  recognize  the  hateful  strain, 
^dishonour  to  God  in  the  highest;  on 
earth  desolation ;  perdition  to  men."  And 
in  my  soul  [  believe,  that  to  "  pray  for  the 
peace  of  Jerusalem,"  can  only  be  efiec* 
tiial,  yea,  can  only  be  sincere,  as  it  is  in- 
dissolubly  united  to  the  firmest  mental  de- 
termination of  holding  "no  peace  with 
Rome." 

And  with  these  feelings  I  entered  Derry, 
where  I  then  thought,  and  am  now  most 
fully  convinced,  that  an  actual  miracle 
bad  been  wrought  for  the  preservation  of 
these  realms  from  the  hovering  curse  of 
Popery.  I  speak  it  deliberately,  from  a 
careful  and  leisurely  survey  of  the  ground 
occupied  by  the  assailants,  of  the  citadel 
defended  by  the  assailed,  and  of  the  forces 
respectively  employed.  From  the  highest 
point  of  the  steeple,  which  itself  crowns 
the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  to  which  the 
spire  has  recently  been  superadded,  I 
looked  round,  having  in  my  hand  a  plan, 
drawn  and  attested  by  those  engaged  in 
the  conflict,  by  means  of  which  I  could 
point  out  the  precise  station  of  every 
troop,  every  fort,  every  gun  almost  of  the 


army,  which,  with  the  exception  of  the 
open  course  of  Lough  Foyle  towards  the 
sea,  completely  surrounded  the  town,  ren- 
dering the  approach  of  succours  from  any 
landward  quarter  morally  impossible; 
while  across  the  channel,  within  a  short 
distance,  and  distinctly  visible  to  the  na- 
ked eye,  where  the  Foyle  is  narrowed  for 
the  space  of  a  few  yards  by  the  approxi- 
mation of  two  opposite  points  of^  land, 
was  placed  a  boom  of  solid  timber,  the 
thickness  of  a  horse's  body,  bound  with 
iron  chains,  and  made  fast  to  either  bank. 
It  never  entered  into  the  calculation  of 
friend  or  foe  that  ftny  vessel  would  make 
head  against  this  barrier;  and  Greneral 
Kirke,  on  the  mere  report  of  it,  relin- 
quished all  thought  of  attempting  to  re- 
lieve the  garrison. 

I  dwelt  long,  and  with  intense  emotion, 
upon  the  surrounding  scenery:  in  point 
of  mere  natural  loveliness,  I  should  think 
it  has  no  fellow;  for  that  noble  water, 
afler  flowing  within  its  mountain  bound  to 
the  foot  almost  of  Ship-quay  Gate,  takes 
a  graceful  bend,  roving  round  two-thirds 
more  of  the  city,  in  the  form  of  a  very 
broad  majestic  river:  while,  beyond  it, 
and  on  the  western  side,  rise  the  most 
beautiful  slopes,  richly  cultivated,  adding 
as  much  to  the  picturesque  grace  of  the 
peaceful  landscape  now,  as  they  formerly 
did  to  the  terrible  advantages  of  the  as- 
sailants, to  whom  they  afibrded  such  a 
commanding  position,  that  the  little  city 
ley  seemingly  at  their  mercy,  even  as  a 
weak  lamb  within  a  ring  of  butchers.  But 
the  Lord  spread  an  invisible  shield  of  mi- 
raculous protection  over  her,  on  which, 
while  striking  at  the  victim,  they  did  but 
blunt  their  whetted  knives.  **0h  that 
men  would  therefore  praise  the  Lord  for 
his  goodness ;  and  declare  his  wonderful 
doings  to  the  children  of  men." 

My  first  act  had  been  to  attend  the 
morning  week-day  worship  in  the  fine,  but 
simple  church.  It  is  a  cathedral :  but  the 
service  performed  there  is  that  of  a  parish 
church.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  that  I 
took  with  me  the  remains  of  a  cannon 
I  ball,  broken  in  half  by  coming  in  contact 
with  some  more  stubborn  substance,  in 
the  bombardment  of  the  devoted  town; 
and  laying  it  on  the  bench  I  acknow- 
ledged, with  tears  and  thanksgivings,  the 
great  and  marvellous  work   by  wfaidi, 
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withiQ  those  walls,  God  had  preserved 
the  gospel  t^  these  realms :  for  ail  must 
know,  who  do  but  glance  at  the  map,  that 
Dcrry  once  secured,  such  aid  would  have 
been  Uience  poured  into  Scotland,  already 
armed  and  disciplined  in  formidable  in- 
surrection, as  must  have  terminated  in  the 
re-establishment  of  James  on  his  abdi- 
cated throne.  Surely,  he  in  whose  sight 
a  tliousand  years  are  but  as  one  day,  be- 
holds the  hardness  of  their  forgetful 
hearts,  who  come  to  worship  in  that  tem- 
ple, and  praise  him  not  for  the  deliver- 
ance. 

But  the  flower :— I  descended  from  the 
roof  where  the  crimson  flag  had  waved 
by  day,  and  the  signal  fires  had  blazed 
by  night,  to  move  the  heart  of  the  pusil- 
lanimous Kirke  in  his  distant  anchorage, 
to  attempt  the  succour ;  and  where  many 
a  tearful  look  explored  the  bending  line  at 
Culmore,  in  longing  expectation  of  ap- 
proaching aid ;  while  two  cannons  stood 
as  sentinels  over  the  sacred  edifice,  to 
cover  the  defenceless  worshippers  below.  I 
went  to  the  burying-ground  that  encircles 
the  noble  church,  and  there  pondered  over 
the  results  of  eight  months'  mortality 
within  tlie  walls ;  the  circuit  of  which  is 
80  incredibly  narrow,  that  had  1  not  paced 
them  many  times  about,  upon  the  broad 
and  beautiful  path  that  lies  between  the 
outer  and  the  inner  barrier — full  sixteen 
feet  in  width, — 1  could  not  have  believed 
the  statement  made  by  the  historians  of 
the  siege.  Within  this  space,  measuring 
1500  feet  in  the  longest,  and  900  in  the 
broadest  part  of  the  town,  no  less  than 
thirty-seven  thousand  human  beings  were 
enclosed,  of  whom  seven  thousand  were 
military,  and  the  rest  inhabitants,  and  per- 
secuted Protestants  who  had  fled  there  for 
shelter.  Of  these  a  poor  remnant  alone 
was  left,  to  welcome  tlie  long-deferred 
succour ;  and  I  pressed,  not  with  a  care- 
less or  unthinking  tread,  the  graves  of  the 
many  many  thousands  who  had  there 
found  a  resting-place  for  their  weary 
bones,  racked  as  they  had  been  with  pain, 
and  laid  bare  by  the  extremity  of  famine. 

There  was  no  room  for  imagination  to 
work :  no  thought  could  embellish  the  na- 
ked fact,  for  thought  itself  could  scarcely 
grasp  the  awful  reality.  So  thickly  had 
the  dead  been  crowded  there,  that  the 
light  covering  of  earth  leA  to  press  them 


down  was  frequently  displaced  by  the 
enemy's  shot,  and  the  lifeless  bodies  them- 
selves torn  up  by  bursting  bombs,  pre- 
senting to  their  heart-sick  survivors  the 
horrible  spectacle,  and  detaining  them,  as 
tliey  left  the  house  of  prayer,  to  re-inter 
those  ghastly  mutilated  fragments  of  what 
had  been  so  dear  to  their  bosoms.  I  could 
not  but  feel  that  this  spot  where  I  stood, 
when  I  had  slowly  mounted  the  hill  of  the 
slain,  had  a  voice  in  every  blade  of  grass 
that  sprung  from  its  surface,  asking  the 
careless  Protestants  of  this  generation  as 
they  pass  by,  "Have  these  suflfered  so 
many  tilings  in  vain  ?"  On  one  side  an 
open  iron  railing  alone  separates  the 
church-yard  from  the  broad  terrace  of  the 
rampart  wall ;  and  a  fine  old  bastion  lies 
beyond  it,  which  covered  Ferry-quay 
gate,  the  first  that  the  intrepid  apprentices 
closed  in  the  enemy's  face.  Such  a  mul- 
titude of  exciting  recollections,  mingled 
with  sad  forebodings  of  what  is  to  come, 
crowded  on  my  mind,  that  I  cannot  an- 
alyze or  arrange  my  thoughts :  I  can  but 
look  on  the  little  yellow  Buttercup,  care- 
fully preserved,  and  summon  to  my  view 
tlie  scene  where  I  gathered  it ;  then  glan- 
cing at  a  grape-shot. and  a  small  cannon- 
ball,  which  were  dug  from  those  graves 
at  the  interments  of  a  later  generation, 
beseech  the  Lord  to  awaken  from  their 
perilous  lethargy  the  slumbering  Protest- 
ants of  tliis  deluding  day. 

But  is  there  no  individual  recollection 
combined  with  this  little  flower?  There 
is  one,  strictly  appertaining  to  tlie  scene, 
which  illustrates  the  indifierence  of  mo- 
dern Protestantism.  I  am  no  advocate  for 
expending  sums  on  the  vain  records  of 
mortality ;  and  a  commemorative  column 
or  costly  monument,  is  grievous  rather 
than  gratifying  to  me.  Why  should  we 
give  tiie  dead  a  stone,  while  the  living 
members  of  Christ  want  bread?  Yet 
where  gratitude  has  fixed  a  memorial  of 
great  national  services,  I  am  not  one  who, 
to  save  a  few  shillings,  would  let  it  moul- 
der into  oblivion. 

There  was,  at  the  time  of  the  siege  of 
Derry,  a  gentleman  whose  family  pos- 
sessed, and  do  yet  possess,  local  impor- 
tance and  political  influence  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. His  name  was  David  Cairns : 
he  rendered  most  invaluable  services  to 
the  afllicted  Protestants,  was  one  of  the 
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active  defenders  of  their  fortress,  and  by 
his  judicious  counsel  contributed  as  much 
as  any  individual  to  the  general  cause. 
He  was  the  first  to  encourage  the  Appren- 
tice Boys,  in  resolutely  prosecuting  their 
plan  of  resistance ;  and  after  examining 
and  assisting  to  strengthen  their  little  for- 
tress, he  repaired  on  a  hazardous  journey 
to  London,  to  represent  the  cause  to  Wil- 
liam of  Nassau ;  nor  would  he  leave  the 
court  until  he  had  obtained  a  letter  of  ap- 
proval from  the  king,  with  the  promise  of 
speedy  succor.  The  narrative  of  his  ser- 
vices remains,  cut  in  most  distinct  and 
legible  characters  upon  a  stone  of  very 
durable  texture  which  marked  his  grave. 
I  found  that  stone  broken  into  three,  of 
which  the  central  part,  containing  much 
of  the  inscription,  had  been  taken  as  a 
piece  of  waste  masonry,  to  prop  up  the 
slab  of  some  neighbouring  tomb ;  another 
division  lay,  thrown  by,  in  a  stone-mason's 
yard :  and  the  third  was  lodged,  by  the 
sexton's  care,  in  some  part  of  the  church. 
I  must  confess,  that  when,  after  glancing 
towards  the  splendid  column  raised  on  the 
walls  to  the  memory  of  George  Walker, 
on  which,  indeed,  is  engraven  also  the 
name  of  Cairns,  with  those  of  others  who 
distinguished  themselves  in  the  defence,  I 
looked  again  upon  the  grave  of  that  zeal- 
ous Protestant,  despoiled  of  its  simple  but 
honourable  testimonial,  of  which  a  frag- 
ment lay  before  me,  I  felt  that  something 
was  wanting  of  the  grateful  respect  that 
ought  to  cherish  such  memorials ;  and  I 
longed  for  a  day's  local  authority  in  Derry, 
to  accomplish  what  might  be  done  with  lit- 
tle labour  and  less  cost,  by  riveting  toge- 
ther the  dissevered,  but  still  perfect  frag- 
ments, and  building  them  into  the  church 
wall.  Such  a  deed  would  better  express  the 
feeling  that  should  be  cherished  than  the 
giflofa  new  monument  It  would  commem- 
orate alike  the  services  of  the  individual, 
the  honour  put  upon  him  by  his  grateful 
contemporaries,  and  the  reviving  spirit  of 
Protestantism  among  their  descendants. 

But  memorials  will  never  be  wanting 
on  that  spot  where  the  rankly  rich  soil,  in 
defiance  of  the  frequent  disturbance  of  its 
surface,  rapidly  spreads  again  a  mantle  of 
green,  brightly  embroidered  with  daisy 
pe£u*l,  laced  with  golden  butter-cups,  and 
pencilled  in  the  sofl  blue  of  the  pensive 
forget-me-not  with  inscripti  )D8  more  touch- 


ing than  all  the  hie  jacets  jthat  the  sculp- 
tor's chisel  can  engrave.  Like  those  who 
moulder  beneath,  they  have  now  faded 
away :  their  little  season  is  past,  and  the 
long  grass  waves  there  alone,  until  return- 
ing spring  shall  renew  the  fairy  decora- 
tion. There  is  a  touching  coincidence 
between  the  ashes  that  from  year  to  year 
mingle  below  in  an  undistinguishable 
mass  of  mortality,  and  the  flowers  that 
successively  bloom  on  their  frail  stems 
above,  and  scattered  their  withered  petals 
when  the  litde  day  of  their  sojourn  is  over, 
an  unmarked  contribution  to  the  swelling 
mound  of  what  has  been  so  fair,  so  fresh, 
and  so  precious.  It  is  beautiful  to  see 
how,  where  the  hand  of  man  has  placed 
no  covering  of  stone,  or  when  the  perish- 
able memento  has  crumbled  away,  the 
tender  green  blade  and  the  sweet  wild- 
flower  volunteer,  as  it  were,  to  stand  sen- 
tinel over  that  which  is  but  lent,  not  given, 
to  the  devouring  grave,  and  clothe  the 
naked  soil  in  such  a  vesture  as  man  with 
nil  his  ingenuity  could  never  weave. 
There  is  a  sympathy  neither  imaginary, 
nor  accidental,  to  be  found  in  what  is  called 
nature,  with  the  little  joys  and  short- 
lived sorrows  of  man,  that  bespeaks  the 
tender  mindfulness  of  Him,  who  knowing 
that  we  are  but  dust,  remembers  our  frame, 
and  condescends  to  adapt  his  glorious 
works  not  only  to  our  wants  but  to  our  feel- 
ings. It  is  not  possible  to  linger  long  in  a  vil- 
lage church-yard  without  being  compelled 
secretly  to  acknowledge  this;  for  there 
the  abundance  of  rural  scenery  renders 
that  a  very  garden  which  would  otherwise 
be  but  a  charnel-house.  Rarely,  however, 
does  a  city  afford  such  a  contemplation : 
still  less  a  sea-port  town,  and  one  like  this, 
noted  for  centuries  as  a  place  of  strength 
and  commercial  importance,  where,  within 
the  space  of  half-a-year,  we  can  number 
from  ten  to  twenty  thousand  of  victims  com- 
mitted to  the  narrow  house  of  her  dead. 

It  was  in  a  pleasant  meadow,  gently 
slanting  to  a  transparent  rivulet,  and  ly- 
ing outspread  beneath  the  sunbeam,  that 
first  I  crept  upon  the  dry  grass,  filling  my 
little  lap  with  butter-cups  and  daisies,  each 
budding  thought  as  bright  and  simple  as 
the  treasures  I  had  culled.  It  was  under 
a  cloudy  sky,  while  every  blade  and  leaf 
hung  heavily  down  beneath  the  weight 
of  recent  rain-drops,  emblematical  of  many 
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an  intervening  year  of  my  life,  that  from 
the  dwelling  of  the  dead  I  bore  away  this 
solitary  blossom,  the  thought  that  pressed 
upon  me  being  as  sombre  as  the  scene. 
Yet  a  secret  link  unites  the  two  epochs,  as 
I  look  upon  the  dried  but  not  faded  flower ; 
and  I  wished  no  sorrow  untasted,  no 
thorny  path  untrod,  tliat  combined  to  lead 
me  under  such  impressions,  to  the  pre- 
cincts of  Deny  Cathedral.  It  is  now  no 
season  for  dallying  with  fanciful  imagina- 
tions in  the  sunshiny  parterre ;  we  have 
darker  scenes  before  us,  and  severer 
tasks  to  perform.  Woe  to  us,  if  we  trust  in 
our  own  wisdom,  power,  or  skill,  and  call 
not  upon  the  Lord  for  help:  woe  to  us,  if, 
while  calling  upon  him,  we  either  deaden 
our  hearts  to  the  demand  for  personal  ef- 
fort, or  witlihold  our  hands  from  working 
toward  the  accomplishment  of  our  pro- 
fessed desires,  for  the  extension  of  the 
Lord's  kingdom  where  Satan's  seat  now 
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CHAPTER   XXVIII 

PATRIOTISM. 

This  has  been  a  brilliant  season  for 
lowers ;  alike  in  field  and  garden,  hedge- 
row and  conservatory,  they  have  bloomed 
ji  extraordinary  profusion  and  peculiar 
richness  of  colouring.  It  would  seem  that 
the  long  nursing  of  their  roots  under  the 
covering  of  winter  had  imparted  additional 
vigour  to  the  vegetable  world.  Levelled 
with  the  ground  by  severe  frost,  and 
speedily  buried  under  some  feet  of  drilled 
snow,  all  disappeared  at  the  early  period 
of  October,  last  year :  and  so  tardy  were 
the  little  buds  in  peeping  forth,  that  April 
transferred  her  leaflets  to  May,  and  May 
reserved  her  blossoms  to  swell  the  abun- 
c\Emt  store  of  June;  allowing  us  nearly 
eight  months  to  contemplate  the  spectacle 
of  naked  twigs,  and  to  fancy  how  the 
scene  would  look  when  at  last  the  flowers 
should  show  themselves.  They  c^me: 
and  overpaid  our  long  expectation.  At 
least  they  richly  overpaid  mine:  for,  all 
things  considered,  I  cannot  say  that  so  de- 
lightful a  summer  has  ever  before  shone 
upon  me.    More  joyous  seasons  indeed  I 


have  known  :  but  their  joy  was  false  and 
vain ;  the  hand  of  God  the  Creator  was 
perhaps  traced  and  acknowledged  in  his 
works;  but  the  love  of  Christ  the  Re- 
deemer was  unfelt — unknown.  Such  de- 
light is  perishable  as  the  things  that  call 
it  forth ;  unsatisfying  as  the  ever-shifling 
scenery  of  floating  clouds  above  us.  Later 
summers  have  also  brightened  upon  me. 
since  the  veil  was  removed,  and  the 
Saviour  revealed,  and  every  blossom  that 
embroidered  the  pilgrim  path  was  viewed 
as  a  pledge  and  earnest  of  the  love  that 
had  no  beginning  and  shall  know  no  end. 
But  there  was  sadness— oh,  how  deep  and 
dark!  upon  my  spirit:  while  the  very 
value  of  the  gifl  bestowed  upon  me,  ren- 
dered the  unfelt  poverty  of  otiiers,  fondly 
beloved,  more  grievous,  more  intolerable 
to  my  soul.  Like  a  heavy  cloud,  ever 
and  knon  obscuring  the  sunbeam,  it 
chequered  the  prospect,  and  it  chilled 
while  it  darkened  me.  There  is  no  sor- 
row like  that ;  no  tears  like  those  which 
stream  over  the  heedless  ones  who  will 
not  be  gathered  under  the  same  sheltering 
wing  where  we  And  blessing  and  repose. 
But  this  is  past ;  those  summers  are  ended, 
and  those  souls  are  in  heaven. 

The  season,  then,  which  has  now  closed, 
the  reign  of  flowers  through  the  last  few 
months,  has  been  one  of  greater  enjoy- 
ment to  me  than  any  preceding  it  I  have 
greeted  those  loved  and  smiling  com- 
panions through  a  long  and  varied  track; 
tlie  first  that  expanded  before  me  was,  as 
I  well  remember,  within  view  of  the  ma- 
jestic Thames,  which  rolled,  studded  with 
sails,  to  the  eastern  coast  Not  many 
weeks  had  passed,  before  I  was  buried  in 
a  wilderness  of  the  choicest  sweets,  that 

< 

graced  the  borders  of  the  noble  Slaney : 
thence  transferred  to  the  banks  of  Anna 
Liffey,  the  hands  of  Christian  love  brought 
daily  supplies  of  the  beautiful  but  fading 
treasure.  The  next  were  gathered  from 
a  grave,  or  viewec  through  a  mist  of  tears, 
as  they  gemmed  the  banks  of  a  lake  so 
fair  and  lovely  that  it  was  hard  to  trace  in 
its  gleaming  waters  the  character  of 
death ;  to  identify  with  them  the  heaviest 
affliction  of  my  life.  But  even  there,  and 
there  in  an  especial  manner,  the  little 
shining,  blossoms  bore  that  impress,  "  God 
is  love." 

The  next  was  a  bouquet,  gathered  and 
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taitefuU^  arranged,  and  graeefldi7  pre- 
sented— for  is  not  true  courtesy  alwajrs 
graceful? — hj  the  hands  of  a  poor  la- 
bourer, who  saw  me  long  engaged  in  con- 
templating the  magnificent  ruins  of  the 
ancient  fortress  of  Trim ;  one  of  the  finest 
feudal  remains  I  ever  beheld ;  worthy  of 
a  pilgrimage  to  view  iL  The  incident  of 
my  stumbling  on  this  spendid  wreck,  in  a 
journey  through  cross  roads,  the  delight- 
f\il  hour  occupied  in  examining  it,  and  the 
giA  of  those  blooming  flowers  which  grew 
in  a  garden  at  the  foot  of  the  eminence 
where  it  stands,  left  an  impression  on  my 
mind,  to  be  cherished  while  roses,  pinks, 
and  sweet  peat  survive  to  tell  of  their  dis- 
tant race  under  the  crumbling  walls  of 
Trim.  Next  at  the  foot  of  Slieve  Donard, 
I  may  truly  say,  I  revelled  in  a  paradise 
of  flowers  for  many  a  sunshiny  day;  and 
my  little  English  garden  now  nourishes 
some  roots  that  grew  on  its  lofty  crest 
Again,  within  the  walls  of  another  noble 
mansion,  crowning  with  its  battlements 
the  high  ground  of  Tandragree,  a  trophy 
was  prepared  to  indulge  the  traveller's  pe- 
culiar taste,  in  the  form  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful garland  I  ever  beheld :  quite  an  ar- 
chitectural device,  composed  of  glowing 
flowers.  And  this,  too,  was  the  work  of 
humble  hands ;  the  offering  of  affectionate 
hearts,  the  fruits  of  that  ingenuity  which 
a  desire  to  give  pleasure  to  others  never 
fails  to  inspire.  I  must  not  again  speak 
of  Derry ;  nor  at  present  dwell  upon  the 
wild  charms  of  Donegal,  where  masses  of 
purple  heather  looked  glorious  in  their 
simple  beauty,  as  they  studded  and  ftinged 
the  fantastic  rocks,  and  crested  the  tower- 
ing mountains  of  that  unique  region :  while, 
spreading  wide  below,  the  delicate  cup  of 
the  flax  peeped  forth  in  loveliest  blue  ftom 
amid  its  feathery  supports.  The  last  sweet 
relic  of  the  flowers  of  Erin,  was  brougl^t 
away  from  a  bouquet  that  graced  the 
cabin  of  the  vessel  which  bore  us  home- 
ward ;  and  truly  I  may  quote  a  couplet 
from  a  foolish  song,  as  being  literally  ful- 
filled in  this  pleasant  trip : 

May  the  way  they  trarel  be  Hrewed  with  flowen, 
Till  it  bring  them  in  lafoty  home. 

And  here,  in  a  little  patch  of  ground, 
well  crowded  with  ail  that  can  be  made  to 
grow  in  it,  have  I  watched  the  fading  of 
the  various  specimens  that  seem  doubly 
endeared   by  the  fact   of  their  having 
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formed,  as  it  were,  the  links  of  a  pleasan 
chain,  coimecting  me  more  closely  than 
ever  with  the  land  I  so  dearly  love. 

But,  for  the  present  occasion  I  am  not 
about  to  introduce  a  new  subject;  one 
frequently  touched  upon,  but  not  recently, 
is  so  peculiarly  fresh  in  my  mind  just  now : 
and  the  type  is  no  less  flresh  in  my  little 
garden.  Years  roll  on :  but  I  cannot  feel 
what  Kirke  White  expresses : 

Thus  doth  the  thade  in  memory  flide, 
When  in  fbnakes  tomb  the  ftm  belov«d  it  lyd. 

No:  memory  is  a  fhithflil  chronicler,  a 
mirror  that  retains  the  image  once  re* 
fleeted  in  it  as  though  it  were  still  present ; 
and  my  dumb  Boy's  aspect,  his  joyoot 
smile,  his  thoughtAd  frown,  his  eloquent 
gestiu*es,  and  earnest  attempts  to  convey 
the  meanings  that  ever  filled  his  mind,  are 
as  visible  to  the  mental  perception  now,  as 
is  the  little  green  shamrock  to  the  bodily 
eye.  Patriotism  such  as  Jack's  I  have 
rarely  met  with :  and  many  a  time  have  1 
pondered,  during  the  last  few  months,  on 
the  nature  and  origin  of  that  passion  in 
his  heart ;  for  a  passion  it  really  was.  His 
home  was  an  obscure  cabin,  in  the  long, 
narrow  street  that  formed  one  outlet  from 
a  considerable  city.  His  steps  rarely 
strayed  beyond  that  dark  and  dreary 
street ;  he  scarcely  knew  his  way  into  the 
neighbouring  fields :  and  of  the  peculiar 
fe€itures  of  Irish  scenery  he  was  perfectly 
ignorant  The  habits  of  those  around 
him  excited  only  disgust  in  his  natorally 
delicate  mind :  and  he  never  ceased  ta  re* 
mark  on  the  superiority  of  English  cotta- 
ges and  customs.  Of  the  geographical 
situation  of  places  he  had  no  more  idea 
than  has  the  pen  that  I  write  with :  nor 
had  any  sentiment,  either  in  prose  or 
verse,  been  conveyed  to  his  mind,  that 
could  excite  or  cherish  a  particle  of  na- 
tionality. To  say  truth,  I  was  somewhat 
dissatisfied  at  the  unequivocal  inclinations 
which  he  gave  of  greatly  preferring  my 
native  land  to  his  own :  insomuch  that  he 
used  to  say,  in  a  laughing  way,  "Jack 
loves  pretty  England ;  doll  mam  loves  bad 
Ireland."  The  term  doll  he  used  to  sig- 
nify, in  a  civil  way,  that  the  person  to 
whom  he  applied  the  epithet  had  a  wooden 
head.  But,  ever  as  the  glorious  Light  of 
the  Gospel  of  Christ  spread  and  brigh^ 
ened  upon  his  soul,  a  feeling  grew  and 
deepened  with  it,  to  which  I  can  hardly 


822 


THE  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


apply  a  name.  The  idea  of  returning  to 
his  own  country  was  to  him  insupportable ; 
indeed,  if  a  fit  of  rebellion  to  which,  like 
all  the  rest  of  us,  he  was  subject,  withstood 
all  other  means,  the  remark  that  he  must 
be  sent  back  to  his  home  never  failed  to 
subdue  him.  Neither  was  this  from  a 
dread  of  enduring  privation,  for  he  often 
observed  to  me,  that  he  could  earn  a  good 
deal  by  working  and  drawing ;  but  a  half 
tearful  appeal,  whether  I  would  send  Jack 
to  worship  wooden  gods,  and  kneel  to  the 
^  bad  bread,"  always  showed  his  real  feel- 
ing; generally  followed  by  an  energetic 
assurance  that  he  would  be  ^^  dead  Jack" 
rather  than  do  any  such  thing : — that  they 
might  kill,  but  should  not  corrupt  him. 
Added  to  this  was  a  most  ardent  desire  to 
bring  his  parents  and  family  to  England ; 
it  was  his  dream  by  night  his  theme  by 
day,  the  subject  of  many  a  prayer,  and 
the  stimulus  to  many  an  hour's  hard  work 
with  the  pencil,  by  means  of  which  he 
hoped  in  time  to  accomplish  this  darling 
object  Whence,  then,  the  feeling  so  fer- 
vently Irish,  that  displayed  itself  contin- 
ually, gathering  strength  daily,  during 
more  than  six  years'  absence  from  his  na- 
tive land,  and  shining  out  in  the  very  last 
glimmer  of  consciousness,  when  the  hand 
of  death  was  cold  and  heavy  upon  him ! 
Some  of  it  he  might  and  did  catch  from 
me ;  but  nothing  that  had  not  its  root  in 
his  own  spirit  could  have  becx)me  such  a 
master-passion.  He  could  not  speak  long 
upon  that  subject  without  tears :  and  the 
ardour  of  his  kindness  towards  any  poor 
countryman  whom  we  might  meet  on  the 
road,  or  who  came  to  our  cottage  door  to 
tsrave  alms,  was  most  affecting  to  witness. 
When,  as  was  very  often  the  case,  we 
prevailed  with  some  weary  traveller  from 
the  coast,  where  he  had  recently  landed 
and  was  walking  up  to  London,  to  listen 
to  God's  word,  while  taking  a  little  rest 
and  refreshment,  no  description,  no  paint- 
ing, could  have  done  justice  to  the  boy's 
appearance.  His  usual  position,  on  such 
occasions,  was  to  stand  behind  a  chair,  so 
as  to  get  a  side  view  of  the  stranger  with- 
out being  observed ;  and  with  a  fixed, 
deep  colour  in  his  cheeks,  he  would  re- 
main, like  a  piece  of  statuary,  bending  un- 
der his  drooping  eyelids  such  a  gaze  of 
intent  observation  upon  the  object  of  his 
Bolicitude  as  nothing  could  divert    He, 


of  course,  knew  not  a  word  that  paned ; 
but  the  purport  he  well  knew :  and  often 
have  I  thought,  as  I  looked  upon  him,  of 
the  beautiful  words  of  St  Paul,  as  expres- 
sing his  tender  yearnings  over  his  coun- 
trymen, "My  little  children,  of  whom  I 
travail  in  birth  till  Christ  be  formed  in 


I" 


you 

When  the  door  closed  finally  over  such 
a  guest,  he  would,  if  the  case  appeared  a 
promising  one,  give  a  loose  to  great  joy ; 
often  expressing  it  in  the  most  extraordi- 
nary descriptions  of  what  he  supposed  to 
be  the  feeUngs  of  Satan  on  the  occasion. 
He  would  make  strange  grimaces  of  dis- 
content, grief,  and  rage,  saying,  "Devft 
very  dumpy ;  devil  cry ;  devil  mad."  Then 
he  would  express  what  must  be  the  con- 
sequences to  the  Romish  priesthood  if  the 
people  were  converted ;  and  no  one  could 
behold  this  part  of  the  representation 
without  laughing.  He  would  personate  a 
priest,  show  him  extorting  his  dues  and 
gilts  from  the  poor  people ;  then  describe 
the  latter  as  refusing  them,  and,  instead 
of  money,  pulling  out  a  bible  from  their 
pockets.  Then,  on  the  priest's  part,  all 
the  gradations  from  violent  rage  to  smiling 
persuasion,  and  at  last  to  a  most  humble 
entreaty  for  a  little  cash.  It  was  amazing 
how  he,  who  never  in  his  hfe  witnessed  a 
theatrical  exhibition  of  any  kind,  would 
perform  a  complete  pantomime ;  and  that 
so  well  that  any  explanation  or  elucida- 
tion, except  as  regarded  the  ways  of  the 
priests  at  home,  was  quite  needless. 
When  his  delight  had  thus  vented  itself, 
he  would  gradually  become  serious ;  and 
with  subdued  looks,  but  still  in  a  glow  of 
the  brightest  animation,  would  sketch  the 
gladness  of  the  angels  at  beholding  a  soul 
rescued  from  Satan,  and  the  sublime 
vision  that  ever  occupied  his  mind — the 
Saviour's  bleeding  hand  drawn  over  the 
record  of  a  returning  sinner's  misdeeds. 

Jack  was  never  carelesftabout souls;  no  in- 
dividual lacked  a  share  in  his  busy  thoughts 
on  the  great  subject  of  the  eternal  doom : 
but  there  was  no  mistaking  for  a  moment 
as  to  the  fact  if  the  person  happened  to  be 
Irish.  Then  it  became  indeed  a  personal 
concern  with  him :  all  the  scenes  tliat  had 
distressed  his  eyes  in  childhood,  and  the 
recollection  of  which  grieved  his  heart 
would  rise  to  view.  He  spoke  of  the 
drunkenness,  the  dishonesty,  the  dreadful 
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quarrels  and  fights,  for  which  his  birth- 
place was  disgracefully  famous ;  and 
above  all,  he  dwelt  with  shuddering  horror 
on  the  executions  that  he  had  witnessed  at 
the  gaol  near  his  abode ;  where  the  priests 
went  on  to  the  last,  lulling  the  wretched 
victims  in  a  false  peace,  till  their  strug- 
gling forms  were  cast  upon  the  wind.  I 
never  could  bear  his  description  of  this ; 
but  as  his  mind  would  have  brooded  over 
it  unless  allowed  to  throw  off  tlie  burden 
by  such  communication,  I  let  him  pro- 
ceed, contriving  not  to  see  what  he  was 
about  He  would  then  follow  the  guilty 
soul  into  another  state  of  existence ;  sind 
nothing  could  equal  the  fearful  force  of 
his  conceptions  of  eternal  despair,  but  the 
enchanting  grandeur  of  those  which  he 
had  formed  of  heavenly  happiness.  With 
the  latter  he  invariably  closed  his  subject. 
I  have  of  late  been  reminded  of  this  almost 
hourly ;  for  few  hours  have  passed  during 
many  months,  without  the  pages  of  old 
John  Foxe  spread  before  me ;  and  verily 
I  have  seen  more  of  the  dear  dumb  boy 
in  the  characters,  the  sentiments,  the  very 
language  of  our  blessed  martyrs,  than  I 
expected  ever  to  trace  in  any  human  be- 
ings. I  had  contrived  to  give  him  a  toler- 
able idea  of  queen  Mary's  doings,  and  the 
hold  that  it  took  on  him  was  evinced  in 
rather  a  strange  manner.  He  never  once 
alluded  to  the  place  of  torment  without 
telling  me  that  Judas  and  queen  Mary 
were  chained  together  there.  I  could  not 
enter  into  the  thing  as  he  did.  I  could 
not  accord  to  that  wretched  woman  the 
fearful  pre-eminence  that  he  assigned  to 
her:  but  a  closer  acquaintance  with  the 
sufferings  of  our  English  confessors  has 
brought  it  involuntarily  to  my  thoughts, 
with  something  like  an  acquiescent  shud- 
der. 

But  this  patriotism : — it  was  a  perfect 
thing  in  its  way ;  he  loved  a  pebble,  or  a 
blade  of  grass  from  Ireland;  and  he 
guarded  like  a  surly  watch-dog  my  little 
pot  of  shamrocks,  if  any  irreverent  finger 
threatened  to  approach  it;  and  all  these 
tilings  were  inseparably  linked,  in  his  very 
soul,  with  the  spiritual  concerns  of  his 
people.  Even  when  he  wept  over  tlie 
stubborn  soil  in  a  droughty  season,  be- 
cause potatoes  would  not  grow  in  Ireland 
for  want  of  rain,  the  reason  he  gave  for 
his  tears  was  that  the  poor  Irish  would 


die  before  they  heard  of  Jesus  Christ's  red 
hand;  and  his  rapturous  thanksgivings 
for  a  timely  fall  of  rain  were  intermingled 
with  earnest  injunctions  to  me  to  send 
"  much  bibles"  over.  I  believe  [  have 
mentioned  before,  that  his  worldly  all  of 
two  shillings  sterling  was  the  very  first 
contribution  ever  given  to  the  British  Re- 
formation Society :  and  I  never  trace  the 
successful  progress  of  tliat  noble  institution 
without  beholding  an  answer  to  the  simple 
fervent  prayers  that  accompanied  the  gifl. 
I  sought  and  found  the  shamrock  in  every 
part  of  Ireland,  during  my  late  tour :  and 
I  could  not  but  hail  it  as  a  type  of  the  ex- 
tensive power  of  that  prayer,  so  passion- 
ately reiterated  during  the  last  moment 
of  the  boy's  life.  His  hands,  literally 
bathed  in  the  streaming  chills  of  death, 
rapidly  moved  to  form  with  the  fore  fin- 
gers little  crosses,  and  then  violently  to 
break  them,  in  signification  of  destroying 
the  idol  crucifixes;  then  the  right  hand 
swiniy  passed  up  and  down  the  palm  of 
the  left,  to  represent  the  spreading  of  mor- 
tar, and  both  joined  together  gradually 
raised  as  high  as  he  could  reach,  to  im- 
itate the  building  of  a  spire,  which  was 
his  usual  sign  for  a  Protestant  church — 
then  again  lowered  to  spell  the  words; 
"  quick,  quick ;  Jack's  poor  Ireland !"  im- 
plying that  it  was  the  only  way  to  save 
his  country,  and  must  not  be  delayed.  All 
this  is  as  present  to  me  as  it  was  at  the 
time,  in  February,  1831.  Oh,  there  was 
a  holy  hatred  of  the  destroyer  of  his  peo- 
ple, and  a  solemn  triumph  in  the  near 
view  of  God's  righteous  judgments,  that 
ranked  him  with  the  martyrs,  the  confes- 
sors of  the  early  days,  when  Christians 
knew  no  fellowship  with  Antichrist ;  when 
the  unclean  thing  was  an  abomination  to 
them ;  and  when  they  dared  not  to  throw 
a  friendly  veil,  and  spread  a  sheltering 
hand,  over  that  which  the  Lord  has  sol- 
emnly declared  he  will  consume  with  the 
spirit  of  his  mouth,  and  destroy  with  the 
brightness  of  his  coming. 

I  often  feel  alone  in  these  matters  now ; 
few  will  give  themselves  so  to  search  the 
scriptures,  so  to  read  the  history  of  Pro- 
testantism, and  so  to  mark  tlie  workings 
of  popery,  as  to  kindle  over  the  contem- 
plation, and  long  to  rush  to  the  help  of  the 
Lord  against  the  mighty.  But  though 
alone.  I  am  not  disheartened:  wbea  tte 
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little  shamrock  shall  again  bide  its  soft 
green  leaves  under  the  rivers  of  Protes- 
tant blood  that  have  more  than  once 
drenched  its  native  soil,  then  England  will 
be  roused.  God  grant  it  be  not  too  late  ! 
It  is  for  Him  to  determine  whether  he  will 
accept  such  tardy  service  at  our  hands ; 
but  this  I  will  sny,  that  those  who  are  now 
lending  their  silver  and  gold,  their  time, 
their  talents,  their  influence,  and  their 
prayersj  to  Jack's  poor  Ireland,  in  the 
spirit  and  with  the  view  that  belonged  to 
1dm,  will  learn  the  blessedness  of  such  a 
work  when  they  meet  the  Dumb  Boy  in 
the  kingdom  of  giory. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE   BISHOP. 

There    was   once   a   feeling   in   the 
Church  of  England  that  seems  to  have 
faded  into  a  remembrance  of  the  past, 
rather  than  to  be  a  thing  of  present  exist- 
ence.   I  allude  to  the  veneration  in  which 
the  chief  pastors  of  the  flock  were  held, 
when,  casting  off  the  iniquitous  mystery 
of  darkness  that  had  shrouded  them  in 
the  imaginary  sanctity,  and  armed  them 
with  the  real  terrors  of  a  perverted  and 
polluted  pre-eminence,  the  bishops  of  the 
Reformation  stood  forth,  arrayed  in  the 
garments  of  holiness,  and  walking  in  the 
light  of  an  unveiled  gospel.    The  bright- 
est burst  of  sudden  spring  over  a  naked 
and    storm-wrecked   landscape    scarcely 
typifies  that  revival.    The  wildernesses 
and  solitary  places  of  our  land  were  made 
glad  because  of  them :  the  blighted  desert 
of  Antichrist  rejoiced  and  blossomed  as 
the  rose.     The  soft  notes  of  the  dove 
were  heard,  breathing  peace  and  tender- 
ness, where  the  coiled  serpent  alone  had 
hissed  and  the  ravening  lion  had  roared 
after  his  prey.    Then  it  was  that  an  offer- 
ing was  made  to  the  Lord,  even  the  offer- 
ing of  the  heart  willingly  yielded  to  Him, 
and  a  pure  incense  of  "  praises  with  un- 
derstanding" supplanted  the  impure  smoke 
of  a  debased  carnal  service.    Then  it  was 
that  the  good  bishops  threw  open  the 
doors  of  their  habitations,  not  to  close 


them  again  on  the  secret  conclave  of 
priestly  underplotters,  assembled  to  devise 
plans  for  riveting  ancient  fetters,  and  for- 
ging new  ones  for  the  flock,  bnt  to  invite 
their  brethren  to  mutual  encouragement 
in  their  work  of  faith  and  labour  of  love — 
to  strengthen  the  weak,  comfort  the  perse- 
cuted, exhort  the  unruly,  and  confirm  the 
wavering.  Not  to  dazzle  the  laity  with  a 
display  of  pomp  and  pride  abhorrent  to 
the  spirit  of  the  gospel,  but  to  nourish  the 
bodies  of  the  poor  with  the  meat  that  per- 
isheth,  and  to  supply  their  souls  with  that 
which  nourisheth  unto  everlasting  life. 
Then  the  bishop,  robed  in  his  gown  with 
the  flat-crowned  doctor's  cap  on  his  head 
and  the  long  beard  imparting  additional 
dignity  to  his  aspect  moved  in  meekness 
and  gravity  along  the  lolly  hall,  seeing 
that  his  humble  guests  were  properly 
cared  for,  and  waiting  to  bestow  the 
ghostly  counsel  that  severally  or  together, 
they  desired  to  receive  at  his  hands. 

Such  was  the  spectacle  displayed  when 
a  Ridley,  a  Hooper,  a  Latimer  or  a  Cran- 
mer  presided.  Their  light  shone  before 
men  with  a  pure  and  mellow  lustre,  illu- 
minating and  warming  wheresoever  it  fell ; 
until,  blending  with  the  short-lived  blaze 
of  martyrdom,  it  was  swallowed  up  in  the 
glory  that  endureth  everlastingly.  Then 
he  that  desired  the  office  of  a  bishop,  de- 
sired really  a  good  work ;  and  httle  indeed 
could  the  dross  of  filthy  lucre,  or  the  glitter 
of  external  pomp,  or  the  grasp  of  ecclesias- 
tical power,  weigh  with  men  who  saw  be- 
yond that  vista,  the  dungeon  and  the  stake. 

These  times  of  fiery  trial  are  past ;  the 
manners  of  that  age  have  given  place  to 
others  as  dissimilar  from  them  as  are  the 
present  abodes  and  employments  of  our 
prelates  from  those  of  their  early  prede- 
cessors :  but  blessed  be  God !  the  same 
spirit  remains,  and  he  sometimes  bestows 
the  heart  of  our  primitive  bishops  on  those 
who  occupy  their  high  places  in  the 
church.  Often,  in  very  early  years,  have 
I  wandered  among  the  relics  of  fbrmer 
days,  in  an  episcopal  residence  where  one 
of  the  fiercest  and  most  savage  persecu- 
tors of  Mary's  reign  rioted  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lord's  innocent  sheep;  and  as  I 
marked  the  rich  foliage,  the  thousand  bril- 
liant flowers  that  flung  their  graceful  veil 
over  broken  ruins,  rendering  that  most 
lovely  which  was  formerly  most  sternly 
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obdurate  and  harsh,  I  traced  the  more 
glorious  transformation  of  the  episcopal 
office — or  rather  its  restoration  to  that 
which  God  designed  it  to  be. 

There  was  a  ruined  porch  in  that  gar- 
den which  seemed  to  have  belonged  to  a 
tower  of  great  strength.  Iron  gates  had 
enclosed  it ;  massive  bars  had  crossed  and 
recrossed  the  narrow,  pointed  windows, 
and  from  its  detached  position,  within  the 
impregnable  enclosure  of  a  double  wall, 
flanked  by  defensive  towers,  I  never 
doubted  its  character  of  a  prison.  All, 
however,  was  then  so  changed  as  to  ren- 
der it  a  beautiful  ornament  to  the  grounds. 
No  bolt  remained :  the  old  grey-stone  that 
had  bidden  defiance  to  time,  looked  forth 
between  the  clusters  of  ivy  and  woodbine, 
and  other  climbing  plants,  while  the  gay- 
est profusion  of  yellow  wall-flower,  varie- 
gated lichens,  and  long  tufls  of  that  most 
graceful  and  touching  emblem  of  mor- 
tality, "the  flower  of  grass,**  waved 
lightly  on  its  broken  summit  Roses  and 
jonquils  concealed  its  base ;  the  interior 
was  gravelled ;  rustic  seats  were  placed 
around  ;  and  the  dark  prison-house  of  mer- 
ciless Rome  had  become  a  beauteous 
summer-bower  under  the  mild  hand  of 
Christian  culture. 

And  from  among  that  cluster  of  flowers, 
I  select  the  China-rose,  the  most  simple, 
unostentatious,  and  enduring  of  its  numer- 
ous family:  the  first,  in  spring,  to  open 
its  pale,  elegant  petals  to  the  early  sun- 
beam— the  last  to  quail  beneath  the  win- 
ter's blast  I  select  it  not  in  connection 
with  the  antique  ruin  that  my  childhood 
loved,  but  with  one  whose  task  it  was  to 
preside,  first  in  the  spot  consecrated  by 
the  pastoral  charge  of  the  blessed  Hooper, 
and  brightened  by  the  fires  of  his  martyr- 
dom ;  and  subsequently  where  God  was 
glorified  in  the  death  of  several  martyrs, 
Robert  Glover,  Joyce  Lewes,  and  others 
whose  name  are  in  the  book  of  life.  Yes, 
it  was  upon  a  half-opened  China-rose  that 
my  tears  first  fell,  when,  on  the  second  of 
April,  1836, 1  first  learned  the  removal  to 
his  Master's  mansion  of  that  dear  servant 
of  Christ,  Henry  Ryder,  Bishop  of  Glou- 
cester first,  aflerwards  of  Lichfield  and 
Coventry. 

Few,  very  few,  indeed,  if  there  be  even 
one,  among  those  who  read  these  pages, 
will  fail  to  recognize  a  name  dear  to  their 


hearts  in  that  which  I  have  mentioned. 
Bishop  Ryder  possessed,  beyond  most 
men,  the  love  and  veneration  of  God's 
people.  There  was  that  in  his  character, 
in  his  manners,  in  his  very  aspect,  that 
laid  hold  on  the  best  aflections  of  our  na- 
ture, and  would  not  let  them  go.  I  never 
saw  a  man  who  brought  so  strongly  to 
mind  the  picture  my  fancy  loved  to 
draw  of  a  bishop,  in  the  bright,  sad  days 
of  our  martyrs.  There  was  a  childlike 
humility,  a  simplicity  that  nothing  could 
tarnish,  a  meekness  that  served  to  render 
more  impressive  the  animated  energy 
called  forth  on  occasions  when  this  be- 
loved pastor  had  to  plead  the  cause  he  so 
deeply  cherished.  It  is  well  known  that 
he  underwent  a  protracted  martjrrdom  of 
feeling — and  he  was  keenly  sensitive — 
when,  with  the  voice  of  authority,  and  the 
louder  language  of  example,  he  first  strove 
to  awaken  the  slumbering  watchmen,  and 
to  call  in  the  roving,  unfaithful  shepherds 
under  his  charge.  Evangelical  truth, 
though  familiar  to  their  lips  in  the  stated 
services  of  our  church,  was  a  new  and  a 
strange  and  a  hateful  thing  to  the  appre- 
hension of  the  great  bulk  of  the  clergy,  at 
the  time  when  Dr.  Ryder  was  raised  up 
to  enforce  it  Known  to  the  Lord  are  all 
the  conflicts  endured  by  that  tender  but 
constant  spirit,  when,  fixed'like  the  China- 
rose  to  its  supporting  wall  he  offered  him- 
self to  the  most  savage  blasts  of  the  first 
break  of  winter,  resolved  to  shine  before 
men,  and  to  breathe  incense  to  his  God, 
whosoever  shrank  back — determined,  in 
His  strength,  to  stand,  whosoever  might 
fall  or  flee.  Long  it  was  ere  the  storm  of 
persecution  abated  ;  longer  ere  ihe  gentle 
hand  of  spring  awoke  a  few  companions 
to  countenance  him  in  the  singularity  of 
his  holiness.  But  the  season  advanced, 
and  brightened,  and  gladdened  him  with 
a  vast  number  of  associates,  each  in  his 
own  form,  and  his  own  place,  rejoicing  to 
do  the  will  of  his  Master. 

Many  of  my  readers,  who  perhaps  knew 
not  the  severity  of  Doctor  Ryder's  early 
trials  in  the  character  of  a  Christian 
Bishop,  must  have  been  struck  by  the  ex- 
pression of  heavenly  gladness — so  calm, 
yet  so  earnest — that  marked  his  counte- 
nance, when,  presiding  over  a  public  meet- 
ing, he  cast  his  eye  upon  tike  animated 
crowd  of  listeners,  while  his  ear  drank  in 


326 


THE  FLOWER  GARDEN,  OR, 


the  pleadings  of  some  zealous  brother  on 
behalf  of  those  who  were  perishing  for 
lack  of  knowledge;  or  the  enumeration  of 
successes  already  gained  in  the  glorious 
cause.  There  was  a  time  when  he,  like 
Elijah,  had  seemed  alone  in  the  midst  of 
an  unfaithful  church :  and  his  joy  was  as 
that  of  Elijah,  when  the  convinced  and 
prostrate  multitude  sent  forth  that  shout, 
**  The  Lord,  he  is  the  God  !"  Full  of  love 
to  the  Saviour,  and  love  to  his  fellow-men, 
that  dear  servant  of  Christ  longed  to 
gather  into  tlie  fold  every  wanderer  on 
the  face  of  the  whole  earth ;  and  there  was 
not  an  effort  made,  from  pole  to  pole,  in 
which  his  heart  took  not  an  interest  most 
deep,  while  his  spirit  went  forth  to  every 
land,  with  those  who  proclaimed  the  glad 
tidings  of  salvation,  and  published  peace. 
But  there  was  one  portion  of  a  neglected 
vineyard,  which  it  was  the  dearest  privi- 
lege and  delight  of  this  blessed  man  to 
bind  up,  and  to  prop,  and  to  nourish. 
Poor  Ireland's  ancien^  rich,  and  beautiful 
vine,  so  long  rent  down,  trampled  under 
foot,  defiled,  and  preyed-on  by  the  wild 
beasts  that  ravage  the  land,  excited  his 
tenderest  sympathies.  It  was  in  the  pros- 
ecution of  this  work  that  one  whom  I  had 
long  revered  at  a  distance  became  the  ob- 
ject of  nearer  and  more  devoted  regard ; 
and  few  among  many  privileges  were 
more  prized  than  that  of  being  saluted  as 
friend  by  the  good  bishop — the  unwearied 
promoter  of  the  cause.  Like  the  China- 
rose  at  my  cottage  door,  he  thus  came 
under  my  frequent,  habitual  observation, 
and  I  could  trace  the  resemblance  that  so 
beautifully  connects  him  w^ith  the  flower. 
At  once  so  gentle,  so  unobtrusive,  so 
graceful,  and  sp  sweet,  each  knew  to  en- 
dure hardness  as  a  good  soldier,  uninflu- 
enced by  outer  circumstances.  Each  was 
foremost  to  take  tlie  field,  each  the  most 
persevering  to  retain  it  Both  looked  so 
delicate  that  it  might  have  seemed  easy  to 
overpower  tliem  by  a  show  of  opposition : 
both,  leaning  on  a  powerful  support,  bade 
calm  defiance  to  the  assault.  Sometimes 
ray  rose-bush  has  caught  me  in  passing, 
and  when  thus  arrested  I  have  stood  to 
admire  the  rich  gifts  of  God  in  tlie  beauty 
and  fragrance  of  the  tree:  even  so,  by  his 
fervently  affqptionate  appeals,  have  I  seen 
the  good  bishop  arrest  the  giddy  hearer, 
and  fix  him  in  serious  contemplation  of 


those  divine  graces  which  he  showed  forfh 
while  magnifying  them  as  the  gifl  of  the 
Lord. 

But  man,  in  his  best  estate,  is  frail ;  and 
in  his  most  mature  decisions  fallible. 
Bishop  Ryder  was  carried  away  by  the 
universality  of  his  loving  spirit,  operated 
upon  by  the  specious  pleadings  of  the  en- 
emy who  can  transform  himself  into  an 
angel  of  light  He  yielded  his  assent  to 
the  measure  that  deprived  England  of  her 
bright  crown — he  surrendered  the  strong 
hold  of  his  country,  in  a  blind  reliance  on 
the  pledges  of  that  church  whose  notori- 
ous principle  it  is  to  keep  no  faith  with 
those  whom  she  insolently  calls  heretics. 
That  his  having  been  so  deluded  was,  to 
the  good  bishop,  a  source  of  deep  and 
abiding  regret,  I  can  confidently  say :  that 
he  looked  with  abhorrence  on  the  rising 
rampancy  of  the  Romish  church,  I  know ; 
and  that  he  redoubled  his  efforts  to  uproot 
the  abominations  to  the  encouragement  of 
which  he  had  unwittingly  or  rather  un- 
watchfully  contributed,  is  witnessed  by 
hundreds  and  thousands,  who  marked  the 
increase  of  his  zeal  in  that  particular 
cause.  I  would  not  draw  a  veil  over  this 
error  in  judgment :  I  would  not  palliate  it 
The  inspired  record  affords  no  example 
for  so  doing :  and  be  they  still  in  the  flesh, 
or  removed  into  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 
I  say  of  all  who  connived  at  that  national 
transgression,  that  it  was  a  sin  only  to  be 
blotted  out  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
Oflen,  when  I  have  looked  on  the  meek 
but  animated  countenance  of  that  apostolic 
prelate,  has  my  heart  wrestled  in  prayer 
for  him,  that  God  would  grant  repentance 
and  remission  of  the  sin.  I  have  thought 
of  Peter,  when,  gifted  as  he  was  with  so 
many  and  bright  endowments  from  above, 
and  honoured  beyond  others  in  the  great 
multitude  to  whose  conversion  he  was  in- 
strumental, a  brother  apostle  saw  cause  to 
withstand  him  to  the  face,  because  he  was 
to  be  blamed.  God  forbid  that  I  should 
glory  in  the  grace  bestowed  on  a  Ryder 
or  a  Wilberforcc,  without  a  feeling  of  deep 
abasement  that  in  this  matter  they  griev- 
ously erred. 

My  china-rose  tree  is  not  free  from 
blemish.  Where  on  this  sin-soiled  earth 
shall  we  find  an  object  wholly  untainted 
as  when  the  Lord  first  looked  upon  hia 
finished  work  and    pronounced    it  very 
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good?  Yet  among  the  loveliest  of  inani- 
mate creatures,  that  rose  is  singularly 
beautiful,  abundemt  and  abiding.  It 
throws  an  embroidered  mantle,  wonderfully 
wrought  to  the  glory  of  divine  workman- 
ship, over  the  unsightly  nakedness  of  man's 
poor  contrivances;  and  brightens  what 
would  otherwise  be  a  scene  of  unrelieved 
desolation.  Its  very  weakness  is  a  call 
for  our  tender  sympathy ;  for  such  are  we 
all  in  frailty — but  how  few  of  us  are  such 
in  the  adornments  which  God  has  pro- 
vided, and  commands  us  to  put  on ! 

The  praise  of  the  good  bishop  Ryder  is 
in  all  the  churches :  there  is  no  quarter  of 
the  globe  where  his  efforts  have  not 
reached  for  the  furtherance  of  the  gospel : 
but  chiefly  on  the  spiritual  wilderness  of 
poor  Irelsmd,  and  over  the  wretched  abodes 
of  her  outcast  children  in  this  country, 
was  their  influence  felt:  and  surely  in- 
cense more  acceptable  arose  not  to  tho 


Lord  from  the  dwellings  of  man,  than  the 
pleadings  and  prayers  that  had  for  their 
object  the  diffusion  of  light  and  peace, 
where  all  was  strife  and  darkness.  The 
memory  of  that  man  is  doubly  blessed, 
who,  while  caring  for  every  sheep  of  his 
own  apportioned  fold,  stretched  forth  the 
arms  of  love  to  gather  also  the  poor  wan- 
derers whom  few  recogm'zed  as  claimants 
even  on  their  thought,  much  less  upon 
their  mental  energies,  and  worldly  means, 
to  an  extent  almost  unlimited.  Scene* 
more  recent,  names  more  immediately  be- 
fore the  public,  may  throw  into  comparar 
tive  shade  those  that  have  passed  away : 
but  I  am  not  so  weemed  from  what  I  have 
loved  and  venerated : — I  delight  to  pause 
in  my  walk,  to  number  the  unfolding 
blossoms  of  the  China-rose,  and  with  a 
swelling  heart  to  ponder  on  the  memory 
of  one  who  is  transjplanted  to  a  (airer  gar- 
den— the  good  bishop  Ryder. 
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TO  niL9  MABIHAL  111  SftACB 

THE  DUKE  OP  WELLINGTON. 

Hushed    ia    the   lofty    note   thy    trumpet 
poured}— 
The  laurel  garland  and  the  olive  bough 
Hide  in  luxuriant  shade  thy  warlike  sword, 
Wave  o*er  thy  head,  and  twine  around 
thy  brow : 
On  rising  billows  thy  triumphant  prow 

Hath  rode  exulting,  and  defied  the  storm ; 
While  like  the  dark  and  troubled  wave  below. 
Dimly  my  feeble  lay  reflects  the  form 
Of  that  majestic  Bark,  with  life  and  glory 
warm. 

Yet  scorn  it  not,  unworthy  though  it  be. 
For  in  the  trembling  hour  of   doubt  and 
fear. 
This  heart  its  dearest  treasures  gave  to  thee,* 

To  tread  attendant  on  thy  bright  career ; 
To  poise  at  thy  behest  the  glittering  spear 
That  bore  the  tyrant  headlong  from  his 
throne; 
Thy  deathless  trophy  of  renown  to  rear, 
And  press  where'er  thy  meteor  standard 
shone. 
From  Tejo's  royal  tide,  to  Gallia's  proud  Ga- 
ronne. 

The  mellowing  hand  of  Time  may  soften 
down 
The  vivid  tints  that  on  the  canvas  glare ; 
But  his  mild  touch  with  richer  grace  shall 
crown 
The  master  strokes  that  shine  unmortal 
there. 

*  The  hof  band  and  the  brother  of  the  Authorienred  la 
fhe  Army  oiider  the  command  of  His  Oimce  dnxlaf  the 
War  ia  the  Peainsnla. 


Nor  Uooms  thy  Lmian  wreath  leai  brightly 
fair. 
Though  clustering  garlands  emulate  its 
hue; 
Or  single  or  combined,  they  still  declare 
That  hand  the  vengefol   bolt   unerring 
threw. 
From  Aflsaye's  burning  plain,  to  awful  Waterioa 

Joy  to  the  living  Brave !  and  peace  to  those 
Who  sealed  their  triumphs  with  the  free- 
bom  tide! 
Whether  their  last  exulting  breath  arose 
Where  Gaiil*s  fieree  eagles  stooped  their 
towering  pride ; 
Or  saw  they  the  Atlantic  wave  divide 
Their  country  from  her  sons  with  mighty 
roU^ 
And  fell  by  thy  lamented  Fakenham's  side. 
When  he  to  Heaven  resigned  his  gallanl 
soul, 
In  climes  whence  Wolfe  had  sprung  to  th«t 
celestial  goal. 

Warrior!  with  matchleai  might  thine  aim 
hath  braved 
The  sternest  onset  of  thy  Country's  foe ; 
With  equal  grace  thy  soothing  hand  hath 
waved 
The  branch  that  bade  war's  toixent  ceaM 
to  flow. — 
Poor  were  the  gifts  that  grateful  Kings  be- 
stow. 
But  thou  canst  gild  them  with  thine  own 
bright  blaze ; 
And  long,  Oh  long  may  that  rich   lustra 
glow. 
To  cheer  our  peaceful  councils  with  the 
rays 
That  flashed  in  blasting  power  on  the  Usoxpei^ 
gise!— 
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WmiTTEV  M  THB  TBAK  MDOCCZXT. 

Tbk  gulleii  echo  of  the  caimon'fi  roar 
Had  died  m  nlence  on  Comnna's  ahora ; 
The  leflwning  fleet  had  mingled  with  the  tkj, 
That  boro  the  freight  of  grief-clad  victory. 
A  generous  foe  had  raised  the  hero's  tomb, 
Admired  his  prowess,  and  dej^ored  his  doom : 
Heaven's  gentle  dews  dispersed  the  sanguine 

stain, 
Spring  cast  her  verdant  mantle  o'er  the  slain : 
They  rested  in  their  glory ; — and  the  scene 
Was  still  and  calm  as  war  had  never  been ; 
Deserted  all  the  long  contested  shoro, 
And  silence  dwelt  around  the  tomb  of  Mooro, 
Sproad  o'er  the  sabjogated  hills  of  Spain. 
And  reigned  o'er  hapless  Lusia's  lost  domain ; 
The  gloomy  silence  of  the  dead  was  there^ — 
The  deep  and  awfnl  sttlhieaB  of  despair: 
England  had  fought  in  vain,  and  left  the  land 
WUch  bowed  to  usurpation's  lawless  hand. 
When  was  the  hope  that  could  their  fears  be- 
guile? 
The  waves  had  borne  it  back  to  Britain's  Isle. 
While  conscience  told  of  envy  and  mistrust, — 
Spain  was  angrateful,  and  Britannia  jusL 
Affiighted  Lisbon  dreads  another  flood. 
A  second  deluge  of  her  native  blood. 

What  guardian  angel  hovers  o'er  the  coast? 

Vimeiro's  hero  leads  a  British  host ! 

O  is  it  he,  the  victor  chief  sublime, 

The  conquering  warrior  from  Hindostan's  clime  ? 

Behold  the  martial  air,  the  lofty  crest, 

The  ptereing  eye,  'tis  Wellesley  stands  coo- 

fem'd. 
Eager  they  press  the  welcome  band  to  view, 
And  scarcely  deem  the  glorious  vimon  true. 
Impatient  to  believe,  yet  fearftil  doubt 
Dimmed  the  glad  eye,  and  check'd  the  joyful 

shout; 
On  trembling  Ups  the  half-breathed  "Viva" 

hung, 
Throbbed   in  the  heart,  but  faltered  o'er  the 

tongue. 
Till  victory  on  each  beaming  hehn  appears, 
TV)  soothe  their  minds,  and  dissipate  their  feaxs. 
O  then  how  loud  was  raised  th'  ezultbg  cry ; 
What  oft  redoubled  «  Vivas"  rent  the  sky ! 

'Tk  not  for  my  weak  pencO  to  pourtray 
The  Chief  who  led  Britannia's  proud  array ; 
*Tls  Mi  for  me  to  paint  that  wtmd'rous  mind, 
Which  holds  each  lofty  attribute  combined. 
Which  claims  alike  the  laurel  and  the  pabn. 
Heioie  valour  poised  by  judgment  calm. 


Let  prudence  qieak,  or  enterprise  inspire. 
This  prompt  the  fight  or  that  the  cool  retire. 
The  Leader  hears,  views,  ponders  and  combines. 
Then  moves  with  silent  speed  his  ready  lines ; 
If  retrograde,  whero  breathes  the  hardy  wighlt 
Who  dares  to  call  that  calm  rotreat  a  flight? 
If  to  advance,  more  bold  were  he  to  stay. 
And  brave  the  issne  of  so  dire  a  fray ; 
Witness  France,  India,  Portugal  and  Spain, 
Our  Wellesley  never  drew  the  sword  in  vaui ; 
Alike  unknown  to  him  to  fly  or  yield. 
Victor  he  stood  on  ev'ry  battle  field. 
Nor  end  his  labours  with  the  conflict  done, 
Still  vigilance  and  Wellington  are  one  ; 
When  sleep  and  silence  reign  throughout  the 

camp. 
The  wakeful  Chieftain  trims  his  midnight  lamp ; 
While  Heaven  applauding  gives  its  aid  divine. 
He  plans  with  matchless  skill  the  high  design  j 
To  rescue  nations,  bid  oppression  cease. 
And  bless  the  worid  with  liberty  and  peac# 

See  Murray,*  the  Ulysses  of  the  war. 
The  mighty  engine  at  his  word  prepare ; — 
As  the  calm  helmsman  at  the  rudder  placed. 
Guides  the  rich  freight  along  the  watery  waste; 
The  wise  Commander  bids  the  chart  unroll, 
That  points  th'  obtrusive  rock  and  treacherous 

shoal; 
Silent  he  watches  with  erperienced  eye. 
The  breakers  rise,  the  hostOe  rock  is  nighr— 
He  gives  th'  expected  sign,  with  sudden  tack. 
The  well-trinmied  vessel  finds    her  destined 

track; 
Agam  the  Chief  commands — the  ropes  they 

strain, 
She  floats  triumphant  o'er  the  subject  main. 
So  plans  great  Wellesley's  mind,  acute  and 

clear. 
The  future  progress  of  his  high  career ; 
So  Murtay  stands  with  cool  observant  skin. 
And  moves  the  vast  machine  obedient  to  his  will. 
Of  judgment  clear  and  comprehensive  mind, 
Stewartt  fulfils  the  task  hb  Chief  designed, 
To  hear,  arrange,  embody  and  enroll 
The  wide  minutie  of  the  mighty  whole. 
Well  might'st  thou  deem  that  soul  of  seiioot 

bent 
Were  meeter  for  the  cabinet  than  tent ; 
But  mark  him  when  the  battle  shouts  arise ; 
How  keen  the  rey  that  flashes  from  his  eyes ! 
He  checks  his  charger  with  a  master  hand. 
And  bends  attentive  for  the  wished  conamand ; 
Then  shakes  his  lofty  plume,  and  gives  the  rein. 
And  like  a  whiriwind  scours  the  distant  plain : 

• 

*  Sir  GeoifB  Manay,  (HuAxter  Matter  Geasnl  of  the 
Anny. 

t  Lord  fltswart,  A<Uatant  Genaral  of  tbs  Anny  <•> 
ring  the  Cunpaigns  of  the  yean  1808^  10^  U,  and  IS 
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Bold  Erin*^  &et  o'er  erery  featnro  beamf, 
And  on  his  dazzling  blade  the  foeman's  death- 
light  gleama. 

Once  more  the  red-crooi  banner  Btreams  on 

high, 
**  England  for  Loaia"  once  again  the  cry ; 
The  sword  is  drawn,  the  scabbard  cast  away, 
And  files  on  files  their  glittering  firont  display ; 
Poor  their  bold  numbers  with  resistless  force, 
And  hold  onchecked  a  long  yictorions  course ; 
In  Tain  the  foe,  on  Douro's  farthest  strand, 
Sought  a  last  refuge  for  his  flying  band ; 
The  stream  is  crossed^ — and  welcome  came  the 

night, 
With  friendly  veil  tp  shroud  their  panting  flight, 
And  stay  the  fury  of  that  dreadful  spear. 
That  pressed  impetuous  on  their  dirinking  rear. 

Mindful  of  Lisbon's  unprotected  towen, 
.  The  Chief  returns  with  his  triumphant  powers ; 
Short  space  they  pause,  then  flushed  with  con- 
quest wheel 
Their  sounding  march,  to  succour  high  Castile. 
Now  Talavera  viewed  the  awful  sight, 
Two  mighty  bands  preparing  for  the  fight : 
The  battle  raged  beneath  the  noontide  ray. 
It  raged  unsated  at  the  close  of  day : 
Another  rises,— do  they  still  remain  7 
Benew  the  conflict !—— England  fights  for 

Spain! 
On,  gallant  Hill  !*  confirm  thy  brilliant  fame. 
And  charge  them  boldly  in  thy  Country's  name ! 
'Tis  done— and  victory  wavers  now  no  more. 
The  last  fierce  struggle  of  despair  is  o'er ; 
Old  England's  well-known  shont  ascends  on 

high, 
Aad  her  victorious  flag  floats  to  the  evening 
sky. — 

Oh,  for  one  gleam  of  the  bri^t  ray  that  shone 
O'er  the  unconquered  plains  of  Arragon ! 
Could  not  the  sound  of  Saragossa's  name 
Tinge  yon  pale  Spanianis  with  the  hue  of 

shame? 
Still  shall  the  scowl  of  the  malignant  eye 
lioor  on  the  dawn  of  Hope  and  Dberty ! 
Shall  Envy's  hissing  snake,  and  Discord's  brand, 
Still  render  vain  the  might  of  Wellesley's  hand  7 
Ingrates,  farewell !  full  many  a  sanguine  stain 
Shall  dew  the  bosom  of  unworthy  Spain, 
Ere  those  indignant  bands  seek  her  dark  hills 

again. 
Lnsia,  the  patient  and  the  brave,  extends 
Her  faithful  arms,  in  welcome  to  her  friends: — 


*  Lord  Hill ;  who  commaiided  tbs  seeond  DhlsUm  of 
faftatry  st  the  Battle  of  Talaveim,  aad  the  Right  OaqM 
•f  the  Anny  in  the  labteqaeBt 


Rash  foeman  pause,  and  deem  it  not  a  flight ; 
The  sword  is  flaming  on  Bosaco's  height : 
Pk-esumptuous !  thou  would'st  check  the  lion's 

way. 
And  he  has  turned,  and  holdi  thee  at  a  bay  ^ 
Back !  and  retrace  thy  mountain  path  again, 
He  scorns  thy  force,— 4he  bold  attempt  is  vain. 

— '*  Where  is  the  mighty  hero,  where  hb  pride  V* 
In  weak  derision  soon  the  Frenchman  cried, 
'*  Flames  he  beyond  the  lines  of  Portugal, 
"Or  does  he  couch    beneath    frail    Lisbon's 

waU? 
"  Where  can  this  champion  of  Iberia  flee, 
**  Our  ranks  before  him,  and  behind  the  sea? 
<•  Can  one  small  tract  of  barren  land  sustain 
"These  British  heroes,  and  these  hopes  of 

Spamr 

— ^And  was  it  so  ?    Alas !  on  ev'ry  side 
The  reign  of  terror  now  had  spread  so  wide. 
That  nations  paralysed  had  dropped  the  sword, 
And  owned  in  silent  awe  one  despot  lord. 
The  Russian  eagle  cowered  his  sable  head. 
And  closed  his  drooping  wing  in  angry  dread ; 
While  Austria,    Prussia,  Denmark,  Sweden 

joined. 
In  one  disgraceful  sullen  league  combined. 
Then  Liberty  through  Europe's  ample  bound. 
But  three  small  consecrated  spots  had  found ; 
Her  temple  built  on  Albion's  mighty  rock. 
Unshaken  stood,  and  still  defied  the  shock : 
At  Cadiz  yet  she  found  undaunted  Greme 
Preserved  an  altar  sacred  to  her  name ; 
Through  lisbon's   crowded   streets    her  step 

might  stray. 
For  Wellington  had  barred  th'  invader's  way ; 
His  fieiy  sword  was  drawn,  though  still  his 

hand. 
And  stiUnesB  reigned  throughout  each  hostile 

band. 

Momentous  pause!   ev'n  England  shuddered 

then. 
And  rapt  attention  filled  the  mmds  of  men: 
Not  half  so  dread  that  cloud's  impendmg  form, 
That  silent  tells  the  fast  approaching  storm ; 
The  scale  is  poised  aloft ;  and  all  discern 
The  fate  of  Europe  hangs  upon  the  turn. 

A  sudden  fear  the  vaunting  foe  o'ertakes : — 
They  move— 'tis  done!  the  gathered  tempest 

breaks; 
And  Wellington  at  that  blest  signal  starts. 
Swift  as  from  Heaven's  wide  arch  the  lightning 

parts; 
Grand  as  its  bnrsUng  Uaze  of  living  light, 
li  that  which  marks  his  path  in  ttreaming 

gloiy  bright* 
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What  muse  of  fire  shall  dare  that  path  to  trace, 
And  sing  the  eplendoors  of  the  victor's  race  ? 
How  each  presumptuous  obstacle  he  spumed, 
And  high  Rodrigo*s  ducal  honours  earned  7 
How  Badajoz  in  vain  his  arms  withstood, 
And  bloodily  defended,  fell  in  blood ; 
What  wreaths  on  Salamanca's  plain  he  won, 
From  daring  France  and  her  determined  Son  ? 
Her  columns  moved  magnificently  bright. 
Firm  and  compacted  as  the  rocky  height : — 
Now  crushed,  dispersed,  afar  the  wrecks  are 

borne. 
Like  those  majestic  rocks  by  sudden  earth- 
quakes torn. 
What  joyful  crowds  upon  the  hero  wait. 
When  glad  Madrid  had  oped  her  royal  gate. 
And  the  vain  shadow  of  a  King  was  flown 
Far  from  her  blood-stained  and  degraded  throne. 

Our  Wellesley's  matchless  triumphs  have  sub- 
dued 

Envy,  Mistrust,  and  base  Ingratitude : — 

Iberia  proffers  to  his  saving  hand 

Her  power  unfettered,  and  supreme  command. 

The  clouds  of  dark  Suspicion  roll  away. 

And  Freedom  cheers  her  with  its  dawning  ray. 

The  Chieftain  springs  his  flaming  sword  to 
wield 

In  dreadful  vengeance  on  Vitoria's  field ; 

That  fiery  combat  and  exulting  chace. 

That  sealed  the  weak  Usurper's  last  disgrace. 

Now  cease,  ye  warriors,  view  your  perils  past. 
The  glorious  consummation  hail  at  last : 
Tejo  had  swelled  th*  avenger's  step  to  greet. 
And  bade  hiji  billows  gambol  at  your  feet ; 
Douro  had  heaved  his  rushing  tide  in  vain 
To  clear  his  groaning  borders  of  the  slain. 
When  first  upon  his  wave  your  banners  rose, 
And  shone  above  your  hecatombs  of  foes ; — 
Once  more  his  stream  was  destined  to  convey 
The  venturous  bands  that  smoothed  the  rugged 

way. 
Ebro  had  mourned  by  Saragossa's  wall, 
Awful  in  triumph,  glorious  in  her  fall ! 
Deep  in  the  caverns  of  his  oozy  bed, 
Oblivion's  mantle  wrapped  the  mingled  dead ; 
The  hostile  step  profaned  his  flowery  shore, 
Bathed  with  unsparing  tides  of  patriot  gore. 
Till  his  glad  stream  beheld  your  conquering 

coune. 
And  murmured  sounds  of  triumphs  from  its 

source. 
Yes,  all  are  passed: — broke  is  the  Despot's 

chain; 
And  Portugal  is  free— enfranchised  Spain ! 

Why  pause  ye  not  7  why  torn  yonr  eager  eyes 
Where  yonder  Pyrenean  heights  arise  7 


There  rests  each  panting  foe  upoa  his  Iaiice» 
Beyond  is  spread  the  tacred  soil  of  France; — * 
— "  On,  Soldiers,  on !  the  Gallic  land's  in  view ; 
The  glorious  deeds  of  other  days  renew  ; 
Bid  Agincourt  and  Cressy  live  again, 
Revenge  for  England,  Portugal  and  Spain  !" — 
light  as  the  ^wrtive  kids  that  spring  to  crop 
The  tempting  verdure  of  the  mountain's  top. 
Our  warriors  scale  each  height,  secure  each 

pass. 
And  brave  the  terrors  of  each  frowning  masa 
Chased  to  their  native  holds  the  robbers  turn, 
Wkhr  desperation's  fire  their  bosoms  buru^ 
Fiercely  they  rush  on  their  undaunted  foe. 
Who  holds  his  progress  steadily  and  slow. 
Down  many  a  lofty  mountain's  verdant  side 
Streams  with  unsparing  gush  the  life-warm 

tide; 
The  rocks  reverberate  in  sullen  tone. 
The  roar  of  cannon,  and  the  dying  groan. 
While  hand  to  hand  their  rage-strung  nerves 

they  strain 
To  check  the  advancing  force— but  strive  in 

vain. 

Shades  of  the  valiant  dead,  arise !  advance ! 

Once  more  the  red  cross  flag  waves  o'er  the 
fields  of  France ! 

And  chiefly  thou  from  yonder  sea-beat  shore, 

Heroic  martyr,  loved  lamented  Moore  ? 

Come  and  rejoice  in  thine  and  Scotia's  fame. 

Behold  her  Stcwart,t  Ramsay,!  Hope,^  and 
GrsBme.ll 

Stewart,  the  high-souled  son  of  chivalry, 

With  heart  of  fire,  and  valour-beaming  eye ; 

Gentle  in  peace,  as  terrible  in  war. 

And  decked  with  many  a  deep  and  glorious  scar. 

Ramsay  whose  veins  boast  that  unsullied  tide. 

That  gushed  with  patriot  zeal  by  Wallace'  side ; 

In  whose  unshrinking  soul,  and  tranquil  mind. 

The  eagle  and  the  dove  are  gracefully  com- 
bined. 


*  *'  Saered  toil  of  France  r—Ii  wm  the  custom  of  the 
French  to  call  it  so,  in  their  days  of  conquest  and  on- 
bounded  arrogance ;  they  vaunted  their  country  secme 
fh>m  the  possibility  of  invasion.  And  the  soldiers  of 
the  Allied  Army,  as  in  their  career  of  victory  they  trod 
upon  the  *'  Soil  of  France,**  could  not  always  refrala 
from  ironically  applying  to  it  the  enemy's  own  opithet, 
which  they  had  wrested  from  him  the  pretension  to 
use  any  longer. 

t  The  Honourable  Sir  William  Stewart ;  who  com- 
manded the  Second  Division  of  Infantry. 

X  The  Earl  of  Dalhousie ;  who  commanded  the  sev- 
enth DlvUlon  of  Infantry. 

^  The  Earl  of  Uopetoun  ;  who  commanded  the  Left 
Corps  of  the  Army  in  1813  and  14,  aAer  the  departure 
of  Lord  Lynedock  to  command  the  forces  in  Flnnden. 

II  Lord  Lynedock ;  who  commanded  at  CadlK  in  1810, 
at  the  Battle  of  Barrosa  in  Idll ;  and  the  Left  Corps  of 
the  Army  ia  181S  and  13. 


POEMS. 


335 


Kskd  Hope,  thy  fjaithfiil.  Hope,  whose  manly 

tear 
Streamed  in  deep  anguish  on  thy  bloody  bier, 
Who  hvLng  the  trophy  of  undying  fame, 
With  friendship's  pious  hand  around  thy  name, 
Then  grasped  the  sword,  and  bade  thy  shade 

arise. 
To  revel  in  the  promised  sacrifice. 
Graeme  too— Sebastian's  crumbling  walls  pro- 
claim 
The  far  subduing  prowess  of  the  Gneme  ; 
The  chief  whom  Cadiz  saw  renowned  in  fight, 
Whose  course  has  been  like  Phcebus'  race  of 

light  ;- 
From  clouds  and  mists  the  shining  beam  was 

bom. 
When  sorrow's  night  gave  place  to  glory's  mom ; 
High  blazed  the  splendour  of  the  noontide  day. 
And  vivid  brightness  marks  his  westward  ray, 
Lo  where  he  plants  upon  the  Pjrrenees 
The  flag  that  waves  in  proud  Beurrosa's  breeze. 

There  hung  the  phalanx  terrible  and  bright, 
A  threatening  torrent  on  the  mountain's  height. 
Prepared  to  rend  with  desolating  sweep, 
A  thundering  pathway  down  the  dizzy  steep. 
All-conquering  Wellington !  what  joy  was  thine 
As  gleamed  thy  glance  along  that  kindling  line ; 
Swelled  not  thy  heart  with  retrospective  pride 
To  trace  their  giant  course  from  Tejo's  side. 
And  view  thy  triumphs,  where  the  hydra  foes 
In  hot  succession  on  thy  path  arose  ? 
The  force  of  nature,  and  the  wiles  of  art. 
Combined  in  vain  to  daunt  that  steadfast  heart ; 
The  conquest-nurtured  warriors  of  the  Gaul, 
The  Fteel-fenced  turret  and  embattled  wall. 
The  guarded  pass,  the  rapid  stream's  extent. 
Alike  to  thy  controlling  genius  bent 
Even  the  dark  passions  of  the  human  breast 
Bow  to  thy  mandate  and  subside  to  rest : 
Behold  the  proud  unbending  sons  of  Spain 
With  pleased  obedience  follow  in  thy  train, 
With  transport  greet  thy  step  approaching  near, 
And  pour  the  exulting  "  Viva"  on  thine  ear ; 
While  the  sure  hope  of  deathless  victory 
Throbs  in  each  British  pulse  and  lightens  in  the 
eye. 

There  gallant  Pakcnham*  oft  in  danger  tried, 
The  sword  and  pen  with  equal  zeal  supplied, 
While  in  his  breast  with  emulation  strove 
A  hero's  ardour  and  a  brother's  love. 

*  The  Honourable  Sir  Edward  Pakenham,  Deputy 
Adjutant  General  of  the  Anny  in  the  earlier  Cam- 
paigns of  the  Peninsular  War ;— Adjutant  General  of  it 
in  tho«e  of  1813  and  14 ;  and  who  frequently  com- 
manded a  Division  of  Infantry,  as  at  the  Battle  of  Bal- 
amanca,  &c.  He  was  brother  to  the  Duchess  of  Wel- 
lington. 


There  enteiprising  Hill  and  active  Cole,* 
Bold  Picton,t  Altent  of  impetuous  soul, 
Clinton,^  and  many  a  chief  of  dauntless  eye, 
The  least  a  star  in  glory's  galaxy. 
Curb  the  hot  steed,  and  poise  the  burnished 

brand, 
While  proudly  marshals  each  his  warrior  band. 
Just  vengeance  whets  the  Lusian  soldiers'  sword, 
Led  by  their  loved,  their  valiant  Beresford  :|| 
(By  Erin  sent  to  bless  another  soil, 
A  native  lion  formed  to  martial  toil,) 
His  careful  hand  through  many  a  weary  day. 
Trained  and  prepared  them  for  the  future  fray. 
Lo !  the  bright  trophy  on  that  warlike  shield ! 
Thine,  Beresford,  was  Albuera's  field : 
Down  to  posterity's  remotest  line. 
The  glories  of  that  awful  day  shall  shine. 
Though  Death  appeared  clad  in  his  wildest  form. 
Though  all  his  spirits  rode  upon  the  storm. 
Though  thunder  answered  to  thy  cannon's  soar. 
Mixed  with  war's  crimson  tide  though  torrents 

pour. 
Though  tenfold  rage  inspired  the  might  of  Gaul, 
Thy  star  pre-eminent  o'ercame  them  all ! 
When  to  immortalize  this  wondrous  age. 
Some  future  Camdens  pens  the  classic  page. 
Thy   honoured    name   the  glowing  line  shall 

grace. 
Supporting  pillar  of  the  Lusian  race. 
Thy   steps    they    followed    through    admiring 

Spain, 
And  stamped  their  might  in  many  a  crimson 

stain ; 
Till  the  bright  blade  thou  taught'st  theu:  arm  to 

wield. 
Now  gleams  terrific  o'er  tills  Gallic  field. 
D'Urbauir  is  there,  with  Hordinge**  at  his  side. 
In  patient  skill  and  daring  deed  allied ; 
They  watched  the  flame,  and  fanned  it  in  its 

rise. 
Prompt  to  arrange,  direct,  and  organize. 
Till  all-matured,  and  plunging  in  the  fight, 
The  harvest  of  their  toil  they  reaped  in  stem 

delight 


*  The  Honourable  Sir  Galbraeth  Lowrey  Cole ;  who 
commanded  the  fourth  Division  of  InfHntry. 

t  Sir  Thomas  Picton;  who  commanded  the  third 
Division  of  Infantry. 

X  Count  Charles  Alten  ;  who  commanded  the'  Light 
Division  of  Infantry. 

^  Sir  Henry  Clinton  ;  who  commanded  the  sixth 
Division  of  Infantry. 

II  Field  Marshal  Lord  Beresford,  Commander  in 
Chief  of  the  Portuguese  Forces ;  who  commanded  the 
Allied  Army  at  the  Battle  of  Albuera,  and  the  Centre 
Column  of  the  Army  in  the  Campaigns  of  1813  and  14. 

n  Sir  Beigamln  D'Urban ;  Quarter  Master  General  of 
the  Portuguese  forces. 

**  Sir  Henry  Hardinge ;  Deputy  Quarter  Muter  Gen- 
eral of  the  Portuguese  foraes. 
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St  Marcial*8  towering  hSXia  shall  long  retain 
The  record  bright  of  renovated  Spain ; 
Cheered  by  the  imile  of  Wellington  she  atood, 
Firm  as  the  rocky  tenant  of  the  flood, 
While  labouring  up  the  mount  her  ancient  foe, 
Rose  in  dark  numbers  from  the  plain  below  ; 
Then  with  impetuous  and  o*erwhelming  sweep 
She    charged   the  routed  phalanx  down  the 

steep; 
Nor  ceased  the  keen  pursuit  till  in  the  waye  ' 
Each  foe  had  found  a  refuge  or  a  grave. — 

Ptoud  Roncesyalles !  famed  in  martial  song, 
Thy  trembling  caves  were  destined  to  prolong 
The  bugle  blast  of  a  more  fatal  horn 
Than  that  **  on  Fontarabian  echoes  borne." 
From  thy  tall  heights  how  beauteous  was  the 

scene! 
Here  the  rich  vineyard  bends  its  graceful  screen, 
There  lofty  trees  and  flowery  shrubs  are  sfMread, 
And  the  white  mansion  lifts  its  stately  head. 
The  frequent  streamlets  yet  uncrimsoned  glide, 
And  murmur  to  the  peaceful  bowers  beside  ; 
While  from  his  rural  cot  the  harmless  swain 
Eyes  the  rich  promise  of  the  golden  grain. 
Yet  trembles  at  the  living  thunder  cloud 
Whose    awful    folds    the    mountains'  summit 

shroud, 
Where  Britain's  meteor  standard  gleams  afar. 
Like  the  portent  of  some  red  blazing  star  ;— 
And  nearer  it  approaches,  while  on  high 
Ascend  the  shout  and  martial  minstrelsy ; 
Yes,  England's  heroes  to  the  charge  advance, — 
Woe  to  the  tyrant !  woe  to  faithless  France  ! 
She  views  her  dose-wedged  columns  wide  and 

deep, 
Expand  like  gathered  clouds  with  fearful  sweep, 
Still  destined  like  their  sires  of  other  times. 
By  righteous  heaven  to  scourge  proud  Gallia's 

crimes. 
She  sees  the  sabre  flashing  to  the  ray. 
Hears  the  fierce  war-horse  breathe  th'  impatient 

neigh ; 
Already  does  she  feel  her  trembling  plains 
Shrink  from  the  pressure  of  the  ponderous  wains. 
Whose  iron  tubes  unsparingly  shall  pour 
On  the  Destroyer's  head,  destruction's  shower ; 
Wider  and  fiercer  rolls  th'  invading  flood ; 
The  thirsty  soil  absorbs  her  bravest  blood — 
Long  shall  her  peasants  shudder  o'er  the  tale 
That  tells  the  sangruine  glories  of  Nivelle, 
Whose  many  a  vine-clad  hill  and  proud  chateau 
Resounded  back  the  thunder  of  the  foe. 

— Marshal  of  France !  still  dost  thou  idly  dream 
To  cope  with  him— the  Chief  of  Douro's  stream  7 
Bold  is  thy  heart,  and  able  is  thy  hand, — 
Combine  thy  poweis,  and  charge  the  British 
band; 


Charge  home  upon  their  left       there  Hope 

shall  greet 
Thy  fierce  approaches  with  a  welcome  meet 
What !  canst  thou  not  dislodge  that  little  liofee. 
Nor  check  one  moment  their  determin'd  couzse? 
Then  summon  all  thy  enterpriie  and  akili. 
There,  on  the  right,  is  well-remembered  HiU — 
Rush  with  o'erwhelming  force,  and  bid  the  Nive 
The  mangled  bodies  of  thy  foes  receive : — 
Vam  is  thy  utmost  rage !  as  well  thy  might 
Shall  huri  upon  the  vale  yon  mountain's  height; 
Repulsed,  defeated,  to  thy  holds  retire, 
In  long  accustomed  pangs  of  unavailing  ire  l^- 
What  angry  river  heaves  his  billows  high. 
And  roars  defiance  as  he  thunders  by  7 
Ardour  in  vain  those  swelling  waves  shall  rear, 
The  Lords  of  Ocean  in  their  might  appear! 
Awed  by  the  potent  sceptre  of  the  main, 
The  furious  tides  thebr  raging  conne  restrafai, 
While  wonderous  skill  and  force  uniting  bore 
The  bold  invaders  to  the  farthest  shore. 
Then  winding  Fan  upon  her  banks  might  trace 
The  transient  struggle  and  continued  chaoe. 
While  Beresford,  Hill,  Stewart,  Alten,  Cole, 
Picton,  and  Clinton,  like  a  deluge  roIL — 
Again  the  Gaul,  in  obstinate  despair. 
Pauses  and  hovers  on  the  heights  of  Aire  ;— 
But  ill  may  Soult  brave  Stewart's  arm  sustain. 
That  checked  his  pride  on  Alboera's  plain, 
And  hurls  with  practised  might  the  withering 

bolt  amain. 

Another  stream  appears  in  spaikling  pride. 
Where  mingled  fleets  of  various  nations  ride ; 
Garonne — O  source  and  promise  of  repose ! 
Europe  shall  rest  from  her  unnumbered  woes — 
Crown  of  their  toils,  reward  of  every  pain, 
Blest  proof  our  heroes  had  not  fought  in  vain ; 
What  throbs  of  joy  each  gallant  heart  confessed. 
What  tenfold  transport  thrilled  each  patriot 

breast. 
When  o'er  the  dancing  billows  of  Garonne 
High  waved  the  milk-white  standard  of  Bour- 
bon. 

O  ye,  the  instruments  of  God's  high  will, 
The  fate  of  nations  destined  to  fulfil. 
The  scourge  of  tyrants,  succour  of  the  weak ! 
In  vain  the  feeble  muse  your  deeds  would  speak ; 
O'er  many  a  hard-won  triumph  she  has  passed 
Untold,  but  not  unfelt : — ^whose  fame  shall  last. 
When  the  weak  hand  that  dares  this  sketch 

essay 
For  ages  shall  have  join'd  its  native  clay ; 
Rest,  and  exult  in  your  unnumbered  spoils, 
And  view  the  golden  harvest  of  your  toils. 

When  confidence  and  peace  were  given  again 
To  the  glad  vales  of  Portugal  and  Spain. 
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The  bright  example  of  your  martial  fire 
Bade  Liberty's  rekindling  flame  aspire  ; 
The  Hollander,  too  long  enduring,  broke, 
With  one  indignant  bunt,  the  galling  yoke. 
The   Northern  Eagles  learned  their  might  to 

know, 
And  soared  terrific  o*er  the  shrinking  foe. 
The  Russian  came — in  one  imperial  hand 
Stem    Justice   bade  him  wave  the  vengeful 

brand; 
Peace  in  the  other  placed  her  verdant  palm. 
And  mercy  steeped  it  in  her  holy  balm. 
Austria's  bright  numbers  gleamed   along  the 

plain, 
And  swelled  to  awful  force  the  threatening  train. 
The  soil  of  Frederic,  worthy  of  his  sway, 
Where  half-restrained,  indignant  valour  lay, 
Now  heard  the  signal,  and  with  rushing  pride 
Poured  thundering  forth  her  bold  and  eager  tide ; 
What  foe  so  brave  but  owned  the  throb  of  dread 
When  Prussia  followed  where  her  Blucher  led  ? 
That  wonderous  chief  upon  whose  veteran  brow 
The  honours  of  his  northen  winter  flow — 
A  fearful  winter,  terrible  in  form, 
Whose  hand  the  **  whirlwind  drives  and  huris 

the  storm." 
The  hardy  Swede  with  glowing  bosom  came, 
To  share  the  field  of  danger  and  of  fame. — 
In  one  dread  mass,  for  one  high  deed  combined 
They  march,  avengers  of  the  human  kind, 
Astonished  France  the  wonderous  vision  viewed. 
Her  bairiers  forced,  her  bravest  sons  subdued  : 
An  instant  sees  the  mighty  havoc  cease. 
And    hears    the    victor's   question  —  War,  or 

Peace? 
*Twixt  trembling  hope,  dark  fear,  and  cold  mis- 
trust. 
She  faltered, — Heaven  in  thunder  cried  "Be 

just!" 
The  awful  voice  is  heard — ^the  struggle  o'er — 
One  moment  pa.<«ed — Oppression  waa  no  more ! 

But  where  are  they,  Britannia's  victor  crew  ? 
Rest  they  the  triumphs  of  their  hand  to  view  ? 
Alas  !  unconscious  of  the  glad  result. 
In  one  last,  fruitless  victory  they  exult ; 
And  bitterest  tears  the  drooping  laurel  stain, — 
Those  gallant  hearts  for  once  have  bled  in  vain. 
Weep  on — how  soothing  are  the  tears  that  flow. 
When  grateful  nations  press  to  share  our  woe ! 
— O  who  can  speak  the  numbers  of  the  slain, 
To  rich  Toulouse  from  Cadiz'  distant  plain  7 
Nameless  and  low,  their  warrior  graves  abound, 
Where  their  free  Ufe-blood  fertilized  the  ground : 
There   rescued  lands  upon  their  deeds  shall 

dwell. 
And  tale  and  song  their  high  achievements  tell ; 
There  on  his  cloud  each  warrior's  ghost  shall  sail, 
And  murmur  notes  of  triumph  in  the  gale, 
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While,  far  removed,  to  fond  afiection*s  eyes, 
By  fancy's  power  each  grass-clad  sod  shall  rise : 
The  childless  mother  dwell  upon  the  theme, 
The  widow  see  it  in  her  broken  dream  ; 
Oft  from  her  restless  couch  convulsive  start, 
And  snatch  her  sleeping  infant  to  her  heart, 
Prepared  to  bend  before  that  visioned  grave, 
For  ever  closed  upon  the  fond  and  brave ; 
To  wander  o'er  the  ne'er-forgotten  plain, 
And  seek  for  one  among  ten  thousand  slain. 
Tiie  vision  flies — she  sinks,  but  not  to  sleep, 
Her  only  luxury  to  think  and  weep. 
Still  on  each  spot  the  sacred  laurels  bloom. 
And  cypress  sheds  its  melancholy  gloom  ; 
The  laurel  flourishes  luxuriant  there, 
And  Ufts  its  whitening  foliage  to  the  air ; 
Sweet  plant !  so  gracefully  thou  had'st  not  stood, 
But  thou  wert  nurtured  with  those  heroes'  blood. 

Ye  living  brave,  whose  hearts  with  rapture  bmn^ 
Britannia's  pride  to  her  glad  arms  return : 
O  haste  to  greet  the  soil  for  ever  free. 
And  say  "  We  conquered,  toiled,  and  Ued  ior 

thee."— 
What  eager  crowds  will  throng  with  fond  ac- 
claim. 
The  shore  re-echoing  to  each  well  known  nam6 ! 

O  Albion !  ever  blessed  be  thy  sod : — 

*<  Blessed  is  the  land  that  calls  the  Lord  her 

God." 
Not  unto  thee,  fair  Island,  not  to  thee 
The  praise,  the  honour  and  the  glory  be ; 
But  to  the  Lord  thy  God,  thy  savuig  light. 
Who  filled  thy  heart  with  faith,  thine  arm  with 

might ; 
'Twas  He  that  raised  the  tyrant  of  the  hour, 
To  scourge  the  nations  and  exalt  His  power, 
Wliile  thou  wert  made  the  instrument  of  good^' 
To  close  th'  allotted  day  of  rage  and  blood. 
We  must  not  raise  our  grateful  hymns  to  thee,  '- 
For  "  'Twas  the  Lord  who  triumphed  gtorioUBly.** 
If  thou  hast  stood  when  Death  his  flag  unfbrled. 
Finn  as  the  steadfast  centre  of  the  world ; 
If  thou  hast  sent  thy  naval  sons  to  ride 
Acknowledged  sovereigns  of  the  ocean  tide ; 
If  thy  unconquered  troops  have  strode  afar, 
Lords  of  the  fight,  and  masters  of  the  war ; 
If  thou  hast  found  thine  own  unaided  land 
Supply  with  endless  means  thy  liberal  hand ; 
If  Freedom  on  thy  shore  is  throned  so  high, 
That  slavery  can  but  touch  the  strand,  and 

die: — 
O  bend  Britannia  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven, 
Whose  High  Right  Hand  these  glorious  gifts 

hath  given. 
And  bid  thy  oft-assembled  thousands  raise 
The  swelling  note  of  Joy,  the  choral  hymn  of 

Praise. 


THE    CONVENT    BELL. 


A   TALE. 


CANTO  I. 


Haek  !  to  the  distant  Convent  Bell, 
Tliat  roUi  its  deep  and  solemn  knell 

Upon  the  passmg  breeze : 
Hie  choral  strain  has  died  away, 
And  the  last  taper's  glimmering  ray 

Has  faded  from  the  treesi 
Agam  the  silver  moon-beams  rest 
Unbroken  on  the  mountain's  breart 

That  rises  in  majestic  grace. 
And  nought  beneath  the  midnight  beam 
Is  heard,  save  yonder  winding  stream, 

That  mnrmurs  at  its  base. 

n. 

It  is  not  long  since  this  lone  glen 
Rang  to  the  tread  of  armed  men. 

Britons  they  were,  whose  blood  had  dyed 
The  I>ouro*s  rushing  wave. 

When  many  a  crest  of  martial  pride 

Foond  by  that  gloomy  torrent's  side 
A  low  and  silent  grave. 

Hie  Conqueror  had  drawn  his  train 
Back  tow'rd  Abrantes  height, 

Pkmn  thence  to  succour  trembling  Spain, 
With  his  collected  might 

Tills  was  a  little  wounded  band. 
Who  left  beneath  Oporto's  towers. 
Had  risen  with  renovated  powers. 

And  longed  to  grasp  the  vengeful  brand, 
And  by  their  peerless  Wellesley  led. 
Wreak  Europe's  wrongs  on  Gallia*8  head. 

III. 

Tlieir  Chief  was  one  whom  glory's  call 
Had  tempted  from  his  father's  hall. 

In  manhood*s  eariy  prime ; 
He  left  his  Erin's  emerald  Isle, 
Tbe  -charms  of  home,  and  beauty's  smile. 

Hie  steeps  of  fame  to  climb ; 
Aad  well  his  wariike  deeds  might  grmco 
The  fknes  of  his  ancient  race. 


Tonch  bnt  hb  heart  with  patriot  in, 
His  dark  eye  flashed  a  livmg  fire. 

And  his  firm  front  withs|^. 
In  dauntless  l»ow,  the  cannon's  blaze  ;— 
Unmov'd  that  steadfast  eye  could  gaze 

On  his  own  streaming  blood. 
And,  fainting  on  the  field,  his  gianoe 
Defied  the  foe's  protended  lance. 

In  stem  unaltered  mood. 

IV. 

But  when  ni  that  expressive  eye. 
The  beam  of  sensibility 

Resumed  its  wonted  reign, 
Twas  soft  as  eve's  reflected  sky 

Upon  the  watery  plain. 
When  storms  that  heaved  the  waves  on  high 

Have  sunk  to  rest  again. 
A  sabre  wound  brave  Ronald  bore. 
Of  late  from  Douro*s  blood-stained  shore. 

Which  was  but  scantly  healed ; 
Though  now,  impatient  of  delay. 
He  heads  his  comrades'  bright  array, 

And  leads  them  to  the  field. 

V. 

With  buoyant  spirits  light  as  air, 
A  bounding  heart  untouched  by  care, 
With  sparkling  eye,  and  polished  brow, 
And  downy  cheek  of  healthful  glow. 

The  young  Fitz- Arthur  came ; — 
A  sprightlier  youth  of  courage  free 
Ne'er  graced  the  lists  of  chivalry. 

Nor  sought  the  fields  of  fame. 
His  smile  was  gay  as  summer  flowers, 
His  heart  was  soft  as  vernal  showers. 
And  all  of  noble,  good,  sincere. 
In  that  unclouded  mind  appear^ — 

VL 

It  boots  not  here  to  tell  the  name 
Of  each  from  Douro's  banks  that  came ; 
Suffice  it  they  were  hearts  as  brave 
As  ever  crossed  the  azore  wave, 


THE  CONVENT  BELL. 


339 


From  BritaiQ*!  chalky  shore, 
Am  ever  taught  her  foes  to  feel 
The  force  of  that  terrific  tteel, 

Her  conquering  legions  boie. 
From  Albion*8  cultivated  plain, 

Froni  Erin*8  verdant  sod, 
From  Caledonia's  mountain  reign, 
They  came  to  rescue  falling  Spain 

From  the  Usurper's  rod. 
Oporto  saw  the  earnest  given — 

Saw  her  detested  foes 
Forth  from  her  walls  in  panic  driven. 
While  to  the  favouring  breeze  of  heaven 

St  George's  banner  rose. 

VIL 

The  little  band  by  Ronald  led 
Bent  to  this  glen  their  dubious  tread. 
As  the  fourth  sun  at  evenmg  smiled ; 
And  here  their  burnished  arms  they  piled, 
And  sate  them  on  the  ground  to  share 
The  patient  soldier's  simple  fare. 
Soft  was  the  summer  eve, — it  stole 
With  soothing  charm  o'er  Ronald's  soul ; 
— "  Seest  thou  Fitz  Arthur,  where  the  beam 

Arrajrs  yon  mountain's  lofty  brow  7 
Mark  how  that  glory's  living  stream 

Gilds  the  high  broken  ridge,  and  now 
'Tis  gone, — and  see  the  dazzling  sky, 
A  gold  and  purple  canopy. 
Reflected  on  the  streamlet's  face. 
And  vying  with  the  gorgeous  flowers. 
That  nature  in  this  lonely  place 

Has  strewed,  to  shame  our  richest  bowers. 

VIIL 

*<  O  why  should  man's  inconstant  heart 
Prefer  the  gilded  wiles  of  art. 
Unmindful  of  the  whispering  voice 
That  wooes  him  to  a  nobler  choice  7 
Why  shuns  he  still  the  lowly  dell, 
Where  truth  and  contemplation  dwell. 
And  seeks  the  gaudy  edifice, 
By  pampered  folly  reared  to  vice  ; 
Viewing  with  cold  and  languid  eye 
The  glories  of  the  evening  sky. 
And  pining  for  the  midnight  glare. 
The  wild  debauch, — The  poisoned  snare 
That  dwells  in  pleasure's  syren  breath. 
And  lures  to  infamy  and  death  7 
— O  let  me  still  unshackled  rove, 
With  nature,  friendship,  peace,  and  love, 

To  guide  me  on  my  way  \ 
The  tranquil  wish,  the  clafsic  page. 
Shall  bless  my  youth  and  cheer  my  age, 
And  consecrate  my  clay." — 

IX. 

The  rich  and  variegated  dye. 
Was  fading  from  the  eveiuiig  iky; 


More  clear  and  strong  the  moonbeam  played* 
Where  in  the  olive's  chequered  shade. 
Each  weary  soldier  sbught  repose 

Beside  the  rippling  stream, 
While  to  his  wandering  fancy  rose 

The  home-restoring  dream ; 
One  watchful  sentry  paced  alone, 
And  carolled  in  a  low-breathed  tone 

The  ditty  of  his  native  vale ; 
While,  sweeping  cross  the  mountain's  side» 
To  his  half-uttered  song  replied 

In  murmurs  soft,  the  freshening  gale. 


But  Ronald  slept  not ;— o'er  his  frame 

By  starts  a  shuddering  chillneas  came : 

For  spuming  soon  at  soft  repose. 

Impetuous  from  his  couch  he  rose, 

Ere  the  skilled  Leech  might  well  assuage 

The  fury  of  the  fever's  rage ; 

His  half>closed  wound  had  pained  him  soroy 

Beneath  the  parching  ray. 
Yet  silently  the  pang  he  bore. 

And  seemed  alert  and  gay. 
Reclined  upon  a  rising  ground, 
He  now  his  throbbing  l»ow  tmboand, 

To  court  the  cooling  breeze, 
Then  wrapped  his  martial  cloak  around, 
And  in  cahn  contemplation  found 

A  momentary  ease. 
But  fiercer  and  more  frequent  came 
Those  varying  starts  of  chill  and  flame. 

And  faint  and  fainter  drooped  his  head 
The  sentry  marked  with  pain  and  grief 
The  sufferings  of  his  patient  Chief, 

And  sought  Fitz- Arthur's  verdant  bed ; — 
In  whom  for  Ronald's  weal  he  viewed 

A  brother's  fond  solicitude. 
But  vain  et*n  friendship's  soothing  hand. 
And  vamly  pressed  his  faithful  bsind. 
They  could  not  cahn  the  panting  strife, 
Where  death  seemed  combating  with  life  }— 
A  warmer  couch  was  quickly  spread, 
A  softer  pillow  propped  his  head, 
But  ghastly  was  the  languid  smile. 
That  sought  to  thank  their  zealous  toiL 

XI. 

Fitz- Arthur  searched  with  piercing  ken 
The  deep  recesses  of  the  glen  ; — 

<«  Is  there  no  hutr  he  cried, 
"  No  succour  can  the  soil  afford. 
To  him  who  in  her  quarrel  poured 

His  life-blood's  flowing  tide  7 
O  Ronald  must  thou  helpless  lie, 
Exposed  beneath  th'  unpitymg  sky  7 

Were  earth's  whole  surface  mine, 
rd  freely  give  th'  extended  space. 
Beneath  one  sheltering  roof  to  place 

That  gaUani  held  of  tfaiM  r— 
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^Tht  tear  hk  glbtenuig  eye  confemd 
Shamed  not  his  helmet's  lofty  crest 

XIL 

Once  more  that  wild  in  moonlight  grey. 

His  anxious  glances  scan, 
Yet  naught  is  there  which  can  bewray 

The  near  abode  of  man. 
He  only  sees  the  glittering  stream, 
That  sports  and  dances  in  the  beam. 
Hears  but  the  loitering  waters  play 
Among  the  rocks  with  fond  delay, 
While  on  its  banks  the  olive  trees 
Sigh  to  the  whispers  of  the  breeze.-^ 

XIIL 

Whence  came  that  deep  and  startling  sonnd. 

So  sadden,  clear,  and  strong, 
Which  from  the  craggy  rocks  aroond 

A  thousand  caves  prolong? 
'*  It  is— it  is  a  Convent  Bbll  !" 

And  up  the  mountain  side, 
Fitz-Arthur  started  from  the  deO, 

With  quick  and  eager  stride. 
And  followed  through  the  tangled  ground 
The  guidance  of  that  welcome  sound. 
Onward  he  pressed  his  trackless  way, 

Along  the  steep  ascent, 
Where  scattered  rocks  opposing  lay. 

From  the  dark  mountain  rent ; 
But  each  rude  bulwark  lightly  passed, 
His  venturous  step  is  fixed  at  last 

On  such  commanding  height. 
That  every  object  placed  below 
The  precipice's  frowning  brow, 

Is  spread  before  his  sight. 

XIV. 

Down  from  his  dizzy  poet  he  bends 

A  glance  of  eager  hope. 
To  where  the  peaceful  vale  extends. 

Beyond  that  mountain's  slope, 
Unbroken,  save  by  rocks  that  lay, 
Hurled  downward  by  the  tempest's  sway, 
On  whose  fantastic  shapes  the  beam 
Casts  with  full  force  its  radiant  stream. 
And  shows  in  mingled  light  and  gloom. 
The  ruined  tower,  the  sculptured  tomb ; 
With  all  the  forms  that  fancy  brings 

To  people  her  ideal  reign. 
When  night  her  mystic  mantle  flings 

O'er  the  dim  groves,  and  shadowy  plain. 
The  glen  is  open  to  the  right. 
And  thither  tends  his  eager  sight : 
There  in  the  bright  unclouded  ray, 
The  silver  stream  pursues  its  way. 
And  winds  along  through  orange  bowers, 
Whose  golden  fruit  and  pearly  flowerSf 

Breathe  their  lich  perftuned  iigfa« 


I  And  shine  amid  the  fdiaged  shade, 
Like  heaven's  bright  host  of  stars  displayed 

On  evening's  purple  sky. 
There  blooms,  remote  from  rude  alarme, 

The  signal  of  the  Patriarch's  Dove, 
And  myrtles  form  with  bending  arms 

A  bower  might  grace  the  Queen  of  Love ; 
While  with  their  depth  of  green  entwines 
The  lighter  hue  of  clustering  vines. 
And  far  remote,  and  towering  high. 
The  dark  Sierra  meets  the  sky. 
Forming,  with  wild  majestic  screen, 
A  giant  barrier  to  the  scene. 
Where  yet  no  human  step  intrudes. 
To  break  its  awful  solitudes. 

XV. 

But  hark !  the  welcome  bell  he  hears. 

Resounding  from  below ; 
Down  to  the  left  a  fane  appears. 
Which  bowered  in  trees  its  front  nprears. 

White  as  the  driven  snow. 
Blithely  the  glad  Fitz- Arthur  blest 
The  holy  seat  of  pious  rest. 
As  springing  toward  the  sacred  ground, 
A  little  beaten  track  he  found. 

And  reached  the  outer  gate ; 
And  when  the  porter's  bell  he  plies. 
His  panting  breath  will  scarce  suffice 

His  errand  to  relate. 

XVI. 

— "  A  weary  march,  a  wounded  friend. 
No  Leech  his  skilful  aid  to  lend, 

No  hospitable  roof  in  view ** 

The  porter  to  the  fane  withdrew, 
To  move  the  Lady  Abbess'  ruth, 
For  succour  to  the  stranger  yontb> 
And  soon  within  the  wicket  grate, 

Fitz-Arthur  might  espy, 
A  holy  Friar,  whose  solemn  gait. 
And  shading  cowl  bespoke  his  state. 

Priest  of  the  Sanctuary. 
He  dof&  his  helm  with  courteous  grace. 

And  to  the  Father  bends, 
Then  seeks  with  wistful  glance  to  trace 

What  hope  his  suit  attends ; 
While  in  persuasive  accents  dressed, 

The  tale  of  Ronald's  fate 
Ends  with  a  prayer  to  grant  him  rest 

Within  that  holy  gate. 

XVIL 

— **  Stranger !  this  consecrated  pile 

Safe  from  the  sacrilegious  foe, 
Our  Country  freed  from  bondage  vile. 
The  dawn  of  Peace  and  Plenty's  smile, 

To  thy  protecting  arms  we  owe : 
And  shall  St.  Clara*s  gates  be  closed 

Against  our  brave  Allieei 
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Wounded  and  tired,  and  all  ezpoaed 

Beneath  the  midnight  ikiea? 
Forbid  it  Heaven !    A  litter  atraight — 
Torches ! — and  open  wide  the  gate. — 
Now  warrior  wilt  thou  lead  these  men 
Down  yonder  path  7  there  lies  the  glen : 
Mean  time  will  I,  with  needful  care 
Due  succour  for  thy  friend  prepare,  > 

A  lodging  for  thy  train : — 
No  time  for  thanks, — nay,  haste  away. 
Brave  Ronald  feels  thy  long  delay ; — 
We  soon  shall  meet  again." — 


CANTO  II. 


Whkn  Ronald  ope'd  his  eyes  on  day, 
The  fever's  rage  had  passed  away, 
And  though  exhausted,  faint,  and  weak, 
Well  could  his  smiling  looks  bespeak 

Surprise  and  gratitude. 
When  in  the  good  Confessor's  hand, 
That  touched  his  own  with  gesture  Uand, 
The  healing  draught  he  viewed  ; 
And  saw  his  kind  Fitz-Arthur  bend. 
In  triumph  o*er  his  rescued  friend. 
For  when  they  bore  their  cherished  freight. 
Last  evening  to  the  convent  gate, 

Insensible  he  lay ; 
So  dork  and  dead  his  slumber  seemed. 
That  for  a  while  Fitz- Arthur  deemed 

The  soul  had  passed  away. 

XL 

Few  words  the  passing  scene  explain, 

"  And  now"  Bernardo  said, 
*'  The  Lady  Abbess  does  ordain. 
That  here  a  captive  you  remain. 

Till  medicine's  potent  aid, 
Shall  give  you  strength,  again  to  wield 
Your  heaven-sent  arms  in  victory's  field. 
By  easy  march,  your  little  band 
May  muster  to  the  chief's  command. 

Long  ere  he  moves  again, 
And  you,  my  gallant  Sir,  to  tend 
With  me  upon  your  wounded  friend, 

May  yet  awhile  remain  ; 
Your  men  shall  have  a  trusty  guide. 
While  a  fleet  messenger  shall  ride. 
And  to  the  British  camp  repair. 
Due  tidings  of  your  state  to  bear." — 

in. 

Fitz- Arthur,  voluble  and  gay. 
Now  rattled  thoughtlealy  away 
By  milinf  Koiwkrt  lidft; 


I  His  ramble  through  the  moonlight  glade. 
And  the  Confessor's  ready  aid, 

A  copious  theme  supplied. 
And  ardently  he  longed  to  pry 

Within  the  Convent  cells, 
And  feast  his  bold  unhallowed  eye. 
Where  in  St  Clara's  sanctuary, 

Each  veil-clad  votaress  dwells. 
He  railed  against  the  bigot  sway 

That  doomed  them  to  despair. 
And  mused  if  they  were  old  and  grey. 

Or  gentle,  young,  and  fair ; 
And  vowed  it  was  his  high  resolve 
These  doubts  by  force  or  fraud  to  solve. 

IV. 

As  evening  closed  Bernardo  came, 
With  greeting  in  the  Abbess'  name, 

— "  She  longs  to  hear  the  tale. 
From  whence  your  wandering  footsteps  strayedf 
To  shelter  in  the  lonely  shade 

Of  this  sequestered  vale : 
And  of  Britannia's  victor  host. 
Whose  daring  step  so  lately  ceoased 

Her  native  Douro's  stream. 
And  sooth  to  say  she  Reckons  most 

On  that  inspiring  theme 
And  when  your  pious  steps  incline 

To  seek  our  house  of  prayer. 
And  view  St  Clara's  holy  shrine. 

She  bids  me  guide  you  there." — 

V. 

A  purer  heart,  a  kinder  soul, 
Ne'er  dwelt  beneath  the  monkish  cowl ; 
Much  had  he  read,  and  studied  long, 
And  sighed  for  the  misguided  throng 
Who  follow  some  unworthy  prise 
His  pious  wisdom  could  despise. 
Peaceful  and  mild,  and  innocent, 
His  philosophic  days  were  spent ; 
St  Clara's  grace  to  him  had  given 
To  lead  her  sister-train  to  heaven. 
But  no  high  pride  of  power  or  place 
Sate  in  his  smooth  brow's  ample  space ; 
In  lus  Uue  eye,  of  pensive  thought, 

The  ray  of  love  and  mercy  shone, 
Prompt  to  excuse  a  brother's  fault, 

But  never  lenient  to  his  own. 

VL 

Another  day  is  come  and  gone, — 
The  setting  sun's  effulgence  shone. 
Where  through  the  latticed  casement  himg 

The  richly  clustering  vine. 
And  the  clear  vesper-bell  has  rung. 

Its  summons  to  the  shrine. 
His  solemn  pace  Bernardo  bends 

To  the  huge  iron  pte, 
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While  on  hk  itep  the  following  friende 

In  expectation  wait 
The  well-paved  court  is  qnioklj  pawed, 

Within  whoee  spacioos  square, 
The  fountain's  crystal  waters  cast 

Refreshment  on  the  air. 
The  folding  gate  b  open  thrown. 
And  a  long  corridor  of  stone 
Ends  in  the  massy  doois,  which  bound 
The  chapel's  consecrated  ground. 
The  beams  of  countless  tapers  play 
On  the  arched  roof  and  fretwork  gay ; — 
8t  Clara's  shrine  the  centre  qwce 

In  lofty  pomp  supplies, 
While  numerous  altars  round  the  place 

In  less  proportion  rise  ; 
The  Priest  is  there  m  vestment  white 
To  minister  the  sacred  rite. 

VIL 

Foremost  within  the  right-hand  grate. 
The  Abbess  sits  in  silent  state. 
And  by  her  side,  an  ancient  race, 
The  veteran  nuns  of  eldest  place : 
Farther  and  more  retired  from  view. 
Are  those  whose  fatal  vows  are  new, 

Each  in  her  separate  stall ; 
And  yonder  small  light  forms  declare, 
Young  novices  and  boarders  there, 

Await  the  holy  call. 
A  pitying  glance  and  heart-breathed  sigh 

The  ^lant  strangrers  gave. 
For  sad  it  was  to  British  eye 
To  see  such  flowerets  droop  and  die 

Within  a  living  grave : 
They  thought  upon  their  native  Isles, 
Where  beauty's  warm  endearing  smiles 

Should  welcome  home  the  brave. 

VIII. 

But  every  reasoning  power  was  bound 

Within  a  magic  spell, 
When  the  rich  choral  strains  resound 

From  that  secluded  cell ; 
Unnumbered  voices,  sweet  and  clear. 
Burst  forth  upon  the  raptured  ear: 
And  one  there  was  among  the  rest, 
That  thrilled  through  either  listener's  breast,- 

It  came  nor  loud  nor  strong. 
But  with  a  soft  seraphic  tone, 
A  melting  sweetness  all  its  own, 

It  would  the  note  prolong ; 
Sometimes  in  holy  ecstacy 
It  pealed  the  Hallelujah  high : 
Then  sunk  to  such  low  dying  fall 
As  might  beseem  the  sinner's  call, 

Aqd  prayer  to  be  forgiven  ; 
Then  rose  again,  as  though  in  air 
An  angel  winged  her  way,  to  bear 

The  ngeaed  tovd  to  beawL 


With  eager  eye  and  throbbing  breast. 
To  view  the  chauntress  Ronald  presssdj 
For  every  note  those  lips  had  poured 
Found  in  his  soul  its  kindred  chord ; 
He  looked  in  vain — the  gentle  choir 
That  moment  from  the  grate  retire. 
And  leave  in  Ronald's  heart  alone 
The  echo  of  that  heavenly  tone. 


Bernardo's  evening  office  o'er, 
They  left  the  chapel's  closittg  door. 
'*  What  sweet  celestial  voices  grace," 
Fitx-Arthur  cried,  "  your  vestal  race ! 
It  were  a  foolish  risque  to  wage, 

If  longer  I  should  stay ; 
There  is  a  bird  in  yonder  cage. 

Might  sing  my  heart  away." — 
The  good  Confessor  sadly  smiled, 
"  It  was  St  Clara's  dariing  child. 

The  flower  of  all  her  train, 
From  whose  pure  lips  so  meek  and  mild 

Arose  that  vesper  strain." 
*'  And  did  that  witching  songstress  dwell 
From  childhood  in  the  cloistered  cell  ?"-« 
Bernardo  shook  his  head  and  sighed, 

"  Such  was  her  destined  fate ; 
In  infant  beauty's  earliest  pride, 
A  Father  willed  that  gem  to  hide 

Within  the  holy  grate. 
Where  from  the  false  world's  sinful  Inrs 

She  dwelt  in  sacred  peace  secure. — 


XL 

'*  Ye  British  warriors,  well  ye  know 
How  ezBt  our  dark  unpityiog  foe 
In  the  fierce  rage  of  conquest  came, 
And  dealt  round  havoc,  blood,  and  flame. 
One  tide  of  terror  rolled  o'er  all. 
And  from  the  convent's  sheltering  wall 

The  helpless  nuns  were  driven««- 
To  shun  a  fate  more  horrible 
Than  holy  lips  may  bear  to  tell. 

They  braved  the  storms  of  heaven. 
And  wandered  houseless,  shelterless. 
In  all  the  anguish  of  distress. 

XIL 

"  The  Convent  where  Maria  dwelt 

The  fierce  assassin's  fury  felt ; 

Scarcely  the  nuns  could  speed  their  flight. 

Ere  the  Destroyers  came, 
And  their  wild  path  was  rendered  bri^t 

By  their  own  dwelling's  flame. 
Maria's  native  palace  stood 
Two  leagues  beyond  a  spreading  wood. 

And  to  that  sheltering  faM 
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Their  itepB  in  tremUing  haite  they  bent, 
Nor  heeded  as  they  onward  went 

The  wind  and  driving  rain. 
Ail  torn  with  thorns,  and  galling  itones, 
Maria  led  the  weary  ones 

That  night  to  her  paternal  hall ; 
They  came— one  aged  man  they  found, 
Whose  faultering  lips  could  scarcely  sound 

The  tidings  of  his  master*s  fall ! 

XIIL 

*'  Too  bitter  were  the  task  to  tell. 
What  toils  that  hapless  maid  befel. 
Until  in  tliis  sequestered  dell 

A  safe  retreat  was  given  ; 
And  yo  have  heard  how  saintly  swell 

Her  notes  of  praise  to  Heaven. 
Her  father's  fall  by  foes  betrayed, 

The  horrors  of  that  frantic  flight, 
Have  cast  a  sad  and  mournful  shade 

O'er  her  pure  spirit's  native  light ; 
But  mild  Religion's  holy  balm 
Has  soothed  it  to  a  pensive  calm ; 
And  Oh !  within  this  sheltering  wall, 

So  may  her  days  glide  by. 
Till  Heaven  shall  in  it«  mercy  call 

An  angel  to  the  sky !" — 

XIV. 

His  hands  upon  his  breast  he  crossed. 
And  in  the  mental  prayer  was  lost. 
The  fire  was  bright  in  Ronald's  eye. 

The  glow  was  on  his  cheek. 
And  his  clenched  hand  spontaneously 

Seemed  his  good  swoid  to  seek. 
"  Ayo,  let  us  meet,"  Fitz-Arthur  cried, 

"  Once  more  these  dogs  of  hell. 
And  thou  and  I,  still  side  by  side, 

A  vengeful  tale  will  tell !" 
Bernardo  raised  his  pensive  head, 

And  the  stem  frown  beheld. 
The  lightning  glance  that  proudly  said 

Your  foemen  shall  be  quelled. 
Kindly  he  grasped  their  offered  hands, — 

"  Conquest  already  crowns  your  toil, — 
The  blood  of  those  invading  bands 

Has  streamed  upon  our  ravaged  soil ; 
Well  have  ye  fought,  and  freely  bled. 
Be  Lusia's  blessing  on  your  head  !** 

XV. 

Another  morning  dawns '*  Arke ! 

Ronald  unclose  those  drowsy  eyes : 
The  Abbess  in  her  chair  of  state 
Will  shortly  our  approaches  wait ; 
Come  invocate  the  Graces'  aid, — 

For  many  a  day  is  gone. 
Since  on  our  forms,  in  gay  parade, 

Fair  Udis'i^ ->- 


Our  brows  have  felt  the  hand  of  care. 
Our  coats  are  somewhat  worse  for  wear, 
But  when  our  knightly  tale  is  told. 
They'll  say  we're  gallants  troe  and  bold." 

XVI. 

Silent  and  sad  his  friend  arose 

From  short  and  unrefreshing  rest, 
The  tale  of  fair  Maria's  woes 

Was  heavy  on  his  breast ; 
That  voice  so  soft  and  so  resigned 

Still  floated  on  his  ear, 
As  to  the  half-awakened  mind 

Our  morning  dreams  appear. 
Yet  could  he  not  but  smile  to  view 

His  comrade's  earnest  face. 
Brightening  his  garments'  faded  hue. 
Pluming  his  war-worn  casque  anew. 
The  long-expected  interview 

In  martial  pomp  to  grace. 
His  short  crisp  locks  of  chesnut  brown 

Shade  his  unruffled  brow. 
Unconscious  of  the  suriy  frown. 

Or  self-reproving  glow : 
Hb  tall  and  well  proportioned  form 
The  sculptor's  art  might  grace. 
And  the  heart's  glow,  sincero  and  warm 

Was  beaming  oe'r  his  face : 

An  arch  and  animated  smile 

f 

His  lips  would  oft  divide. 
And  never  did  the  word  of  guile 
From  their  frank  portals  glide. 

XVIL 

Of  riper  yean,  and  manlier  prime. 

Stood  Ronald ; — bis  dark  pensive  eye 
Spoke  the  high  soul,  the  thought  Bublime» 

That  dwelt  on  inmiortality. 
The  scholar's  lore,  and  sober  sense. 
Mingled  with  mild  benevolence, 
•And  all  that  polished  grace  can  give, 
In  those  expressive  features  live. 
His  light  and  active  form  combines 

Strength,  dignity,  and  ease, 
And  the  bold  martial  spirit  shines. 
Though  gentleness  the  fire  refines. 

Mild  as  the  summer 


XVIIL 

Bemado  at  the  appointed  hour 

Attends  them  to  the  gate. 
Where  throned  in  plenitude  of  power 

The  Abbess  holds  her  state. 
The  crucifix  and  holy  bead 

Aro  glittering  at  her  side. 
And  in  her  steadfast  look  they  read 

A  trait  of  conscious  pride, — 
But  naught  repulsive  or  seven 
Loan*  ■■  ber  grateful  gMilg  dnw  near 
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Bioiged  on  their  lowly  forms  around, 
With  modest  glance  that  aeeks  the  groond, 

The  gentle  nuns  are  seen ; 
And  many  a  sparkling  eye  was  there. 
And  many  a  cheek  of  beauty  rare, 

With  soft  and  graceful  mien : 
Their  robes  and  veils  of  spotless  white 
Descend  in  folds  of  waving  light 
The  welcome  given,  with  gracious  smile, 

The  Abbess  craves  a  boon, — 
**  Would  but  their  brave  Allies  beguile 

The  sultry  hour  of  noon. 
With  tidings  of  the  recent  fight. 
That  quelled  proud  Gaul*s  detested  might  I" — 
Back  she  has  thrown  the  shading  veil. 
While  thus  they  tell  the  glorioas  tale. 


CANTO  III. 

VICTORY  OF  THE  DOURO. 

L 

KONALD. 

-  Tbjo's  emancipated  stream 
Beheld  our  burnished  weapons  gleam, 
Nor  yet  their  dazzling  blades  display 
The  sanguine  dye  of  battle  fray, 
Tliongh  the  succeeding  leagues  disclose 
Tlie  path  of  our  remorseless  foes. 
The  ravaged  field,  the  trampled  vine. 

The  smoking  hut,  their  step  declare, 
With  many  a  dark  and  fearful  sign 

That  murder's  crimson  hand  was  there. 
In  horror,  hunger,  nakedness. 
The  remnant  from  their  coverts  crept. 
And  prayed  the  Lord  our  arms  to  bless. 

While  franticly  they  wept. 
O'er  the  retrievelees  scene  of  spoU, 
The  wreck  of  their  industrious  toil. 

IL 

**  I  cannot  speak,  O  holy  Dame  ! 

How  fiercely  blazed  th'  indignant  flame 

In  every  heart  with  pity  wrung, 

While  '  Vengeance'  burst  from  every  tongue ! 

Impatient  at  the  long  delay. 

And  burning  for  the  fight. 
Northward  we  uiged  our  threatening  way, 
Till  Vouga's  rising  banks  display 

The  spirit-cheering  sight ; 
For  there  in  soaring  pride  arose 
The  eagles  of  our  ruthless  foes. 
How  brightly  then  in  every  eye 
Gleamed  the  sure  hope  of  victory ! 
And  bright  o'er  all,  resplendent  shone 

Ov  Wettedey's  pindBg  gianoe, 


When  in  his  conquest-boding  tone 
He  bade  our  ranks  advance. 

IIL 

'*  As  bloodhounds  who  have  tracked  their  prey 
Through  the  wild  wood's  uncertain  way, 
When  lo !  before  their  glaring  eyes, 
Th'exhausted  foe  more  faintly  flies, — 
Rises  each  bristling  hair — ^they  strain 
Headlouff  across  the  open  plain. 
And  deem  their  fangs  already  dyed 
In  the  lost  murderer's  crimson  tide : 
So  eager  and  so  fierce  we  stand. 
So  dart  we  at  the  chiefs  command. 
Routed  at  every  point,  they  yield 

Before  our  desperate  way. 
And  masters  of  the  chosen  field. 

We  wait  th'  approaching  day. 
That  promises  a  sterner  fight. 
Vengeance  more  full,  and  fame  more  bright 


IV. 


**  Reluctantly  the  mom 

To  chase  that  glowing  dream, 
And  show  our  dark  and  crafty  foee 

Beyond  the  Douro's  stream. 
The  floating  path  from  strand  to  strand 

Their  cautious  care  had  riven. 
And  far  from  either  hostile  band 

The  broken  fragments  driven. 
Abrupt  and  high  the  banks  appear, 

Within  whose  narrow  space 
Old  Douro  holds,  in  swift  career. 

His  never-ceasing  race. 
Such  mighty  bonds  on  either  side 
As  Nature's  careful  hand  supplied 

To  curb  the  torrent's  force. 
Alone  could  chain  the  rapid  tide. 

And  check  its  hurrying  course. 
A  yellow  tinge  the  waters  wear, 

As  rushing  on  their  way. 
From  the  imprisoning  banks  they  tear 

The  scanty  soil  and  clay. 
A  weary  task  the  boatman  plies. 

Against  th'  opposing  stream, — 
Or  with  the  favouring  current  flies, 

Swift  as  the  passing  dream ; 
But  now  each  straggling  boat  they  moor, 
Securely  to  the  farther  shore : 
No  practicable  ford  extends 

O'er  the  rude  gulf  between. 
Save  the  wild  rocks  Avintas  lends, 

— ^Too  distant  from  the  scene ! — 
Less  sullenly  the  tiger  growls 

0*er  his  contested  food, 
'Reft  of  her  young,  less  fiercely  scowls 

The  empress  of  the  wood, 
i  Than  our  indignant  warrion  eyed, 
I     And  cnned,  the  intereeptfaif  tideu 
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But  WoUedej'f  ardent  mind  the  while 

Teemed  with  the  glorioiu  plan, — 
Nor  mightiest  force,  nor  craftiett  guile, 

Can  foil  that  wond*rous  man : 
He  bids  the  impatient  band  divide, — 
One  part  along  the  river's  side 

Must  seek  Avintas*  ford. 
The  rest  remain,  their  chance  abide. 

And  wait  his  leading  word. 

<*  Hark !  that  glad  shont  !~with  daring  hand. 
The  gallant  Lusians  from  the  strand 

Two  ample  boats  unmoor, 

Turn,  gracious  Heaven,  the  balls  aside 
That  shower  around,  while  through  the  tide 

They  struggle  for  the  shore ! 
Safely  they  cross,  and  safely  reach 
Our  shouting  comrades  on  the  beach ; 
And  freighted  to  the  full,  each  boat 
Once  more  is  on  the  stream  afloat. 

While  ranged  upon  the  strand. 
Our  thundering  guns  their  volley  send, 
And  with  repeated  roar  defend 

The  dauntless  little  band. 

VI. 

"  Lost  in  the  fixed  astonished  gaze 
Of  stupid  wonder  and  amaze, — 
Or  scorning  the  inferior  force. 
No  foe  opposed  their  daring  course  ; 
Till  from  a  ruined  building  nigh. 
Brave  Paget  sends  defiance  high 

To  their  overwhelming  power ; 
Then,  starting  from  their  fatal  trance. 
They  Ind  a  numerous  force  advance. 

And  tear  us  from  the  tower. 

VIL 

"  It  was  a  College  Hall  that  gave 

This  timely  shelter  to  the  brave, 

And  there  defensively  they  form. 

And  coolly  'bide  the  coming  storm. 

It  comes,  in  deep  compacted  cloud : — 

It  bursts  with  detonation  loud. 

And  streams  upon  the  battered  walls. 

Through  sulphurous  flash,  a  shower  of  balls ; 

But  as  our  Albion's  cavemed  rock 

Responds  the  thunder's  roar, 
And  dashes,  with  indignant  shock, 

The  billows  from  her  shore. 
So  truly  we  return  the  knell. 
So  firmly  the  advance  repel. 
They  spring  to  the  surrounding  wall, 
And  on  the  marble  paved  hall 

The  well-aimed  bullets  ring. 
While  on  succeeding  hosts  they  call. 

Their  spfeading  Unas  to  biing.    . 
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Henomed  by  the  hot  assailants  round. 
And  pierced  by  many  a  smarting  wound, 

At  desperate  bay  we  stand, — 
But  not  one  fainting  heart  is  found, 
-  Nor  one  exhausted  hand. 

VIIL 

"  Now,  echoing  loud,  the  British  cheer 
Proclaims  a  timely  succour  near. 
As  our  bold  bands  from  yonder  aide 

The  crimsoned  bank  attain. 
And  bid  the  enclosing  force  divide. 
While  spreads  the  combat  deep  and  wide, 

O'er  the  surrounding  plain. 
Aloft  our  English  banners  fly. 
Our  battle  shout  ascends  the  sky ; 
From  the  fierce  charge  of  pointed  steel 
Their  awed  battalions  backward  reel, 

Their  steady  colunms  bend. 
And  Soult  already  meditates 
The  refuge  that  Oporto's  gates 

Reluctantly  might  lend ; 
When  lo !  we  point  the  blood-stained  sword. 
Where  hastening  from  Avintas'  ford 

Appears  a  phalanx  bright. 
His  wavering  flank  prepared  to  turn. 
And  greet  with  salutation  stem. 

His  intercepted  flight !" 


DL 


im-AKTHUft. 

— "  Dripping  we  came,"  Fitz-Arthur  cried. 
For  quickly  dashed  we  through  the  tide, 

Your  galldnt  deeds  to  crown, — 
And  well  our  moistened  garments  dried. 

In  chasing  through  the  town. 
Ill  might  the  startled  Frenchman  wait 
To  close  Oporto*s  royal  gate, 
While  we  his  flying  rearward  greet. 
And  charge  them  on  jfrom  street  to  street ; 
With  headlong  force  and  thundering  shooi 
We  rushed  upon  the  flying  rout. 
And  drove  them, — till  the  pitying  night 
Cast  her  dark  mantle  o'er  their  flight 


'*  Ronald,  within  the  College  walls. 
Had  haply  'scaped  the  murderous  balls. 
And  sallying  forth,  he  rushed  amain 

The  hot  pursuit  to  aid. 
And  foremost  of  the  victor  train. 

He  waved  his  flashmg  blade ; 
Till  pressing  on  a  well-armed  band. 
They  turned,  and  made  a  stubborn  standi— 
'Twas  there  my  gallant  friend  I  found 
SenielMi  npoo  the  reeking  ground.''-^ 
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XL 

He  ceased — and  now  the  Abbees  rose, 
To  heaven  her  tearful  look  she  tbrowa, 

'*  My    Daughten,"   the    exchums, 
nigh;— 
Lo !  in  our  favoured  dwelling  stand 
Two  heroes  of  that  godlike  band 

Who  brought  us  life  and  liberty ! 
Our  shrines  from  sacrilegious  gaze, 
Our  walls  from  desolation's  blaze, 

Our  bosoms  from  the  sword, 
These  have  they  saved,^~our  frequent  praise 

Hath  risen  to  the  Lord, 
And  here  before  the  face  of  heaven, 
Our  grateful  thanks  to  them  be  given.'' — 
Then  many  a  fair  hand  clasped  on  high 
Lnplored  a  blessing  from  the  sky  ; 
80  late  by  bashfulness  subdued. 
The  eye  now  beamed  with  gratitude. 
And  shone  with  lustre,  bright  and  chaste. 

On  each  deliverer's  form. 
Like  the  retummg  moon-beam,  cast 
On  barks  that  gallantly  have  passed 

The  perils  of  the  storm. 

xn. 

— "  O  long  may  Heaven's  approving  smile 
Beam  on  the  lovely  sea-girt  Isle  !" 
(And  Ronald's  bounding  heart  has  flown 
To  greet  that  well-remembered  tone) 
"Like  her  majestic  oak  she  stands. 
And  spreads  her  shade  o'er  other  lands, 
While  her  protecting  arms  extend 

A  refuge  for  the  poor, 
And  virtue,  strength,  and  beauty  blend, 

Her  empire  to  secure. 
So  said  my  martyred  sire,  who  long 
Strayed  her  enchanting  scenes  among." — 

XIIL 

— "  Lady,  the  touch  was  warm  and  true 
That  gave  that  picture  to  thy  view : — 
Deep  in  the  tracklcM  ocean  wave, 

Has  nature  placed  Britannia's  throne. 
And  led  the  circling  tides  to  lave 

Her  fortress  wall  of  pearly  stone  ; 
In  isolated  might  she  stands. 
Girt  by  her  guardian  ocean  bands. 
Tremendous  as  her  frowning  rock. 

Ruin  and  wreck  assail  her  foes. 
Her  barriers  brave  the  rudest  shock. 

Her  woodlands  smile  in  sweet  repose  : 
There  herds,  and  flocks,  and  golden  grain. 
Diversify  the  verdant  plain ; 
There  towers  that  monarch  oak,  and  shades 
With  patriarchal  arms  the  glades ; 
While  many  a  peaceful  cottage  shines 
Through  wreaths  of  fragrant  eglantuies 
The  ivy-mantled  wall  dbplayi 
Tbe  majesty  oi  other  day%— 


Unscathed  by  force,  miharmed  by  wrong. 
Time  gently  shakes  the  mouldering  pile. 

And  tells  how  ages  roll  along 

Unbroken,  in  that  favoured  Ue." — 

XIV. 

Bernardo !  thou  hast  sought  a  boon, 
And  gained  the  fatal  gift  too  soon 

From  that  indulgent  dame : 
And  ^aily  at  the  convent  grate 
Those  dangerous  guests  of  thine  may  wait. 

The  social  hour  to  claim. 
Dost  thou  not  mark  the  mantling  blush, 

That  lightens  o'er  Maria's  cheek. 
Nor  rapture's  corresponding  flush 

On  Ronald's  kindling  visage  speak  7 
Where  was  thy  ever  watching  heed? 
Spell-bound  thyself,  thou  didst  not  read, 
What  rapid  clouds  and  sunbeams  chase 
Alternate  o'er  her  varying  face, 
While  in  attention  rapt,  she  hung 
On  every  accent  of  his  tongue. 
Thou  saw'st  not  that  soul-speaking  eye, 

Heard'st  not  the  palpitating  breath. 
That  hailed  in  speechless  ecstacy 

Th'  avengers  of  her  father's  death. 
Could  not  thy  long  observant  age. 
Nor  lore  of  thy  loved  classic  page, 
Tell  thee  that  woe  the  bosom  leaves 

Too  prone  to  soft  aflection's  power, 
Even  as  the  dew-steeped  grass  receives 

Th'  impression  of  the  falling  flower? — 
O !  can  those  grated  bars  repel 
Love's  monarch  from  the  holy  cell? 
His  power  is  throned  within  the  eye. 
His  chariot  is  the  viewless  sigh. 
He  sports  with  vows,  disarms  the  brave, 
And  prizes  most  th'  unwilling  slave.        / 
Alas !  how  impotent  and  frail 
The  barrier  of  the  vestal's  veil. 
Against  the  tyrant's  fraudful  guQe, 
Who  couched  in  friendship's  artless  smile. 
Unmarked  can  pass  the  strong  defence 
Of  piety  and  innocence, 
Then  fix  the  everlasting  dart, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  vanquished  heart ! 
What  boots  it  that  yon  warrior's  mind 
Is  pure  as  brave,  and  true  as  kind  7 — 
He  cannot  crush  the  potent  spell, 
Destined  the  firmest  bouI  to  quell. 
Nor  ardent  and  impetuous  youth 
'Gainst  passion  balance  sober  truth. 
Beauteous  and  fair  Love's  roses  grow, 

And  fragrant  is  the  breath  they  breathei— 
Would  but  some  gentle  spirit  show, 
In  pity  of  the  latent  woe, 

"The  thorns  that  lurk  beneath ! 
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CANTO  lY. 
I. 

O  Sympathy !  thy  witchinff  power, 

From  whence  our  dearest  comforts  flow. 
Can  soothe  misfortune's  darkest  hour, 

Or  brim  the  cup  of  human  woe. 
What  words  shall  tell  his  misery 

To  whom  the  fatal  pang  is  known. 
To  read  in  the  congenial  eye 

A  heart  that  must  not  be  his  own ! 
Fancy  awhile  may  seize  the  reign, 
And  bear  him  o'er  her  wide  domain. 
And  plant  his  ardent  eyes  to  bless, 
The  radiant  bowers  of  happiness ; 
But  to  destroy  the  fairy  scene, 
Cold  Duty  lifts  her  wand  between. 
And  bids  an  awful  barrier  swell. 
Impervious,  insurmountable ; 
While  the  stem  monitor  within 
In  thunder  tells  him  it  were  sin 
And  frail  mortality  will  strive 
To  keep  deceitful  hope  alive. 

Against  the  will  of  fate. 
Till  to  one  gloomy  thought  resigned. 
The  once  well-regulated  mind 

Yields  in  the  vain  debate. 
And  lost  in  helpless,  hopeless  care. 
Sinks  a  sad  victim  to  despair. 

II. 

Tall  was  Maria's  form,  it  rose 

Majestic  o'er  the  rest, — 
A  holy  peace,  a  calm  repose. 

Her  downcast  eye  ezpresMed. 
Through  the  long  lash  that  fringed  it  round, 
A  frequent  path  the  tear  had  found. 
And  her  wan  cheek  in  pensive  grace 
Too  well  pourtrayed  its  recent  trace. 
The  ringlet  that  unconscious  strayea 

From  her  confining  veil, 
Contrasted  with  its  deep  dark  shade 

That  cheek  so  fair  and  pale. 
The  arms  that  crossed  her  gentle  breast 
Hushed  the  rebellious  sigh  to  rest, — 
And  when  her  meek  and  quiet  eye 
Was  lifted  to  her  native  sky. 
She  seemed  some  gracious  form  divine, 

Pourtrayed  in  chivelled  stone. 
If  sculptor's  hands  could  e'er  combine 

Patience  and  Faith  in  one. 

IIL 

Reared  in  a  Convent's  peaceful  cell, 
She  knew  not  the  tempestuous  swell 
Of  rapture,  disappointment,  strife, 
That  iMATes  the  UoaUed  wvrm  of  lilb: 


Yet  in  her  bosom  dormant  lie 
The  sparks  that  tender  sympathy 

May  brighten  to  a  flame, 
Could  she  on  one  true  heart  but  rest 
The  hopes  and  sorrows  of  her  breast. 

In  holy  friendship's  name : 
So  thought  she  oft,  but  never  yet 
That  kind  congenial  heart  had  met. 
Though  in  the  Convent's  virgin  train, 
Were  found  the  giddy,  light,  and  vain. 
The  bigot  harsh,  the  prude  austere, 
Mixed  with  the  gentle  and  sincere, 

The  timid  and  the  proud, — 
Yet  not  one  perfect  sister-mind. 
So  pure,  so  steadfast,  and  refined, 

She  found  among  the  crowd. 
But  since  St  Clara's  shrine  had  given 

A  refuge  of  repose, 
Bernardo  led  her  mind  to  heaven. 

To  consecrate  her  woes. 
She  loved  her  grateful  voice  to  raise 
Amid  the  choral  notes  of  praise, 
And  loved  to  offer  when  alone 
Her  soul  before  her  Maker's  throne ; 
Deariy  she  prized  the  pensive  hour. 
Passed  in  the  garden's  silent  bower, — 
The  breeze  of  heaven  that  loved  to  play 

Upon  the  mourner's  cheek, 
Seemed  as  it  dried  the  tear  away. 

Of  hope  and  peace  to  speak : 
It  speaks  of  Him  whose  mercy  dwells 

On  all  lus  hands  have  made. 
And  bids  the  heart  whese  sorrow  swells 

Repose  on  Him  for  aid. 
To  every  race  of  mortal  kind. 

On  angel  wings  hb  care  is  borne. 
Who  tempers  ev'n  the  northern  wind. 

In  pity  to  the  lamb  new  shorn : 
^-O  never  yet  the  fleece  was  rent 
From  Iamb  more  meek  and  innocent  !^- 

IV. 

And  such  to  Ronald's  pitying  eye 

The  helpless  maid  appears. 
He  longed  to  soothe  the  rising  sigh. 
And  with  a  brother's  sympathy 

To  dry  the  falling  tears. 
He  brooded  o'er  the  tender  theme. 
Till  it  became  his  nightly  dream,— 
Uuwelcome  was  the  glance  of  day 
That  chased  the  visioned  bliss  away. 
The  veil — the  awful  vow — would  rise 
Abrupt  to  his  averted  eyes. 
But  he  would  chide  the  start  that  came^ 
And  say  'twas  friendship's  holiest  flame ; 
Then  seek  the  stem  repelling  grate, 
Maria's  pensive  step  to  wait. 
And  draw,  with  gentle  art  refined, 
The  pme  theughti  fiom  heripotlMi  mtod. 
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Her  word,  her  look,  her  very  tone 
Seemed  but  the  echo  of  his  own, 
For  the  Mune  master  spring  controls 
Each  impulse  of  their  kindred  souls. 
And  when  he  hears  the  tolling  hour, 

That  bids  his  lingering  step  depart, 
He  goes,  in  solitude  to  pour 

The  treacherous  balsam  on  his  heart, 
And  shrinks  from  friendship's  solace,  given 
To  woe-worn  man  by  bounteous  Heaven. 

V. 

Fitx-Arthur  marked  th'  unwonted  oloudf 

That  spoke  an  inward  storm. 
And  wrapped  in  uncongenial  shroud 

That  spirit  once  so  warm : 
He  saw  the  mantling  glow  arise, 
The  sparkling  rapture  in  his  eyes, 
When  to  the  grated  iron  screen 
The  Nun's  advancing  step  was  seen. 
He  read  his  heart,  and  deeply  grieved 
To  find  that  gallant  heart  deceived 

By  fancy's  idle  power ; 
And  longed  to  see  the  spell  unbound 
By  the  inspiring  bugle-sound. 

In  battle's  rousing  hour. 
With  distant  hint,  and  cautious  speech. 
He  strove  the  bosom's  wound  to  reach ; 
But  welcome  cold  could  Ronald's  mind 
For  truth's  unflattering  lesson  find, 
For  conscience  said,  an  earthly  flame 
Was  masked  by  friendship's  specious  name. 
He  dreaded  lest  Fitz- Arthur's  eye 
The  cherished  phantom  might  eif>y, 
And  scare,  with  reason's  deep-toned  knell. 
The  forms  of  fancy's  dreaming  spelL 
So  inconsistent  still  is  love ! 

He  writhes  beneath  a  piercing  smart, 
Yet  shuns  the  hand  that  would  remove 

With  pious  care  the  rankling  dart 

VI. 

Unscathed  by  love's  insidious  power, 
Fitz- Arthur  passed  the  cheerful  hour. 
And  in  the  sportive  argument. 
Would  oft  the  heedless  sally  vent, 

That  won  the  ready  smile. 
Or  the  soft  voice  and  plaintive  lute. 
Would  vie  with  his  harmonious  flute. 

The  moments  to  begruile. 

VIL 

A  noble  maid  from  royal  Spain, 

Had  lately  graced  St  Clara's  fane, 

And  none  the  lofty  note  could  swell. 

Like  the  Castilian  IsabeL 

Her  kinsmen's  arms  were  famed  afar 

In  the  fierce  desultory  war. 

That  proved  to  the  mvaden*  might 

Mora  wwtinf  tbaa  the  pnetiMd  fi|^ 


High  on  their  native  mountain's  breast, 
Their  dwellings,  like  the  eagle's  neat. 

Brave  the  bewildered  foe, — 
And  like  the  lightning's  flash  they  came, 
To  dart  destruction's  sudden  flame. 

On  the  dark  host  below  ; 
Then  parting  in  the  deserts  nigh, 

Their  various  paths  they  hold. 
And  singly  the  puisnit  defy. 

Intangible  as  bold. 

VHL 

The  triumphs  of  her  kindred  race 
Beamed  o'er  the  nun's  majestic  face ; 
The  theme  her  nut-brown  cheek  has  dyed 
In  the  rich  glow  of  patriot  pride, 
While  from  her  lov^  guitar  she  diawi 

In  tasteful  skill  the  tone, 
And  sings  the  wild  Guerilla  wan, 

With  spirit  all  her  own. 

DL 

ISABEL'S  SONG. 

Thx  Guuulul 

Is  it  the  voice  of  the  midnight  broexe 
That  comes  by  fits  through  the  gloomy  trees? 
Was  it  the  light  of  the  mountain  stream 
That  flashed  but  now  to  the  pale  moon-beam? 
And  can  the  dash  of  that  slender  wave 
Echo  so  loud  from  the  rocky  cave  7 — 

— ^Those  sounds  are  the  prelude  to  deadly  firay 
Poignard  and  pistol  reflect  the  ray ; 
That  echo  tells  where  the  fiery  steed 
Impatiently  stamps,  and  would  fain  be  freed. 
While  the  shadows  of  that  lone  cave  conceal 
The  bravest  and  best  of  proud  Castile. 

Stem  Juan  throws  back  hb  ebon  locka— 
"  They  have  bade  us  cower  in  our  native  rocks! 
We  cower  but  to  rise,  like  the  feathered  king^ 
To  a  loftier  flight  on  a  bolder  wing: 
Their  dearest  blood  shall  our  talons  stam, 
When  we  scream  in  their  ears,  **  Revenge  for 
Spain!" 

Sad  swelled  the  sigh  in  Alonso's  breast, 
And  mournfully  drooped  his  plumed  crest : 
«Too  well  they  have  guarded  the  conquered 

walls. 
And  revel  secure  in  our  ancient  halls ; 
My  brother's  daughter  and  youthful  heir 
Are  held  in  unwiUing  hostage  there." — 

"  Mine  be    the    ta^" — cried    the    dark-eyed 

chief — 
'*  Our  deeds  must  be  sudden,  our  words  be  brief ; 
Hold  ambush  close  in  the  rocky  dell. 
And  look  lo  hear  moKe  bj  the  veqper  bell : 
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I  trust  to  my  Saint,  and  my  well-tried  iword. 
And  the  paaa  of  the  undiscovered  ford." — 

— "  Yet  think  on  the  fearful  odds,  and  pause." — 
— "  I  think  on  our  wronp,  and  our  Country's 

cause! 
Ere  the  children  shall  mourn  in  captivity, 
I  will  set  my  life  on  a  desperate  die, 
My  name  and  my  purpose  at  once  reveal, 
And  trust  to  the  honour  of  high  Castile." — 

He  has  mounted  his  steed,  and  the  shades  of 

night 
Have  closed  his  path  on  his  comrade's  sight ; 
The  moon  is  withdrawing  her  feeble  ray. 
And  the  chiefs  are  gone  on  their  silent  way, 
And  hope  to  deal  on  the  battle  plain, 
To  Gallia  woe,  and  revenge  for  Spain< — 

X. 

SONO  CONTUrUKD. 

The  guns  are  silenced — the  broken  swords 
Are  wrenched  from  the  hands  of  their  lifeless 

lords. 
And  the  batteries  screen,  with  gloomy  frown. 
The  gates  of  the  newly  vanquished  to¥m. 
While  her  lofty  towers  are  echoing  high, 
To  the  notes  of  unhallowed  revelry. 

Three  sides  are  guarded,  but  safe  they  deem 
The   fourth   that  is  laved    by   the    spreading 

stream  ; — 
They  knew  not  the  ford,  whose  winding  way 
Brave  Juan  has  traced  ere  the  dawn  of  day, 
Nor  dreamed  that  by  those  neglected  guns 
Lurked  the  boldest  of  Spain's  unconquered  sons. 

He  lay  till  about  the  vesper  hour, 

When  the  children  are  led  from  their  prison 

tower, 
That  the  breeze  may  play,  for  a  niggardly  space. 
To  wave  the  light  curl  from  the  guileless  face. 
And  kiss  off  the  bitter  tear  that  flows 
Down  cheeks  where  terror  has  blanched  the 

rose. 

One  ruffian  an  ample  guard  is  found, 
To  lead  the  babes  on  their  lonely  round. 
Well  trained  to  the  gaoler's  ruthless  part — 
But  Joan's  poignard  is  in  his  heart ! — 
He  hath  lifted  the  maid  like  a  willow  wand. 
And  the  gallant  boy  has  grasped  his  hand. 

**  Brave  Spaniard,  haste  !  let  us  quickly  flee, 
To  the  verge  of  earth  I  will  follow  thee  !" 
They  plunge  at  once  in  the  conscious  tide, 
And  safely  they  reach  the  farther  side, — 
Unmarked  they  steal  o'er  the  woody  space, 
And  nish  to  their  Uncle't  fond 


— "  The  doves  are  fVeed — and  the  ravenous  kite 
To  morrow  shall  soar  on  his  latest  flight : 
Too  cheap  the  conquest — too  poor  the  strife, 
That  cost  but  one  wretch's  worthless  life. 
Secure  the  children — the  dawning  sky 
Shall  light  us  to  vengeance  and  victory !" 

XL 

SoNO   CONTINnED. 

Ere  night  had  parted,  brave  Juan  stood 
On  the  outer  verge  of  the  friendly  wood ; — 
He  rests  his  sword  on  the  olive  bough, 
And  places  his  trusty  steed  below. 
While  the  shroud  of  a  peasant's  poor  disguiae* 
Veils  his  noble  form  from  enquiring  eyes. 

He  seeks  the  walls,  where  rising  loud, 
Mix  the  angry  tones  of  the  anned  crowd ; 
And  hears  of  the  children's  mystic  flight, 
And  the  fiery  threat  of  lawless  might, 
That  dooms  the  city  to  flame  and  sword, 
If  evening  see  not  the  prize  restored. 

In  uncouth  phrase  he  tells  his  tale, 

Of  a  hoFBeman  who  passed  o'er  the  lonely  vale, 

And  close  by  his  courser's  side  there  speed 

Two  slender  forms  on  a  lighter  steed, 

And  well  he  deems  that  the  rugged  height 

Perforce  must  have  checked  their  eager  flight 

"To  arms !  and  haste  to  the  mountain*s  side ; 
This  peasant  slave  shall  our  footsteps  guide : 
Thou  wretch  !  remember  thy  caitiff  head 
Shall  vouch  for  the  tale  thy  lips  have  said !" 
— How  blithely  the  bold  Castilian  strode. 
As  he  led  them  forth  on  their  fatal  road  ! — 

He  has  drawn  to  the  wood  the  unwary  bands. 
He  springs  to  the  spot  where  lus  charger  stands. 
He  vaults,  and  is  fixed  on  the  gallant  steed. 
His  blade  from  its  verdant  sheath  is  freed, 
He  has  given  the  spur,  and  loosened  the  roin 
And  shouted  aloud,  '*  St  James  for  Spain !' 


i»» 


Bravely  they  fought,  and  struggled  long, 
For  rage  is  bold  and  despair  is  strong, — 
But  rage  and  despair  in  vain  engage 
With  vengeful  hatred  and  tenfold  rage  ; 
The  chargen  of  Spain  their  fetlocks  dyed 
In  the  last  opposer's  vital  tide. 

The  Gaul  has  collected  a  mighty  force, — 
But  the  heroes   are  gone  on  their  tracklea 

course; 
They  part  lUie  the  streams  of  the  Northern  light, 
Yet  oft  shall  those  scattered  flames  unite. 
And  teach  the  astonbhed  foe  to  feel 
The  death-dealing  vengeance  of  wronged  Cae- 

tOe. 
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XIL 

The  cadence  of  the  cloatng  note 
Still  on  th*  enchanted  ear  would  float, 
While  in  the  maid's  uplifted  eye 

Blazed  Juan's  soul  of  pride. 
And  scorn  and  indignation  high 

Her  beauteous  lipe  divide, 
And  her  resounding  tones  inspire 
With  gleams  of  a  prophetic  fire. 

XIIL 

Thus  hour  by  hour,  and  day  by  day. 
Still  glided  unperceived  away. 
Bernardo  all  their  steps  attends. 
And  with  his  pleasing  converse  blends 
The  pious  and  instructive  truth. 
So  needful  to  unthinking  youth  ; 
The  good  old  man  would  fain  delay 
The  call  that  soon  must  end  their  stay. 
— O  could  he  hear  the  sighs  that  swell 
In  fair  Maria's  lonely  cell, 
And  view  the  ineffectual  strife, 
That  preys  upon  her  harmless  life. 
His  trembling  hand  the  gates  would  cloee 
On  the  sad  partner  of  her  woes. 


CANTO  V. 
I. 

How  lightly  on  the  quiet  breast 

Cloee  the  unruffled  wings  of  sleep ! 
Bathing  the  peaceful  brow  in  rest 

Soft  as  the  dew  that  violets  weep, — 
While  with  her  poppy  garland  blending 

The  airy  forms  of  worlds  unknown, 
She  leads  the  willing  soul,  ascending 

Through  flowery  paths  to  Fancy's  throne. 
And  decks  the  Ethiop  form  of  night 
In  halcyon  plumes  of  azure  light. — 

IL 

Sleep  has  a  Sister,  dark  and  dread. 
Who  seeks  the  mourner's  tear-stained  bed  ; 
With  sullen  scowl,  and  raven  plume. 
She  deepens  midnight's  cheericss  gloom, 
And  strews  the  throbbing  temple  o*er 
With  bitter  rue  and  hellebore, — 
And  loves  the  shrinking  soul  to  bear 
Through  wilds  of  terror  and  despair ; 
Snatching  from  reason's  hand  the  rein. 

She  whirls  the  giddy  wretch  afar, 
Where  phantoms,  horrible  as  vain, 

Throng  round  the  witch's  ebon  car, 
Till,  panting  from  the  fearful  flight. 
The  Nfierer  wrnkw  to  giief  and 


No  more  the  balm  of  tranquil  rest 

Is  shed  o'er  sad  Maria's  breast. 

No  more  the  shrine  and  midnight  prayer 

Her  undivided  homage  share ; 

One  visioned  form  will  hover  near, 

One  voice  still  vibrate  on  her  ear, — 

And  when  within  her  narrow  cell, 

Her  hand  th'  accustomed  bead  would  tell. 

Still  from  her  murmuring  lips  will  steal, 

The  ceaseless  prayer  for  Ronald's  weal. 

What  though  her  pious  mind  disowned 

The  interdicted  name  of  Love, 
Th'  usurper  in  her  heart  was  throned, 

Nor  virtue's  self  that  throne  might  move  ; 
While  she,  a  lone  unsheltered  flower. 
Was  withering  underneath  his  power. 
And  that  fair  cheek  was  faint  and  pale. 
As  the  meek  snow-drop  in  the  vale. 
With  pitying  eye,  Fitz- Arthur  viewed 
The  maid  by  hopeless  love  subdued. 
And  inly  vowed  by  strong  reproof 

His  lingering  friend  to  tear, 
Far  from  that  dark  ill-fated  roof 

Of  passion  and  despair. 

IV. 

The  morning  beam  was  scarce  displayed 

On  the  wild  mountain,  when  he  sought 
To  pass,  within  the  fragrant  shade. 

An  hour  of  deep  and  serious  though^ 
But  in  the  glen,  in  mental  dream. 

He  found  his  pensive  friend  reclined. 
Intent  upon  the  murmuring  stream 

That  soothed  to  rest  his  feverish  mind. 
Roused  by  the  loud  advancing  tread. 
He  slowly  raised  his  languid  head, — 
"  Fitz- Arthur !  you  are  soon  abroad. 

To  greet  the  morning's  eariy  light :" — 
"  Yea,  I  have  viewed  my  idle  sword. 

And  burnished  it  for  future  fight ; 
For  truly  we  shall  both  be  shamed 
To  hear  our  conquering  hero  named. 
If  loitering  here  in  sloth  and  ease. 
We  let  the  rust  our  weapons  seize  : 
What  think  you,  if  tomorrow's  ray 
Behold  us  on  our  destined  way  7" — 
His  half-averted  glances  seek 
The  varying  hue  of  Ronald's  cheek. 
— "  I  would  not,  for  an  empire's  power 
Be  absent  from  the  battle  hour ; — 
Yet  do  the  troops  with  toil  o'erepent. 
Repose  beneath  the  sheltering  tent. 
And— doubt  not  but  Bernardo's  care 
Will  for  our  timely  march  prepare — 

Till  then" his  martial  spirit  strove 

Disdainful  'gainst  the  tyrant  Love. 
Fitz-Arthur  saw  the  mounting  blush. 

And  mazked  the  downeaflt  tjm, 
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He  felt  resentment's  kindlingr  flash 

Each  calmer  thought  surprise, 
Nor  longer  his  impetuous  soul 
Could  the  severe  reproach  control 
With  curling  lip»  and  scornful  look, 
He  glanced  from  Ronald  to  the  brook : — 
"  Let  the  sweet  purling  stream  o'erwhelm 
Thy  warlike  garb  and  useless  helm, 
Methinks  a  cowl  would  better  grace 
The  outline  of  that  pensive  face ; 
Forsake  thy  King— eschew  thy  creed, 
Embrace  the  crucifix  and  bead. 

Doff  that  neglected  steel ! 
Let  Britain  bleed,  and  Lusia  fall. 
Friar  Ronald  in  his  Convent  wall 
No  sense  of  shame  will  feeL 

V. 

"  Far  better  had  I  seen  thee  die 

In  yonder  midnight  glen ! 
Soldiers  had  caught  thy  latest  sigh. 
And  m  an  honoured  grave  thoud'st  lie. 

Mourned  by  thy  countrymen. — 
— I  care  not  for  that  reddening  frown  ! — 
I  saved  thee  not,  thy  bright  renown 

At  woman's  feet  to  lay. 
To  languish  for  an  idle  toy. 
And  like  a  whimpering  love-sick  boy. 

Sigh  thy  fond  soul  away ! — 
A  Nun  professed  !**  he  sternly  smiled, 
**  Why  Ronald,  surft  the  wayward  child, 

Who  in  the  stream  shall  see 
The  moon's  reflection  round  and  fair. 
And  cries  to  catch  the  bauble  rare. 

Is  but  the  type  of  thee : 
Boldly  the  urchin  might  essay. 
To  grasp  the  warm  resplendent  ray. 

Cold  recompense  were  his. 
And  such  were  thine,  if  thou  should'st  try 
To  seize  her  heart  which  dwells  on  high. 

Among  the  saints  in  bliss." — 

VI. 

Resentment  flashed  in  Ronald's  eyes — 

"  To  me  these  daring  words  addressed ! 
But  that  my  soul  may  well  despise. 

Boy  as  thou  art,  thy  taunting  jest. 
This  sword  thy  hasty  tongue  should  teach. 
To  weigh  the  yet  unutteied  speech : — 
Deem'st  thou  I  bear  a  heart  so  base. 
To  shame  my  Country's  warlike  race  7 — 
As  for  the  life  thou  bragg'st  to  saver 

I  value  not  the  gift  from  thee  ; 
Take  what  thy  well-meant  succour  gave. 
But  check  that  tongue  so  bold  and  free, 
And  cast  no  more  thy  gibes  on  me !" 

VIL 

Sternly  he  spoke,  and  strode  away  :— 
Rage  itniggled  in  Fiti- ArUmr't  hnuttt, 


But  fond  afiection  barred  its  way. 

And  bade  the  angry  impulse  rest 
His  noble  spirit  spumed  at  fear. 
But  Ronald  to  his  soul  was  dear : — 
Then  he  had  probed  the  treacherous  wound 

Beyond  the  victim's  strength. 
And  grieved  that  prudence  could  not  bound 

His  words'  unguarded  length : 
Wiser  he  deemed  it  to  retire. 

Again  ere  Ronald  came, 
He  feared  his  own  indignant  ire 

Might  bunt  in  deadly  flame  ; 
And  thought  what  woe  'twere  his  to  feel. 
Destroying  where  he  meant  to  heaL 

VIIL 

But  ere  he  well  mighf  turn  to  go, 
Ronald,  with  temperate  step  and  slow, 
.  Returning  met  his  eye ; 
Erect  he  stood  in  martial  grace. 
And  firmly  kept  his  former  place. 

He  would  not  seem  to  fly. — 
Their  glances  meet,  as  summer  beams. 
Dart  forth  their  bright  and  transient  gleams 

Through  the  unobtrusive  cloud ; 
And  struggle  to  relume  the  day. 
With  that  accustomed  vivid  ray, 

The  envious  gloom  would  shroud : 
Well  versed  each  other's  looks  to  read. 
Small  aid  from  words  those  glances  need. 

IX. 

Ronald  spoke  first,  and  mildly  said, 

**  Fitz- Arthur,  I  was  wrong. 
Thy  zealous  friendship  to  upbraid 

In  terms  so  sharp  and  strong. 
Albeit  thy  words  were  harsh  and  rude, 
And  taxed  me  with  ingratitude. 

And — what  my  soul  abhors ! 
My  patriot  warmth  no  longer  glowed. 
Although  my  dearest  blood  has  flowed 

In  my  loved  Country's  cause. 

Nay  more, — thou  said'st" his  colour  rose, 

And  to  the  ground  his  glance  he  throws, 

'*  That  I,  with  treacherous  art. 
For  my  own  selfish  views  would  dye 
With  the  foul  slain  of  perjury. 

Yon  Maid's  unspotted  heart. 
And  from  her  woe-worn  soul  remove 
A  heavenly  for  an  earthly  love. 
Could  such  black  charge  stand  unrepelled  V*— 
His  heart  with  strong  emotion  swelled. 
"  Friend  of  my  soul !  forgive  the  wrong. 
My  zeal  hath  blazed  too  rudely  strong. 
Roughly  I  seized  the  fatal  dart. 
That  festers  m  thy  gallant  heart ; 
And  my  unskilful  hand  hath  pressed 
The  ahift  mora  deeply  in  thy  braMt**-* 
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That  evening  to  Fitz-Arthur's  hand, 
A  courier  brought  the  chief's  command, 
That  he  upon  the  tented  plain, 
Should  join  his  warlike  friends  again  ; 
But  as  no  march  they  meditate, 
Ronald,  within  the  Convent  gate. 
May  yet  the  futujpe  summons  wait 

XL 

The  morning's  earliest  beam  surveyed 
Fitz- Arthur  for  the  march  arrayed. 
His  face  in  wonted  smiles  was  dressed. 
But  Ronald's  fate  disturbed  his  breast 
And  when  the  pious  Nuns  had  given 
Their  matin  orisons  to  Heaven, 
Pressed  round  the  grate  in  tears  they  stand, 
Contending  for  the  out-stretched  hand. 
That  soon  in  bloody  battle  field, 
Again  the  glittering  blade  must  wield. — 
The  Abbess  with  an  ardent  prayer 
Conunends  him  to  th*  Almighty's  care, — 

In  gentle  accents  then, 
While  her  kind  cheek  with  dew  b  wet. 
She  prays  him  never  to  forget 

The  Convent  in  the  glen. 
Laden  with  blessings,  prayers,  and  gifts, 
And  tells  them,  in  the  next  bold  fray 
His  sword  shall  their  good  deeds  repay. 
His  holy  hands  Bernardo  spread. 
Above  the  warrior's  bending  head, 
While  scarce  his  quivering  lip  can  say 
The  fervent  "  Benedicite  I" 

XIL 

Ronald  the  warm  injunction  gives, 
To  warn  him  of  the  earliest  move  ; 

For  if  to  that  good  day  he  lives. 

His  sword  his  steadfast  faith  shall  prove. 

With  gentle  hint,  and  mild  disguise. 

His  friend  the  wholesome  counsel  plies  ; 

And  now  they  reach  the  outward  glen — 

— "  Soon  may  we  meet  as  fighting  men ! 

Part  we  in  this  eventful  dell ; — 

Dear  Ronald,  guard  thy  heart farewell !" 

XIII. 

Throughout  St  Clara's  holy  bounds, 

The  silence  of  dejection  hung, 
The  cheerful  note  no  more  resounds. 

The  voice  is  mute,  the  lyre  unstrung ; 
Even  Isabel's  resplendent  eye, 
Now  rolled  in  listless  vacancy  ; 
Maria  felt  the  sad  farewell, 
As  presage  of  a  warning  knell, 
And  shuddered,  as  the  deadly  chill 
Stole  o'er  her  frame  with  painful  thrill. 
Bernardo  strove,  but  strove  in  vain, 
To  wake  the  cheerful  smile  again : — 
The  pensive  Nona  too  keenly  viewed 
The  flooiii  of  hopelea  nlitiide. 


XIV. 

— O !  let  me  earth's  wide  surface  tread. 
With  weary  step,  unsheltered  head. 
And  let  my  feeble  frame  sustain 
The  stormy  terrors  of  the  main  ; 
An  endless  pilgrimage  to  roam, 
From  native  land  and  peaceful  home. 
With  never-ceasing  care  to  tend 
The  steps  of  one  beloved  friend  ! 
And  I  will  greet,  with  ready  smile. 
The  forms  of  peril,  want,  and  toil, 
So  on  my  lip  may  never  dwell 
That  dreary  sound — the  long  Farewell ! 
That  blighter  of  our  every  joy, 
That  canker,  formed  but  to  destroy 
The  rose  that  sparingly  adorns 
This  cloudy  wilderness  of  thorns. 
— Oh,  heavily  its  accents  swell ! 

Even  from  th'  unwilling,  short,  good  nigfatt 
To  the  last  deep  and  hollow  knell. 
O'er  those  the  grave's  relentless  cell 

Hath  closed  for  ever  from  her  sight ! 

XV. 

While  many  a  vestal  sigh  is  borne 
On  the  soft  breezes  of  the  mom, 
And  prayers  to  patron  Saints  are  told 
For  the  young  warrior  true  and  bold, — 

Cheerly  he  winds  his  way ; 
The  cloud  upon  his  spirits  light. 
Dispersed  like  lingering  shades  of  night 

Before  the  rising  day. 
High  deeds  of  might  and  wreaths  of  fame 
Before  his  brightening  fancy  came  ; — 
Proud  Gaul  subdued,  Iberia  treed, 
An  honoured  name,  and  laurelled  meed. 
Supplied  a  long  and  flattering  dream, — 
And  home,  dear  home,  Mill  crowned  the  theuit?. 
For  there  were  hearts  in  Britain's  Isle, 
That  glowed  but  in  his  magic  smile. 
Parents,  whose  only  pride  and  joy 
Was  centred  in  that  gallant  boy. 
And  friends,  whose  anxious  breasts  would  bum 
In  rapture  at  his  safe  return. 

XVI. 

How  throbbed  his  bosom  when  afar 
He  saw  the  radiant  lines  of  war  ! 
And  to  the  playful  breeze  unfurled 
The  glorious  flag  that  awed  the  worid. 
While  notes  of  preparation  rise. 

And  he — the  fiand,  the  eye,  the  soul, 
Wellesley — the  mighty  plan  supplies, 

That  moves  and  regulates  the  whole. 
Fitz- Arthur  hears  the  high  design 

Is  ripening  for  the  fray  ; 
Cuesla  will  soon  his  force  combine 

With  Albion's  proud  array  ; 
And  high  Madrid  her  head  shall  reari 
WhMQ  their  united  btadi  appetr 
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XVR 

Ronald  has  heard  the  martial  call, 
That  roused  him  from  inglorious  thraU, — 
Once  more  his  eye  is  beaming  bright 
With  all  the  warrior's  stem  delight ; 
Nor  troacherouB  Lave  himself  may  claim 

Another  day's  delay. 
To-morrow  to  the  field  of  fame 

He  speeds  his  hasty  way. 
But  grief  can  dim  that  sparkling  eye. 
And  wring  his  soul  with  agony, 
And  treble  all  his  former  woes, 

As  to  his  purpose  firm  and  true. 
With  stealing  step,  alone  he  goes, 

To  take  a  long,  a  last  adieu ! 


CANTO  YI. 

L 

WuEKE  is  the  kind  considerate  art 
That  veiled  the  pangs  of  Ronald's  heart  ? 
Alas  !  the  fearful  parting  hour 

Has  torn  the  feeble  shioud  aside. 
Nor  longer  has  the  sufierer  power 

His  bosom's  agony  to  hide ; 
But  every  sound  hb  lips  expren 
Is  love*s  despairing  bitterness. 

IL 

As  vainly  would  the  maid  control 
The  wild  emotions  of  her  soul. 
Till  her  distracted  glances  fell 
On  the  low  shrine  that  graced  the  ceOy — 
Then  on  the  cross  her  hand  she  laid, 
*'  The  will  of  God  must  be  obeyed ! 
In  earliest  years  this  form  was  given, 
To  be  th'  affianced  bride  of  Heaveui — 
And  what  avails  it  now  to  say, 

That  had  I  drawn  the  vital  air 
\'ii'here  liberty  delights  to  stray, 

In  yonder  Isle,  so  swpet  and  fair, — 
Aye,  had  I  filled  her  regal  throne, 
Mpelf,  my  crown,  were  thine  alone : 
Or  happier  in  some  cottage  bower. 
To  share  with  thee  the  peaceful  boor, 
To  tend  our  white  flocks  on  the  plain, 
To  watch  the  autumn's  ripening  grain, 
Around  our  little  porch  to  twine 
The  roses  and  the  eglantine. 
To  bid  our  simple  garden  bloom. 

And  wander  in  the  solemn  shade. 
Where  through  the  oak  tree's  pleasing  gloom 

The  zephyr  with  the  moon-beam  played ; 
The  nightingale  with  vesper  song 

Had  closed  in  peaceful  rest  our  eyes, 
And  the  laik'k  mtitiik  dear  uid  fCraig^ 
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Pierced  the  thatched  roof,  ami  bade  ns  iln: 
Adown  life's  current,  side  by  side, 
Methinks  our  barks  would  smoothly  giide.''-^ 
— The  faultering  voice  her  heart  betrayad» 
She  grasped  the  cross,  and  firmer  said 
"  The  wUI  of  God  most  be  obeyed  !— 
And  when  'gainst  His  o'ermling  power 

Our  wayward  wills  would  seek  to  rise, 
That  is  the  best,  the  bolieat  boor 

For  most  accepted  sacrifice ; 
'Tis  then  we  emulate  the  San— 
—Oh  Father !  may  thy  will  be  dom ! 
Since  thou  hast  deemed  me  meet  to  sbafa 
The  vestal's  joys,  the  life  of  prayer, 
Shall  my  ungrateful  heart  rebel. 
Impatient  of  the  sheltering  cell  ? 
No— ever  at  thy  sacred  shrine 
O !  let  me  yield  my  will  to  thine !" 
Her  hands  are  clasped,  and  raised  her  eye. 
In  patient,  meek  humility,— 
But  the  faint  hectic  on  her  cheek* 
Her  pale  and  quivering  Up,  bespeak 
What  deep  and  strong  erootfens  preased 
For  empire  in  her  lab'ring  breaat. 
While  closer  still  her  fevered  grasp 
The  crucifix  essayed  to  clasps 
As  if  within  its  holy  power 
Dwelt  the  sole  balm  for  that  sad  bour. 

IIL 

Again  she  bends  her  pitying  glance 
On  him  who  lost  in  sullen  trance. 

Was  brooding  o'er  their  hopeless  fate ; 
One  hand  upon  his  brow  was  spread. 
As  if  to  calm  his  throbbing  head. 

The  other  grasped  the  fatal  grate. 
A  low  and  scarcely  uttered  groan 

Forced  passage  for  his  stifled  breath. 
Then  starting,  and  in  hollow  tone, 

"  Maria !  wilt  thou  work  my  death  ? 
Break  these  accursed  bands,  and  fly 
The  hated  den  of  bigotry ! 
Mistaken  maid !  would  rightaons  Heaven 
That  soul  of  sympathy  have  given 
To  moulder  in  a  living  tomb. 

Unblessed  by  one  congenial  heart. 
To  shut  thee  from  creation's  bloom  ? 

— 'Twas  superstition's  baneful  art ! — 
Bunt  the  dark  chain  and  fly  with  me 
To  pure  and  pious  liberty  ; 
And  every  joy  that  Isle  can  give 

Shall  smile  upon  thy  spotless  life. 
Too  blest  for  thee  alone  to  live. 

My  treasured  love,  my  cherished  wife  l" — 


nr. 

With  altered  look,  and  brow 
— "  Ronak},"  she  sakl,  <«  I 
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K<ir  in  8t  Claim'i  U&tmA  fane, 
Unit  thy  rash  lips  em^j  to  itafai 

TIm  yiitne  of  her  child. 
Tlie  awful  vow  ii  regiateied, 

In  the  bright  reooid  kept  on  high, 
And  my  ineulted  ear  haa  heard 

Tlie  profiered  boon  of  peijnry  !" 
Abaahed  before  her  eyea*  keen  raya, 
To  earth  waa  aonk  hia  ardent  gaze, 
Tlien  raiaed  to  heaven  m  frantic  rage, — 
**  My  death  ahall  aoon  thy  wrath  aaroage ! 
Yea,  one  more  onaet  with  the  foe 
That  Bought  thy  Country's  overthrow. 
And  this  detested  head  laid  low, 

8haU  find  a  bloody  grave, 
Aad  thou  may^st  one  khid  tear  beatow 

On  him  thou  wonld'st  not  aave !" 

V. 

— ^  I  would  not  save !  Oh  witness  Heaven, 
One  boon  to  my  entreaty  given 
Should  shield  thee  m  the  deadly  strife, 
Tliy  ransom,  poor  Maria's  life." — 
Hie  starting  tear,  the  bunting  sob, 
Bespoke  her  bosom's  anguished  throb. 
While  love,  despair,  and  virtuous  shame, 
In  following  tides  of  crimson  came 
O'er  hia  fluahed  brow  and  burning  frame. 
**  Forgive  the  harsh  unjust  reproof, — 
I  will  not  tear  thee  from  the  roof 
Tliy  pioua  zeal  has  sanctified. 
Nor  bid  thee  cast  the  veil  aside ; — 
On  thee  be  Heaven's  best  bleanngs  shown, 
llio  guilt,  the  punishment  my  own ! — 
Short  is  our  life's  uncertain  scene, 
Faas  the  few  yean  that  intervene. 
And  freed  at  length,  each  kindred  aoul 
fihaU  seek  the  same  celestial  goal" 

VI. 

— ^'  Now  blessed  be  the  Power  who  brought 
To  soothe  thy  mind,  that  holy  thought ! 
To  happier  scenes,  through  purer  skies, 
May  our  glad  souls  together  rise  !" — 
She  took  the  'kerchief  frxmi  her  head, 
**  Be  this  the  simple  pledge"  she  said, 

"  Of  friendship  calm  and  bright ; 
Bear  it  to  yonder  battle-plain. 
And  never  may  the  blood-drop  stain 

Its  now  untarnished  white !"— - 
She  gave  it  to  his  eager  grasp. 
She  met  his  hand's  impassioned  clasp, 

And  bowed  her  lovely  head  ; 
Hien  drawing  from  his  earnest  hold, 
Her  gentle  hands  once  more  to  fold 

Her  crucifix  she  spread. 
And  called  on  every  Saint  to  bless 

Her  friend  with  gkny  and  success. 
—  Oh !  free  from  aoixow,  pain,  and  care, 

Mny^  thoa  bahold  thj  Mtiv*  i'Mti ! 


To  Heaven  ahall  rise  that  daily  prayer — 
Farewell !— on  earth  we  meet  no  man  f* 

VIL 

— ^The  sun  is  in  the  western  sky. 

And  Love  his  frantic  slave  ^lath  led 
To  yonder  steep  so  wildly  hig^. 

Where  man  had  never  dared  to  tread. 
What  aeeks  he  there  7  it  is  the  hour. 
When  in  her  favorite  moas-clad  bower, 
Maria  never  fails  to  raise 
Her  hand  in  prayer,  her  voice  in  pralae : 

So  told  the  Friar and  Ronald  now. 

Goaded  by  love  had  reached  the  brow. 
Whose  height  a  barrier  safe  was  found. 
To  screen  the  garden's  ncurthem  bound. 
His  downward  gaze  at  length  he  bendsy 
And,  careless  of  his  life,  descends ; — 
He  cannot  stay  his  rapid  course, 
'Tis  like  the  mountain  cataract's  force,— 
Yet  firmly  still  he  trod,  and  now. 
His  hand  has  grasped  a  friendly  bongfa  ; 
There  rests  he  for  a  time  to  breathe, 
O'er  the  diminished  space  beneath. 
When  gliding  through  the  distant  trees, 
Maria's  graceful  form  he  aeea. 
And  now  a  daring  leap  has  thrown 
His  weight  on  a  projecting  stone ; 
Descending  now,  where  closer  grew 
The  cork  tree  and  the  spreading  yew, 

A  welcome  aid  they  lent. 
And  lightly,  as  from  spray  to  spray 
The  sportive  squirrel  speeds  lus  way. 

His  verdant  comae  he  bent 
And  now  his  eye  the  distance  traced. 

Then  glanced  with  piercing  aearch  around. 
One  moment  and  his  step  is  placed 

Within  the  garden's  hallowed  bound ! 

VIIL 

He  trembles, yes  the  heart  that  stood 

Unmoved  in  battle's  crimson  flood. 
Shrinks  from  the  daring  deed,  which  shame 
Tells  him  is  sacrilegious  blame. 
He  will  not  heed  the  warning  voice. 

He  plunges  in  the  myrtle  shade. 
To  lose  it  in  the  murmuring  noise 

That  issues  from  the  bright  cascade. 
A  thousand  roses  gay  entwine. 
Around  the  orange  and  the  vinow— 
The  heliotrope,  so  soft  and  fair. 
Sheds  its  sweet  perfume  on  the  air, 
And  all  around,  above,  below, 
A  fairy  vision  seems  to  glow ; 
He  heeds  it  not — his  steps  are  bent. 

To  the  rude  grotto's  cell, 
'Twas  to  that  spot  Maria  went, 

'  — Perchance  her  beads  to  tell — 
Perchance  to  think  on  one  too  near, 
Lmholy»  hoi  alas!  mora 
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IX. 

Soon  has  he  reached  the  modeet  bower, 
And  he  has  seen  that  drooping  flower, 
Purer  and  sweeter  than  the  rose 
That  all  around  its  fragrance  throws. 
Low  at  the  sacred  shrine  she  kneels, 
While  fast  the  trembling  tear-drop  steals; 
lier  bosom  heaves  in  agony, 
And  mingled  with  the  frequent  sigh, 
From  her  wan  lips  low  murmured  came 
A  blessing,  prayer,  and — Ronald*s  name. 
What  varying  thrills  of  pain  and  bliss 
Rent  his  wild-throbbing  heart  at  this  I 
Yet  holy  awe  withheld  his  hand, 

Half  reaching  to  the  gate. 
He  seems  upon  the  verge  to  stand 

Of  everlasting  fate : 
But  fast  those  living  crystals  roll 
0*er  her  pale  cheek,  and  melt  his  soul. 
While  treacherous  Love  impels  him  on. 
Till  every  calmer  thought  is  gone ; 
Unheard  is  Reason's  voice  divine. 
And  desperate  to  the  holy  shrine 

His  daring  steps  proceed, — 
What  power  that  frantic  purpose  quelled? 
Bernardo's  sacred  arm  withheld 

And  warned  him  £rom  the  deed. 


Astonishment,  confusion,  shame. 
In  one  overwhelming  current  came ; — 
The  Father  saw  the  moments  power. 
And  drew  him  to  the  olive  bower. 
And  on  his  trembling  lip  he  laid 

A  supplicating  hand ; 
While  R^onald't  awe-struck  mind  obeyed 

The  mild  and  soft  conunand, 
Maria  slowly  rose,  and  spread 
The  veil  around  her  drooping  head ; 
Her  arms  were  folded  on  her  breast. 
And  her  meek  bending  form  expressed 
Returning  calmness  in  a  mind 
Forlorn,  fomken,  but  resigned ; — 
And  Ronald  strove  not  to  unclasp 
Bernardo's  weak  but  earnest  grasp ; — 
Passive  he  stood,  while  glided  by 

The  sod  unconscious  fair. 
Then  on  the  Father  bent  his  eye. 

In  sullen,  calm  despair : 
"  I  know  my  crime,  I  know  its  doom, 
Tlirice  welcome  is  the  closing  tomb !" 
"  Yes,  even  the  closing  tomb,  my  son. 

Must  welcome  prove  to  thee. 
Favoured  by  Heaven,  thy  virtue  won 

A  glorious  victory  I" 
A  tear  from  his  mild  eye  that  stole. 
Spoke  soothing  peace  to  Ronald's  soul. 
"  Much  have  I  erred,*'  Bernardo  said. 
As  through  the  screening  orange  shade 

Sk>wly  they  bent  tlwir  wajr— 


I  "  For  I  exposed  two  gentle  hearts, 
Unthinkingly  to  sorrow's  darts, 

And  Satan's  deadly  sway : 
Much  have  I  erred — but  Heaven  forgave, 
And  sent  me  to  prevent  and  save. 

XI. 


"  But  say,  by  what  strange  chance  you  found 
An  inlet  to  this  guarded  ground  7" 
He  followed  Ronald's  glancing  eye. 
And  started,  as  the  mountain  high 

Met  his  astonished  sight ; 
"  The  Virgin  and  the  Saints  defend ! 
And  did  you  then,  my  son,  descend 

From  that  tremendous  height ! 
What  was  the  purposed  deed  ? — what  cause  f— 
He  waited  with  an  anxious  pause : 
"  I  came  for  one  last  parting  glance^^- 
I  saw  Maria's  step  advance 

To  yonder  grot ^by  passion  wild 

Each  sober  faculty  beguiled, 

I  followed — heard  the  prayer  addressed 

To  Heaven  for  me        you  know  ths  rest"— 

XIL 

His  wondering  eye  the  Father  raised. 
Then  silently  his  Maker  praised  ; 
And  stooped  him  to  the  ground,  where  lay 
A  rose  just  severed  from  the  spray ; 
**  My  son,  behold  this  lovely  flower. 
It  bloomed  in  a  secluded  bower ; 
Some  idle  hands  misjudging  tore 

The  floweret  from  its  stem. 
Its  beauteous  tints  revive  no  more. 

It  cannot  profit  them  ! 

XIIL 

"  Who  from  yon  peaceful  fane  would  tear 
One  maiden  bud  that  blossoms  there. 
Screened  from  the  tempest's  rudely  huried 
O'er  that  defenceless  waste— the  worid  7 
It  was  the  hand  of  Heaven  that  spread 
The  holy  shelter  o'er  their  head. 
And  saved  them  from  the  storms  of  life. 
The  clouds  of  woe,  the  waves  of  strife. 
The  thousand  agonies  that  press 
On  woman's  blighted  tenderness. 
When  by  that  poisoned  shaft  subdued. 

Their  sex  too  often  prove. 
The  arrow  of  ingratitude. 

Barbed  by  the  hand  of  love ! 
The  faithful  bosom  left  to  bear     . 
The  deep  sad  pressure  of  despair ; 
The  day  of  pain,  the  night  of  sorrow. 
The  joyless  dawning  of  the  morrow. 
The  sickening  eye,  that  cannot  trace 
One  comfort  in  creation's  space, 
Until  the  pitying  tomb  shall  close 
Oa  tb9  poor  ■waniei'o  ■leaft 
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Now  haste  thee  to  the  field  and  bear 
Even  to  thy  gnrt  this  blighted  flower^ 

The  tale  its  faded  leaves  declare, 
Shall  comfort  thy  departing  hour !" 


CANTO  VII. 
I. 

Alberchi  !  on  thy  winding  stream 
The  eye  of  mom  was  wont  to  beam, 
And  make  each  opening  flower  display 
Its  velvet  petals  in  the  ray, — 
To  drink  the  pearl  of  glistening  dew. 
And  wake  the  songster's  note  anew  ; 
Then  the  dark  prowlen  of  the  night 
Sped  from  the  searching  glance  of  light. 
Which  bade  Heaven's  feebler  lamps  retire 
Before  the  blaze  of  vital  fire, — 
While  cheerily  the  shepherd  trod, 
O'er  Talavera's  verdant  sod. 

IL 

But  faintly  pale  the  day-light  broke. 
Dim  struggling  through  the  earthly  smoke 
That  wrapped  those  altered  plains  in  shroud 
Denser  than  midnight's  murkiest  cloud, — 
Nor  morning's  beam  might  chose  away 
The  wolves  of  carnage  from  their  prey. 
There,  for  the  mild  star's  twinkling  rays, 
Still  flashed  the  death-devoting  blaze  ; 
There,  for  the  feathered  warbler's  note, 
The  trumpet  strained  its  brazen  throat ; 
Crushed  were  the  wild  flowers  of  the  plain 
Beneatli  the  wounded  and  the  slain, — 
The  dew  profusely  sprinkled  o'er, 
Was  of  those  warriors'  gushing  gore. 

IIL 

Sternly  the  British  phalanx  stood, 

And  deep  defiance  frowned, 
While  rolled  the  Gaul  his  hostile  flood 

In  ceaseless  tide  around. 
The  soothing  hour  of  rest  had  given 

No  respite  from  the  fight. 
The  death-fire's  colunm  rose  to  heaven. 

As  horrible  as  bright ! 
And  on,  by  that  red  blaze,  were  driven, 
The  hosts  whose  battle-peal  had  riven 

The  cnrtam  of  the  night 

IV. 

Forbear  my  feeble  muse !  nor  fling 
A  hand  unpractised  o'er  the  stfing 
That  edioed  to  tlw  tay* 


Where  rose  in  richest  minstrelsy, 
The  combat  fierce,  the  conquest  high. 

Of  Talavera's  day: 
:  O  quit  the  mighty  theme,  and  glance 
Where  yonder  slender  band  advance 

Impetuous  o'er  the  plain, 
And  press  upon  the  wily  foe 
Who  meditates  the  sure  o'erthrow 

Of  that  devoted  train. 
There,  in  the  jaws  of  death  and  flame, 
Fitz- Arthur  seeks  the  smile  of  Fame, 

And  cheers  each  eager  friend, 
While  from  the  central  battle's  roar, 
Through  clouds  of  smoke  and  seas  of  gore. 

Their  crimson  path  they  bend : 
Too  late  they  view  the  vengeful  foes. 
In  awful  force  surrounding  close ; 
Well  may  each  warrior  deem  he  stands 

On  his  allotted  grave, 
Though  with  redoubled  force  their  hands 

The  dinted  faulchions  wave. 
And  every  death-shot  parting  tnie, 
Straight  to  some  Gallic  bosom  flew. 
Still  rushing  with  o'erwhelming  might. 
The  raging  foemen  urge  the  fight ; 
Cleft  is  Fitz -Arthur's  waving  crest, 
The  blood  is  streaming  o'er  his  vest. 
But  like  the  mountain  pine,  his  form 
Rises  majestic  through  the  storm : 
Turn,  gallant  youth,  thy  feariess  eye. 
For  Ronald's  sword  is  flaming  nigh ; 
Through  their  firm  ranks  and  close  array 
With  onset  fierce  he  rends  his  way. 
Before  their  startled  view  appears 
The  glittering  blade,  the  range  of  spean. 
And  Ronald,  like  the  simoon's  l^eaUi, 
Resistless  pours  the  blast  of  death. 

V. 

Beneath  the  eveningr's  sober  ray, 

The  echoing  war-note  dies  away. 

The  skilful  Leech  has  gently  bound 

The  cincture  on  Fitz- Arthur's  wound. 

Who  scorns  his  wearied  eye  to  close. 

Beneath  the  wing  of  soft  repose. 

Till  Ronald  shall  have  pledged  the  draughty 

To  Britain  and  to  conquest  quaflfed. 

Amid  th'  exulting  victor  train 

He  seeks  him,  but  alas !  in  vain : — 

The  posted  guard  the  wounded  band, 

No  cheering  hope  can  yield. 
Too  well  they  fear  that  gallant  hand 

Is  cold  upon  the  field  ! 
And  now  his  earnest  accents  ask 
To  share  in  their  accustomed  task. 
Who  haste,  with  sad  and  silent  tread. 
To  part  the  dying  from  the  dead. 

VI. 
O  veil,  my  muse,  thy  weeping  eye  f 
Nor  paiiM  on  the  toai-«olEMdiig  plakit 
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Where  mnrderow  carnage  triumphs  high, 

0*er  the  red  piles  of  warriorB  alain : 
View  not  the  froxen  gaze  of  death, 

That  glares  as  in  unearthly  strife, 
Nor  mark  the  agonizing  breath 

That  struggles  still  for  life, — 
But,  while  the  drop  of  anguish  rolls. 

Beg  Heaven's  sweet  mercy  on  their  souls ! 

VII. 

As  Phoebus  o'er  the  western  hill 
Slowly  recedes,  and  lingers  still. 
So  Ronald's  spirit  paused,  as  yet 
His  sun  of  glory  was  not  set : — 
Drawn  from  the  dank,  corrupting  steam^ 
And  laved  with  the  refreshing  stream, 

Once  more  his  eyes  unclose ; 
Once  more  upon  his  altered  cheek, 
A  wandering  and  uncertain  streak 

Of  vital  colour  rose, — 
And  Hope's  unfaithful  meteor  broke 
On  glad  Fitz-Arthur  when  he  spoke. 
"  Or  foes  or  friends, — in  pity  say 
How  fares  the  fight  ? — how  goes  the  day  7" — 
— "  Yonder  across  Alberche's  stream, 

Slowly  retires  the  routed  Gaul ; 
The  watch-fires  ray  and  Cynthia's  beam 

On  Albion's  conquering  banner  fall !" 
— "  Fitz-Arthur  to  my  dying  ear 

How  sweetly  sounds  thy  cheering  voice  ! 
O  truest  friend  !  thou  sought'st  me  here. 

To  bid  my  parting  soul  rejoice  !" 

"  Talk  not  of  parting — many  a  sun " 

— "  It  may  not  be — my  sand  is  run : 

The  richest  boon  that  Heaven  could  yield, 

Is  death  on  this  vict(»ious  fievd  ! 

My  breath  is  short — my  wounded  breast — 

— Fitz-Arthur,  hear  my  last  request ! 

Whene'er  this  contest's  glorious  close 

Shall  proffer  thee  a  long  repose, 

Haste  to  the  glen," — liis  keen  eye  shone— 

"  Maria ! Say  her  soldier  fell, 

Where  many  a  fierce  invader's  groan 

Pealed  forth  her  murdered  father's  knelL 
Her  parting  boon  my  hand  shall  grasp. 
Till  death  have  loosed  its  lingering  clasp  : 
Then,  faithful  friend  !  thy  pious  care 
To  her  the  treasured  gift  will  bear." — 

VIII. 

A  pang  that  rent  his  mangled  breast 
His  faltering  voice  awhile  suppressed ; 
His  brow  was  damp  with  dews  of  death, 
And  shorter  came  the  panting  breath, — 
But  still  in  calm  serenity 
On  heaven  was  fixed  his  fading  eye. 
With  gentle  arm  Fitz-Arthur  raised 
His  drooping  head,  and  hopeless  gazed. 
Bending,  with  indrawn  breath,  to  seize 
The  mimniiriiig  aoe«iils  that  iMpin 


Famtly,  as  to  the  evening  breeze 

Responsive  sighs  th'  .£olian  lyre. 
Once  more  those  speaking  glances  roll. 

And  beat,  with  tranquil  beam  his  own. 
While  from  the  warrior's  rising  soul 

Breathes  the  proud  thought  in  lofUer  tone>— 
"  Dear  comrade  !  thou  wilt  see  me  laid 
Beneath  some  olive's  friendly  shade ; 
And  in  my  father's  ancient  hall 
Tell  thou  the  tidings  of  my  fall,— 
Tell  him  unstained  by  fear  or  shame. 
My  grave  is  on  the  field  of  Fame !" 

IX. 

Ere  sunk  the  moon,  the  turf  was  spread 
By  martial  hands  o'er  Ronald's  head. 
Where  on  the  slope  spontaneous  grew 
The  olive  and  sepulchral  yew  ; 
A  little  mountain  stream  supplied 
The  never-ceaamg  dirge  beside. 
And  lowly  flowerets  bloomed  aroondy 
To  deck  the  consecrated  ground 
Hallowed  by  friendship's  holy  tear. 
And  the  poor  soldier's  sigh  sincere. 
Fitz-Arthur  breathed,  with  benduig  head, 
A  solemn  prayer  above  the  dead  ! 
Then  with  the  dews  of  midnight  damp. 
Sadly  he  sought  the  conqueror's  camp. 

X. 

Proud  is  the  hour  when  heroes  meet 
Unscathed  from  battle's  fiery  heat. 
While  the  bright  blaze  of  victory  rests 
Resplendent  on  their  lofty  crests : 
Yet  must  the  warrior's  bosom  know. 
In  that  proud  hour  fuch  piercing  woe 
As  well  may  prompt  the  saddening  thougfal 
That  conquest's  wreath  is  dcariy  bought ; 
For,  borne  upon  the  breeze  of  death. 

Starting  he  bean  the  distant  groan. 
And  deems  some  dear-loved  comrade's  breath 

Has  parted  in  tliat  plaintive  tone. 
The  eye  that  like  the  momingr^g  ray 

Shone  cloudless  on  the  eariy  fight. 
Untimely  closed,  ere  fading  day. 

In  deep  and  everlasting  night : 
Ghastly  and  cold  the  blooming  face  V 

Where  beamed  the  heart's  untutored  smile,  • 
The  towering  form  of  manly  grace 

Crushed  in  the  undistinguished  pile  ; 
And  the  gay  voice,  whose  carol  rose 

Mid  yester-evc's  convivial  train, 
Greeting  the  march's  welcome  close. 

Shall  never  sound  again  ! 
Yes,  friendship's  tear,  compassion's  sigh. 
Will  cloud  the  brightest  \ictory, 
While  the  thinned  ranks  too  well  unfold 
How  many  a  gallant  heart  is  cold  ; 
How  many  a  soul  hath  paaaed  the  boandi 
That  darit  eternity  ■omiiiiids, 


858 


THE  CONVENT  BELL. 


And  mingled  with  her  awful  ilnmin, 
Like  frost-work  in  the  noontide 

XI. 

The  relics  of  the  hrave  remain 

To  moulder  in  the  soil  of  Spain ; 

The  mild  autumnal  breeze  had  spread 

With  her  pale  scattered  leaves  their  bed  ; 

Iberia's  short-lived  winter  threw 

The  transient  veil  of  spotless  hue ; 

And  Spring  had  bade  her  wild-flowen  wave 

Luxuriant  o*er  the  soldier's  grave, 

Ere  parting  from  the  warlike  train, 

Fits-Arthur  sought  St  Clara's  fane. 

XIL 

His  pensive  way  was  long  and  lone  ; — 

The  evening  fell  serenely  mild, 
And  Cynthia  from  her  azure  throne, 

August  in  tranquil  beauty  smiled ; 
But  sad  and  cheerless  fell  the  rays, 
Unwelcome  to  his  altered  gaze ; 
He  thought  of  where  thooe  moon-beams  strayed 

O'er  his  loved  Ronald's  lowly  bed  ; 
The  breeze  that  whispered  from  the  shade, 
The  rill  that  murmured  through  the  glade, 
All  spoke  of  the  lamented  dead. 

XIIL 

With  heavy  heart,  and  dewy  eye. 

Slowly  he  paced  the  well-known  dell. 
Till  sounding  from  the  turret  nigh. 

He  hears  once  more  the  hallowed  belt 
It  comes  not  with  that  cheerful  chime. 

That  rose  so  sweet  in  other  days, 
To  mark  the  lapsing  course  of  time, 

Or  call  the  Nuns  to  prayer  and  praise. 
Oh  no !  it  is  the  awful  toll 
That  tells  of  a  departed  soul ! 
With  quickened  step  he  seeks  the  gates 

That  ope  to  his  remembered  call, 
His  boding  heart  no  question  waits, — 

He  presses  to  the  Convent  halL 
Silent  and  dark  is  all  around, 
But  streams  of  radiance  paint  the  ground, 
Where  the  long  corridor  extends ; 
^And  there  his  stealing  step  he  bends. 

XIV. 

Sudden  a  pealing  note  arose, 
With  lofty  swell  and  solemn  close ; 


A  holy  anthem,  deep  and  clear, 
Now  strikes  on  his  attentive  ear ; — 
Behind  a  column's  friendly  height. 
He  screens  him  from  the  glare  of  light. 
And  views  with  sad  prophetic  eye. 
The  long  procession  wmding  nigh. 
Bernardo  leads  the  drooping  train 

With  faultering  step  and  motion  slow. 
His  hands  the  sacred  cross  sustain. 

His  placid  cheek  is  blanched  by  woe. 
Along  the  pillared  aisle  they  spread 
And  now  they  bend  their  measured  tread 
So  near  Fltz- Arthur's  shaded  stand, 
That  every  feature  of  the  band 

His  eye  might  trace  distinct  and  clear ; 
But  all  unmarked  they  came  and  went, 
His  keen  enquiring  gaze  was  bent 

On  nought  but  the  approaching  bier. 

XV. 

Bright  fell  the  taper's  funeral  ray. 
Where  robed  in  vestal  garb  she  lay  ! 
Through  the  light  texture  of  the  veil 
Shone  that  fair  face  so  sweetly  pale, — 
Save  the  darii  lash  and  graceful-  brow. 
No  shade  obscured  its  virgin  snow. 
She  looked  as  if  a  peaceful  rest 

Had  sealed  her  beaming  eyes  awhile. 
And  still  her  half-closed  lips  expressed 

Their  meek  and  melancholy  smile. 
Her  hands  were  joined,  as  if  in  prayer. 
And  their  transparent  hues  declare 
That  lingering  Death  with  long  delay 
Had  hovered  o'er  his  patient  prey. 
The  sisters'  pious  care  had  strewed 

The  fragrant  herb  and  blooming  flower. 
And  fancy  might  have  deemed  she  viewed 
A  lily  in  a  roseate  bower. 
Fltz-Arthur  gazed,  till  borne  along. 
The  bier  was  lost  amid  the  throng. 
And  the  full  tide  of  bunKing  grief 
Gave  his  o'erburthened  heart  relief. 
While  in  majestic  harmony 
Maria's  requiem  rose  on  high. 

Her's  was  that  deep  and  solemn  knell ! 
That  taper's  glimmering  radiance  fell 
Where  in  the  dark  and  silent  clay. 

She  rests  from  earthly  woes, — 
And  the  sad  strain  that  died  away, 

Was  for  her  soul's  repose. 
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PART  I. 


OF  EVIL  SPIRITS 


SECTION   I. 

THEIR   EXISTENCE  AND  CHARACTER. 

The  eternal  power  and  godhead  of  the 
Most  High,  are,  as  St  Paul  tells  us,  iu- 
visible  things,  yet  clearly  seen  and  to  be 
understood  even  of  the  heathen,  by  those 
things  which  he  hath  made.  Rom.  i.  20. 
The  order  and  harmony  of  creation,  the 
wonderful  manner  in  which  all  things  are 
upheld,  preserved,  perpetuated,  or  re-pro- 
duced, appeal  to  the  natural  reason  an4 
conscience  of  man,  bespeaking  some 
mighty,  creative,  overruling  hand,  di- 
rected by  a  wisdom  and  knowledge  to 
which  no  mortal  may  attain.  And  this 
recognition  is  all  but  universal  How- 
ever false,  however  distorted,  however  de- 
based by  the  most  wretched  folly,  super- 
stition and  crime,  we  find  the  principle  of 
Deism  in  some  form  established  through- 
out the  world. 

But  beyond  this,  man  cannot  go;  he 
sees  that  God  is  powerful,  and  if  the  des- 
perate wickedness  of  his  own  heart  did 
not  blind  it,  he  must  also  perceive  that 
God  is  good ;  giving  us  rain  and  fruitful 
seasons,  filling  our  hearts  with  food  and 
gladness,  clothing  the  earth  with  refresh- 
ing verdure ;  decking  it  with  rojrriads  of 
glowing  flowers ;  bestowing  on  the  birds 
tlieir  soft  and  graceful  plumage,  bright  in 
lovely  dyes,  and  teaching  them  to  breathe 
Vol.  il  46 


forth  music  from  their  cheerful  throati: 
causing  the  moon  to  walk  in  brightneaf| 
the  stars  to  spangle  heaven,  and  peopling 
even  the  little  brooks  that  run  among  the 
hills  with  unnumbered  forms  of  beauty 
that  sport  in  the  pure  element  So  far, 
man  may  recognise  God,  may  love,  fear, 
and  praise  him. 

But  beyond  this  we  have  no  means  of 
penetrating ;  our  bodily  organs  appear  to 
be  the  sole  medium  of  communication  with 
what  exists.  What  we  can  see,  hear, 
feel,  smell,  or  taste,  is  matter  of  obser- 
vance, afibrding  evidence  on  which  the 
mind  may  rely,  and  from  it  we  may  rea- 
son or  conjecture  to  any  extent,  but  can 
know  nothing  to  bring  us  acquainted  with 
what  lies  beyond  the  range  of  our  senses, 
we  need  a  special  revelation  from  Him 
who  governs  all,  and  this  revelation  we 
possess.  Between  the  two  covers  of  a 
book  that  a  child  may  grasp,  we  find  all 
that  is  needful  or  profitable  for  us  to  know 
of  the  nature,  attribute,  and  works  of  the 
Almighty,  of  his  power  in  creation,  hit 
love  in  redemption,  his  past  dealings  with 
the  world,  and  his  future  purposes  respect- 
ing it  By  the  comparatively  dim  twi- 
light of  his  works  we  may  feel  af\er,  and 
haply  find  him,  as  the  all-presiding  gover- 
nor of  the  world  which  he  has  made :  io 
the  bright  blaze  of  his  word  we  behold 
him  distinctly;  and  not  only  Him,  but  a 
race  of  intermediate  beings,  different  from 
ourselves  in  that  they  are  not  burdened 
with  flesh,  possessed  of  faculties  and  pow- 
ers that  give  them  a  vast  advantage  over 
us,  and  deeply  interested,  busily  employed 
about  us,  who  are  naturally  wholly  re- 
gardless, even  when  not  wholly  ignoranl 
concerning  them. 
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Of  these  mysterioua  beings  we  know 
the  number  is  immensely  great ;  and  that 
they  are  divided  into  two  classes:  the 
"elect  angeis,*'  "holy  angels,"  who  are 
God's  obedient  ministers  and  do  his  plea- 
sure; and  "the  angels  which  kept  not 
their  first  estate,  but  left  their  own  habita- 
tion," (Jude  6.)  who  are  rebels  against 
God,  and  implacable  enemies  to  man. 
These  last  arc  marshalled  under  one  su- 
perior chief,  who  directs  their  operations, 
and  maintains,  with  their  assistance,  a 
kingdom  upon  earth,  directly  opposed  to 
the  government  of  Christ  the  rightful 
King.  To  support  by  every  possible 
means,  to  extend  and  to  strengthen  this 
usurped  dominion,  to  seduce  all  whom  he 
can,  to  terrify  others,  and  to  thwart,  ha- 
rass, and  distress  every  child  of  God  while 
■ojourning  here,  is  tlie  object  of  the  adver- 
sary. His  very  name,  Satan,  expresses 
it;  and  the  superior  power  which  as  a 
spirit  he  possesses,  becomes  effectual  in 
carrying  out  his  most  malevolent  designs, 
whenever  the  omnipotence  of  God  does 
not  interpose  to  restrain  it 

But  assertion,  on  a  subject  of  such  tre- 
mendous moment  to  every  individual  of 
the  human  race,  will  not  suffice :  we  must 
have  proof— such  proof  as  God  alone  can 
afford  us  means  of  obtaining :  and  which 
where  it  exists  he  must  also  enable  us  to 
.perceive,  for  tlie  policy  of  Satan  is  wholly 
opposed  to  the  inquiry.  There  is  nothing 
he  dreads  so  much  as  our  being  "not  igno- 
rant of  his  devices,"  because  he  knows 
that  where  it  is  revealed  to  us,  "We 
wrestle  not  against  flesh  and  blood,  but 
against  principalities,  against  powers, 
against  the  rulers  of  the  darkness  of  this 
world,  against  wicked  spirits  in  high  pla- 
ces." Eph.  vi.  12.  In  the  preceding  verse 
we  are  told  of  a  sure  defence,  and  ex- 
horted "  Put  on  tlie  whole  armour  of  God, 
that  ye  may  be  able  to  stand  against  the 
wiles  of  the  Devil."  And  despite  the  ex- 
press declarations  of  God's  word,  despite 
its  reiterated  warnings,  despite  even  our 
own  sore  personal  experience  of  his  crafl 
and  subtlety,  we  are  prone  to  overlook  not 
only  such  testimony  to  his  continual  ac- 
tivity and  abundant  means  of  warning 
against  us,  but  the  very  fact  of  his  exist- 
ence, so  far  as  it  concerns  the  daily  expe- 
rience, collectively  and  individually,  of  the 
Church  of  ChrLiL 


Strange  as  this  may  sound,  it  is  undeni- 
able ;  we  cannot  marvel  that  where  Satan, 
"  the  god  of  this  world,  hath  blinded  the 
minds  of  them  which  believe  not,  lest  the 
light  of  the  glorious  gospel  of  Christ,  who 
is  the  image  of  Grod,  should  shine  unto 
them,"  (2  Cor.  iv.  4,)  he  should  have 
taken  care  also  to  blind  them  to  his  own 
devices;  that  he  should  have  stealthily 
thrown  tlie  bandage  across  their  eyes 
from  behind,  so  that  they  know  not  the 
hand  which  performed  the  operation,  not 
even  that  such  operation  is  performed ; 
but  it  i>  wonderful  that  he  can  prevail  upon 
Christian  people  to  banish  his  name,  as 
they  generally  do,  from  their  daily  con- 
verse, and  Christian  pastors  to  make  only, 
now  and  then,  a  slight  incidental  reference 
to  it  in  the  pulpit ;  and  in  these  days,  too, 
while  in  every  department  of  our  house- 
holds, in  every  street  of  our  cities,  in 
Church  and  State,  in  cottage  and  palace, 
at  home  and  abroad,  he  is  incessantly 
manifesting  his  hateful  presence,  perplex- 
ing, seducing,  embroiling,  dismaying,  up- 
rooting, and  disorganizing,  till  the  whole 
framework  of  society  is  loosened,  and 
ready  upon  the  first  shock  to  crumble 
about  us. 

It  cannot  be  unseasonable,  at  any  pe- 
riod, far  less  at  this  juncture,  to  draw  the 
attention  of  Christians  to  a  point  which 
Grod  has  seen  fit  to  represent  as  of  the 
most  stirring,  vital  importance  to  them. 
The  warning  needs  to  be  oflen  sounded, 
"  Be  sober,  be  vigilant,  because  your  ad- 
versary, the  devil,  as  a  roaring  lion,  walk- 
eth  about  seeking  whom  he  may  devour.^ 
1  Peter  v.  8.  But  in  treating  of  a  matter 
so  exceedingly  solemn  and  awful,  care 
must  be  taken  not  to  run  into  the  opposite 
danger  of  saying  too  much.  We  must 
"  not  go  beyond  the  word  of  the  Lord  to 
speak  more  nor  less."  Great  mischief  has 
been  done,  and  by  great  men  too,  by  in- 
dulging imagination  and  building  unreal 
fabrics  on  the  solid  foundation  of  the  re- 
vealed fact  Scripture  alone  must  speak, 
in  declaring  the  existence,  personality, 
characters,  offices,  and  positive  actings  of 
those  spiritual  creatures,  which  constantly 
surround  us,  beginning  with  Satan  and 
his  angels.  May  He,  who  by  death  de- 
stroyed him  that  had  the  power  of  death ; 
He,  the  seed  of  the  woman,  who  came  to 
bruise  the  serpent's  head;  Hej  who  led 
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captivity  captive,  and  who  will  bruise  Sa- 
tan under  our  feet  shortly :  may  He,  even 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  bless  this  humble 
attempt,  preserving  both  the  writer  and 
the  reader  from  all  presumptuous  sin ! 

Before  proceeding  to  examine  the  truth 
concerning  Satan,  we  must  notice  the  false 
impressions  current  both  as  to  his  person 
and  employment  We  are  taught  from 
the  nursery  to  regard  him  as  a  hideous, 
disgusting,  and  almost  ludicrously  con- 
temptible object  A  black,  mis-shapen, 
half-human  body,  with  limbs  and  other 
appendages  belonging  to  various  classes 
of  animals,  an  excessively  Oightful,  grin- 
ning face;  and,  in  short,  a  preposterous 
compound  of  all  that  is  ugly  and  incongru- 
ous, supply  the  general  idea  of  the  "Prince 
of  tliis  world."  This  fabulous  image 
bears  the  marks  of  his  own  creation,  for  it 
is  calculated  to  throw  us  off  our  guard  by 
masking  his  real  importance,  so  that  we 
grow  up  ashamed  of  having  once  been 
frightened  by  these  pictures  of  the  devil, 
and  count  it  a  mark  of  matured  reason  to 
laugh  at  the  hobgoblin  of  our  childhood. 
His  name,  too,  is  linked  with  mean  and 
ridiculous  associations ;  it  is  denounced  as 
a  vulgarism,  and  when  plainly  uttered  in 
conversation  witli  reference  to  his  works,  a 
smile  of  levity,  if  not  a  grave  reproof, 
usually  awaits  the  offender.  A  variety  ot 
nicknames  have  been  applied  to  him,  the 
substitution  of  which,  for  his  scriptural 
title,  is  considered  as  showing  greater  re- 
spect for  tlie  auditors,  and  greater  refine- 
ment in  the  speaker ;  and  he  has  been  so 
identified  with  the  most  flippant^  most 
trifling  or  profane  forms  of  speech,  even 
among  polished  gentlemen,  that  one  of  the 
hardest  tasks  the  awakened  Christian  has 
to  encounter  is,  to  disconnect  the  name  of 
the  devil  from  such  associations,  and  to 
dissuade  others  so  offending. 

As  regards  his  works,  a  still  more  dan- 
gerous mistake  seems  to  prevail:  he  is 
looked  on  by  the  professing  world  in  gen- 
eral as  little  more  than  a  chimerical  per- 
sonage ;  one  who,  when  our  Lord  was  on 
earthf  proved  busy,  and  troublesome  to 
him,  but  who  is  mostly  in  hell,  tormenting 
such  as  he  has  got  into  his  power,  and 
rarely,  if  ever,  interfering  with  the  course 
of  this  world.  Sometimes  tlie  most  petty 
annoyances  and  vexatious  little  mi«bd(e8 


are  referred  to  his  mischievous  arrange- 
ments, but  more  through  momentary  petii- 
lence  than  any  sober  convictioft ;  at  other 
times  he  is  represented  as  presiding  where 
very  extensive  injury  is  done,  perhaps 
directing  the  campaigns  of  a  Napoleon,  or 
baffling  some  scheme  of  universal  philan- 
thropy. But  to  regard  him  as  systemati- 
cally busying  himself  in  the  concerns  of 
individuals,  more  particularly  as  influen- 
cing, by  his  artful  suggestion,  their  words 
and  deeds,  is  looked  on  as  most  childishly 
superstitious.  Nay,  even  among  spiritucd 
persons  there  is  a  lurking  unbelief  on  this 
subject,  which  gives  the  enemy  many  an 
advantage  over  them.  They  are  loth  to 
believe  that  when  engaged  in  promoting 
a  good  work,  Satan  is  at  their  right  hand 
resisting  them:  that,  by  his  whispered 
suggestions,  their  humility  is  of\en  de- 
pressed into  cowardice,  their  zeal  quick- 
ened to  rashness,  their  confidence  urged 
on  to  presumption,  and  their  prudence 
chilled  with  unbelief.  In  whatsoever 
quality  the  Lord  has  enabled  them  to  ex- 
cel, tliat  very  excellence  Satsui  will  weave 
a  snare  for  their  feet ;  and  the  snare  once 
laid,  he  has  abundant  agencies  at  work  to 
draw,  or  drive  them  into  it  Theoretically, 
perhaps,  this  is  not  denied,  but  point  out  a 
living  instance  of  such  delusion,  and  you 
are  presently  reproved  or  frowned  into 
silence. 

The  following  direct  testimonies  from 
the  scriptures  to  the  existence  and  char- 
acter of  evil  spirits,  of  whom  one  distinct 
chief  or  leader  controls  a  number  of  sub- 
ordinate devils,  will  establish  our  first 
point : — 

"And  the  great  dragon  was  cast  out, 
that  old  serpent,  called  the  Devil,  and  Sa- 
tan, which  deceive th  the  whole  world :  he 
was  cast  out  into  the  earth,  and  his  angels 
were  cast  out  with  him."  Rev.  xii.  9. 

"  Ye  are  of  your  father  the  devil,  apd 
the  lusts  of  your  father  ye  will  do.  He 
was  a  murderer  from  the  beginning,  and 
abode  not  in  the  truth,  because  there  is  no 
tnith  in  him.  When  he  speaketh  a  lie,  he 
speaketh  of  his  own :  for  he  is  a  liar,  and 
the  father  of  it"  John  viii.  44. 

"  But  some  of  them  said,  He  casteth  out 
devils  through  Beelzebub  the  chief  of  the 
devils."  Luke  xl  15. 

<<If  Satan  be  divided  against  himself 
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how  Bhall  his  kingdom  stand  ?  because  ye 
•ay  that  I  cast  out  devils  through  Beelze- 
bub." V.  JLg. 

"  Thou  belie  vest  that  there  is  one  God ; 
thou  doest  well ;  the  devils  also  believe 
and  tremble."  James  ii.  19. 

"He  said  unto  him,  come  out  of  the 
man,  thou  unclean  spirit ;  and  he  asked 
him,  what  is  thy  name ;  and  he  answered, 
saying,  my  name  is  Legion ;  for  we  are 
many."  Mark  v.  8, 9. 

"  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed,  into  ever- 
lasting fire,  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his 
angels."  Matt  xxv.  41. 

"  God  spared  not  the  angels  that  sinned, 
but  cast  them  down  to  hell."  2  Peter  ii.  4. 

These  form  but  a  small  portion  of  the 
inspired  declarations  which  might  be  ad- 
duced under  this  head,  yet  they  suffice  to 
place  the  fact  beyond  a  cavil,  and  our 
next  step  is  to  ascertain  tiie  extent  of 
power  possessed  by  Satan ;  and  the  ha- 
bitual employment  of  the  infernal  hosts. 


SECTION  II. 

THE  POWER   AND   EMPLOYMENT   OF   EVIL 

SPIRITS. 

Always  bearing  in  mind  that  our  dis- 
coveries of  tilings  unseen  must  be  limited 
by  the  plain  declarations  of  Grod's  word, 
we  shall  find  it  very  difficult  to  fix  the  pre- 
cise bounds  of  Satan's  power  and  au- 
thority. That  he  possesses  vast  influence 
over  man  in  his  fallen  state  is  very  plain. 
Our  Lord  repeatedly  calls  him  "  the  prince 
of  this  world."  *'Now  shall  the  prince  of 
this  world  be  cast  out."  John  xii.  31.  "  The 
prince  of  this  world  coineth,  and  hath  no- 
thing in  me."  xiv.  30.  "  The  prince  of  this 
world  is  judged."  xiv.  11.  St  Paul  speaks 
of  him  as  •'  the  god  of  this  world."  2  Cor. 
iv.  4 ;  and  as  '*  the  prince  of  the  power  of 
the  air,  the  spirit  that  now  worketh  in  the 
children  of  disobedience."  Eph.  ii.  2.  Con- 
sidering how  deliberately  our  first  parents 
cast  oflf  tlieir  allegiance  to  God  at  ^e  bid- 
ding of  Satan,  and  by  so  doing,  virtually 
transferred  it  to  him,  we  may  suppose  his 
acquired  dominion  to  be  exceedingly  great : 
insomuch  that  when  earth's  rightful  Lord 
first  came,  in  great  humility,  to  make  re- 


conciliation for  that  iniquity  of  hia  crea- 
ture, man,  Satan,  exhibiting  all  the  king- 
doms of  the  world,  could  utter  that  fearful 
boast,  ^^  All  this  power  will  I  give  thee, 
and  the  glory  of  them :  for  that  is  deliv- 
ered unto  me ;  and  to  whomsoever  I  will, 
I  give  it"  Luke  iv.  6.  His  triumphant 
vaunt  indeed  was  of  short  duration ;  for 
He,  whom  he  dared  to  tempt,  speedily 
cast  him  out  of  his  earthly  possessions,  and 
stripped  him  too,  of  a  more  terrible  pre- 
rogative :  for  the  Son  of  Grod  became  par- 
taker of  flesh  and  blood,  "  that  through 
death  he  might  destroy  him  that  had  the 
power  of  death,  tliat  is  the  devil,  and  de- 
liver them  who  through  fear  of  death  were 
all  their  lifetime  subject  to  bondage." 
Heb.  ii.  14,  15. 

But  beyond  this,  there  is  something 
that  we  cannot  fathom:  Satan  is  repre- 
sented to  us  occasionally  in  situations  far 
higher  than  a  mere  ruler  of  all  the  king- 
doms of  our  earth  could  aspire  to.  Glimpses 
of  a  mysterious  freedom  of  access  to  heav- 
enly places  are  now  and  then  aflbrded  us; 
and  though  men  have  undertaken  to  ex- 
plain away  by  a  system  of  types  and  figures 
what  our  enfeebled  intellect  cannot  grasp, 
still  we  have  tlie  plain  declarations  of  God's 
work,  which  it  would  be  our  higher  wisdom 
to  receive  in  its  obvious  meaning;  and 
where  we  cannot  comprehend,  to  lay  our 
mouths  in  the  dust,  and  silently  adore. 

The  first  of  tliese  instances  occurs  in 
the  history  of  Job;  where  it  is  said,  "Now 
there  was  a  day  when  the  sons  of  God 
came  to  present  themselves  before  the 
Lord,  and  Sat£in  came  also  among  them. 
And  the  Lord  said  unto  Satan,  whence 
comest  thou  ?  Then  Satan  answered  the 
Lord,  and  said,  ^  From  going  to  and  fro 
in  the  earth,  and  from  walking  up  and 
down  in  it' "  Job  i.  G,  7,  and  ii.  1,  2.  This 
occurs  twice.  Again.  Zechariah  says, 
"And  he  showed  me,  Joshua,  the  high 
priest,  standing  before  the  angel  of  the 
Lord,  and  Satan  standing  at  his  right 
hand  to  resist  him.  And  tlie  Lord  said 
unto  Satan,  The  Lord  rebuke  thee,  O  Sa- 
tan ;  even  the  Lord  that  hath  chosen  Jeru- 
salem rebuke  thee:  is  not  this  a  brand 
plucked  out  of  the  fire  !"  Zech.  iii.  1,  2. 
Perfectly  consistent  with  these  views  is 
the  language  of  the  Apocal3rpse ;  in  a  pas- 
sage bearing  so  emphatically  on  our  sub- 
ject, that  it  must  be  given  entire.    <^  And 
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there  was  war  in  heaven:  Michael  and 
his  angels  fought  against  the  dragon  ;  and 
the  dragon  fought,  and  his  angels;  and 
prevailed  not:  neither  was  their  place 
found  any  more  in  heaven.  And  the  great 
dragon  was  cast  out,  that  old  serpent, 
called  the  Devil,  and  Satan,  which  deceiv- 
eth  the  whole  world :  he  was  cast  out  into 
the  eartli,  and  his  angels  were  cast  out 
with  him.  And  I  heard  a  loud  voice  say- 
ing in  heaven,  Now  is  come  salvation  and 
strength,  and  the  kingdom  of  our  God, 
and  the  power  of  his  Christ :  far  the  ac- 
cuser of  our  brethren  is  cast  dovm,  which 
acaised  them  before  God,  day  and  night. 
And  they  overcame  him  by  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb,  and  by  the  word  of  their  testi- 
mony ;  and  they  loved  not  their  lives  unto 
the  deatli.  Therefore  rejoice,  ye  heavens, 
and  ye  that  dwell  in  ihem.  Wo  to  the  in- 
habitants of  the  earth,  and  of  the  sea ;  fbr 
the  Devil  is  come  down  unto  you,  having 
great  wrath,  because  he  knoweth  that  he 
hath  but  a  short  time."  Rev.  xii.  7 — 12. 
Whatever,  and  whenever  this  casting  out 
may  be,  it  docs  not  appear  to  have  taken 
place  in  Paul's  time  ;  for  in  writing  to  the 
Ephesians,  he  says,  "We  wrestle  not 
against  flesh  and  blood,  but  against  prin- 
cipalities, against  powers,  against  the  ru- 
lers of  the  darkness  of  this  world,  against 
wicked  spirits  in  heavenly  places."  Eph. 
vi.  12.  So  reads  the  margin  of  our  au- 
thorized version;  and  Wiclif,  in  1380, 
translates  it,  "  Agens  spiritual  thingis  of 
wickednesse  in  hewinli,  thingis."  The 
Geneva  version,  1557,  has  it,  "Against 
spiritual  wickednesses  which  are  above ;" 
and  the  Rhenish,  1582,  "  Against  the  spir- 
ituals of  wickedness  in  tlie  celestials."  In 
this,  as  in  other  instances,  a  growing  dim- 
ness of  vision  on  our  mysterious  and  awful 
subject,  has  perhaps  biased  both  transla- 
tors, to  put  a  gloss  on  what  they  cannot 
easily  reconcile  with  their  established  sys- 
tems. There  is  yet  another  very  remcu'k- 
able  passage  belonging  to  this  head.  In 
the  book  of  Daniel,  we  find  a  heavenly  in- 
Blructer  coming  to  show  the  prophet  what 
shall  befall  his  people,  the  Jews,  in  the 
latter  days,  who  thus  expresses  himself: 
"  The  prince  of  the  kingdom  of  Persia 
withstood  me  one  and  twenty  days ;  but 
lo,  Michael,  one  of  the  chief  princes,  came 
to  help  me'."  Dan.  x.  13.  And  again  he 
says,  "  Now  will  f  return  to  fight  with  the 


prince  of  Persia ;  and  when  I  am  gone 
forth,  the  prince  of  Grecia  shall  come. . . . 
and  there  is  none  that  holdeth  with  me  in 
these  things,  but  Michael  your  prince." 
Dan.  X.  20,  21.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed 
ihat  mere  mortal  kings  were  thus  enabled 
to  resist  angels :  we  can  but  understand  it 
of  a  certain  authority  exercised  by  these 
wicked  spirits,  tliese  principalities,  and 
powers,  and  rulers  of  the  darkness  of  this 
world,  over  nations  that,  in  the  practice  of 
idolatrous  abominations  sacrificed  unto 
devils,  as  the  Apostle  declares.  We  build 
no  theory  on  these  extraordinary  declara- 
tions of  the  Most  High  :  we  merely  point 
them  out,  and  endeavour  to  show  how 
they  harmonize  with  other  parts  of  the 
same  immutable  word. 

Micaiah's  vision  is  also  observable. 
When  adjured  by  the  king  to  declare  the 
truth  of  what  the  Lord  had  revealed  con- 
cerning his  projected  enterprize,  he  thus 
disclosed  it : — "  I  saw  the  Lord  sitting  on 
his  throne,  and  all  the  host  of  heaven 
standing  by  him,  on  his  right  hand  and 
on  his  left  And  the  Lord  said.  Who 
shall  persuade  Ahab,  that  he  may  go  up 
and  fall  at  Ramoth  Gilead?  And  one 
said  on  this  manner,  and  another  said  on 
that  manner.  And  there  came  forth  a 
spirit,  and  stood  before  the  Lord,  and  said, 
I  will  persuade  him.  And  the  Lord  said 
unto  him,  wherewith  ?  And  he  said,  I  will 
go  forth,  and  I  will  be  a  lying  spirit  in  the 
mouth  of  all  his  prophets.  And  he  said. 
Thou  shalt  persuade  him,  and  prevail 
also :  go  forth  and  do  so."  1  Kings  xxii. 
19 — 22.  This  is  repeated  with  scarcely 
any  verbal  variation  in  2  Chron.  xviii. 
18—21.  We  cannot  suppose  the  prophet 
of  the  Lord  was  at  liberty  to  invent  a  fic- 
tion concerning  the  inhabitants  of  heaven ; 
more  especially  as  his  warning  was  ex- 
actly fulfilled :  neither  can  we  reasonably 
suppose  that  a  holy  angel  would  volunteer 
to  become  a  lying  spirit,  to  mislead  a  sin- 
ner to  his  final  ruin.  The  doom  of  Ahab 
had  long  been  fixed:  dogs  were  to  lick 
his  blood  in  the  place  where  the  innocent 
blood  of  the  murdered  Naboth  had  flowed ; 
and  his  obstinate  determination  of  going 
up  to  battle  to  Ramoth  Gilead  was  the 
means  of  its  fulfilment  Still  he  was 
warned:  the  conscientious  Jehosophat 
would  not  be  satisfied  unless  a  true  pro- 
phet of  the  Lord  was  inquired  of,  oiler  the 


866 


FRINGIPALITIES  AND  FOWEBS 


encouragement  given  by  Ahab's  lying 
flatteries :  and  the  whole  device  was  then 
laid  bare,  though  the  wicked  king  rejected 
the  merciful  intimation,  and  committing 
the  faithful  messenger  to  prison,  rushed 
open-eyed  upon  his  own  destruction. 

One  more  instance  of  Satanic  interfe- 
rence in  matters  far  above  our  level,  may 
be  adduced.  The  Apostle  Jude,  when 
denouncing  those  who  "  speak  evil  of  dig- 
nities,'^ adds.  "  Yet  Michael  the  archangel, 
when  contending  with  the  devil,  he  dis- 
puted about  the  body  of  Moses,  but  durst 
not  bring  against  him  a  railing  accusation, 
but  said,  The  Lord  rebuke  thee."  Jude  9. 
Some  indeed,  identify  this  passage  with 
that  already  cited  from  Zechariah,  ex- 
plaining it  of  the  Jewish  polity,  or  Mosaic 
law;  and  would  therefore  object  against 
our  advancing  it  as  an  additional  testi- 
mony ;  but  for  such  identification  we  can 
see  no  warrant  It  would  rather  seem  to 
refer  to  the  fact  that  the  Lord  so  hid  the 
actual  human  body  of  Moses,  that  "  No 
man  knoweth  of  his  sepulchre  unto  this 
day."  Deut.  xxxiv.  6. 

These  occasional  glimpses  of  the  invisi- 
ble world  are  exceedingly  awful:  instead 
of  regarding  the  adversary  as  a  contempt- 
ible being,  we  can  scarcely  overrate  his 
importance.  Possessed  of  a  power  that 
we  cannot  rightly  estimate,  and  filled  with 
a  malignity  the  most  direful  and  implaca- 
ble, he  is  not  a  solitary  individual  waging 
alone  the  war  of  rebellion  and  ruin;  he 
has  hosts  unnumbered  at  command,  as  we 
have  already  shown;  and  doubtless  he 
knows  too  well  the  value  of  order  and  sub- 
ordination not  to  avail  himself,  as  a  skilful 
general,  of  his  whole  disposable  force. 
What,  then,  is  his  employment,  and  to 
what  object  does  he  bend  these  superhu- 
man energies  and  mighty  means  ?  The 
answer  may  be  found  in  any  part  of  the 
Bible — we  trace  him  by  his  operations, 
where  he  is  not  actually  named ;  and  we 
know  that  so  far  as  it  concerns  us,  all  may 
be  summed  up  in  three  words.  Hostility  to 
man.  He  sought  to  deface  the  work  of 
creation,  in  its  bright  morning  prime ;  and 
to  a  sad  extedt  he  succeeded :  the  work 
of  redemption  was  undertaken,  through 
the  tender  mercies  of  God,  to  repair  that 
deadly  breach ;  and  to  resist  it  is  the  per- 
petual aim  of  Satan  and  his  angels.  Alike 
lo  him  is  the  task  to  impede  a  great  na- 


tional movement  towards  Christ,  and  to 
lure  a  little  child  from  the  way  of  righte- 
ousness. In  either  case  he  puts  forth  his 
subtle  power,  and  never  loses  sight  of  the 
object  Foreknowledge  he  does  not  pos- 
sess: that  is  the  prerogative  of  Deity 
alone ;  but  his  calculations  must  be  won- 
derfully accurate,  considering  that  to  the 
high  angelic  faculties  of  his  nature,  he 
adds  the  experience  of  some  six  thousand 
years  of  intimate  concern  in  the  affairs  of 
men :  and  a  perfect  acquaintance  with  all 
knowledge  and  all  mysteries,  attainable 
by  created  intelligence.  Before  him  are 
spread  out  all  the  phenomena  of  nature : 
the  stars  in  their  course,  the  ocean  in  its 
depths,  the  earth  in  all  her  hidden  re- 
cesses, and  all  the  complicated  operations 
of  her  vast  elemental  laboratory,  are  visi- 
ble to  him.  Long  ere  the  shadow  of  a 
cloud  encroaches  on  the  unruffled  sky 
bounded  by  our  horizon,  he  perceives  the 
coming  storm,  and  prepares  to  seize  such 
victims  as  he  hopes  may  be  delivered  to 
him  during  the  terrible  convulsions. 
While  all  above  is  peace  and  serenity,  he 
watches  the  internal  combustion,  emd 
gloats  over  the  slumbering  city  about  to 
be  inundated  with  a  flood  of  burning  lava, 
or  swallowed  in  the  yawning  chasms  of 
this  quaking  earth.  He  looks  into  man's 
wonderful  frame,  and  with  a  practised 
skill  that  no  refinement  of  mortal  art  can 
attain  to,  marks  the  seeds  of  incipient  dis- 
ease, as  they  take  root,  and  tend,  perhaps 
unsuspected  by  the  heedless  individual,  to 
the  harvest  of  death — too  often,  alas  I  a 
harvest  of  wrath  and  ruin.  Omnipresence 
is  not  his;  but  motion  quicker  than  our 
thoughts  he  can  no  doubt  command ;  and 
with  an  army  of  zealous  followers,  so  well 
trained  to  execute  his  behests,  he  may 
leave  it  in  their  hands  to  work  out  some 
deep  laid  schemes  of  his  devising  in  one 
quarter,  while  he  speeds  to  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth  to  pursue  the  same  em- 
ployment perhaps  in  a  distinct  form ;  per- 
haps so  as  lo  harmonize  with,  and  to  help 
forward  the  preceding  mischief. 

In  order  rightly  to  estimate  the  peril 
that  we  are  in  from  this  tremendous  ene- 
my, we  must  consider  first,  that  all  are  sin- 
ners, condemned  by  the  law  of  God ;  ^^that 
without  shedding  of  blood  there  is  no  re- 
mission," and  that,  therefore,  each  indi- 
vidual believer  may  and  must  say  of 
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ChriBt,  He  loved  me,  and  gave  himself  for 
me,  Christ  will  never  overlook,  or  he  in- 
differept  to  any  soul  for  which  he  shed 
his  precious  hlood :  in  their  final  salvation 
he  sees  tlie  travail  of  his  own  soul,  and  is 
satisfied :  and  we  have  no  lack  of  evidence 
that  to  wrest  a  single  human  heing  from 
the  hand  of  the  Saviour  is  an  enterprise, 
however  hopeless,  in  which  Satan  is  con- 
tent to  emhsu'k  all  his  energies;  and  to 
put  into  motion  all  the  vast  machinery 
placed  at  his  disposal.  He  desires  to 
have  them  that  he  may  sid  them  as  wheat ; 
yet  to  judge  by  the  language  of  many  ex- 
cellent people,  it  would  seem  as  though 
they  considered  their  own  corrupt  nature 
and  evil  tendencies  as  the  only  hindrance 
in  the  heavenly  race.  This  is  a  danger- 
ous mistake :  the  Bible  shows  us  in  a  most 
impressive  manner  how  our  adversary 
works  upon  that  nature  which  he  first  pre- 
vailed to  corrupt  David,  full  of  ease  and 
abundance,  meditates  on  the  extent  and 
stability  of  his  wide  kingdom,  and  Satan 
takes  advantage  of  it  to  suggest  an  act 
that  he  knew  would  be  highly  displeasing 
to  the  Lord,  and  probably  bring  a  judg- 
ment on  the  nation.  "Satan  stood  up 
against  Israel,  and  provoked  David  to 
number  Israel."  1  Chron.  xxi.  1.  Even 
Joab,  the  most  godless,  unscrupulous  man, 
and  at  the  same  time  the  most  devoted 
subject  and  zealous  patriot,  saw  the  dan- 
ger of  this  foolish  act,  and  remonstrated 
against  it  But  the  Devil  had  possessed 
the  king's  mind  with  a  fancy  in  which  he 
would  not  submit  to  be  crossed,  and  the 
consequence  was  a  destroying  visitation 
on  the  land.  Job  was  pious  and  prosper- 
ous,— the  enemy  attributed  his  godliness 
to  his  gains,  and  obtained  leave  to  try  him 
by  heavy  losses,  calamities,  and  bodily 
sufferings;  then  stirred  up  his  wife  to 
counsel  blasphemy  and  suicide,  and  fail- 
ing of  that,  instigated  his  friends  to  tax 
him  with  hypocrisy,  and  to  represent  these 
afflictions  as  an  evident  judgment  from 
God,  sent  to  brand  him  in  the  sight  of  the 
world  as  a  gross  though  secret  transgres- 
sor. Of  all  his  infernal  devices  this  is  one 
of  the  worst,  and  by  no  means  unfrequent 
Sntan  first  by  the  divine  permission, 
afflicts  a  child  of  God,  and  then  works  on 
the  pride,  the  rashness,  the  folly  of  some 
friend  to  pour  corrosive  acids  into  the 
wound  where  the  sofUst  oil  of  Christian 


sympathy  and  love  ought  rather  to  trickle 
down. 

The  operator  sees  a  cause  and  a  need- 
be,  for  his  friend's  grievance  far  removed 
from  those  which  the  Lord  saw  when  he 
smote :  and  taking  this  phantom  of  Satan's 
conjuring  up  for  a  reality,  proceeds  to  do 
the  arch-fiend's  bidding  by  helping  for- 
w^ard  the  affliction  in  a  clumsy  attempt  to 
deal  wisely  with  it  Thus  he  tormented 
Job,  by  means  of  his  tliree  friends,  whom 
he  also  exposed  to  tlie  Lord's  severe  dis- 
pleasure by  provoking  them  to  such  pre- 
sumptuous sin;  while  Job,  whose  real 
fault  was  unrenewed  blindness  to  the  cor- 
ruption of  his  nature,  reaped  a  two-fold 
temporal,  and  a  ten  thousand-fold  spiritual 
blessing  from  what  the  Devil  hoped  to 
turn  to  his  destruction.  Judas  was  of  a 
covetous  disposition,  and  would  have  been 
a  thief  whenever  he  had  opportunity;  but 
Satan  marked  him  out  for  the  deepest 
crime  that  it  was  possible  for  man  to 
perpetrate  once  tliroughout  all  eternity. 
^*Then  entered  Satan  into  Judas,  sur- 
named  Iscariot:"  (Luke  xxii.  3.)  What 
an  awful  expression  is  that !  the  chief  ad- 
versary of  God  and  man  became  for  a 
time  incarnate  to  oppose,  and  by  opposing 
to  accomplish,  the  great  object  of  the 
Lord  Jehovah  in  coming  down  to  earth. 
He  pervaded  with  his  diabolical  influence 
the  mind  and  spirit  of  his  willing  victim, 
and  led  him  on  from  the  mere  indulgence 
of  avaricious  thoughts  to  the  terrible 
transgression  for  which  no  name  can  be 
found ;  then  lefl  him  to  despair,  to  suicide, 
and  to  hell.  Ananias  and  Sapphira  were 
doubly  covetous :  of  lucre  and  of  fame ; 
they  wanted  both  to  keep  their  money, 
and  to  obtain  applause  for  sacrificing  it  to 
the  public  good.  Of  this  Satan  took  ad-, 
vantage  to  fill  their  hearts  with  a  lie,  by 
which  tliey  might  hope  to  accomplish  the 
desired  end.  But  it  was  to  the  Holy 
Ghost  that  the  lie  was  told,  and  instanta- 
neous death  was  the  penalty  of  seeking 
either  to  deceive  the  Lord,  or  to  make 
Him  connive  at  their  guilt 

These  instances  exhibit  the  manner  of 
Satan's  working,  where,  but  for  what  ia 
revealed,  we  might  suppose  no  such 
agency  had  existed.  It  was  needful  that 
Eve  should  be  tempted  from  without, 
since  the  image  of  God  yet  remained 
within,  and  her  heart,  still  holy  and  obo- 
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dient,  would  not  have  suggested  a  depar- 
ture from  the  patli  of  His  commandments. 
But  the  idea  of  numbering  Israel — taking 
a  tensus — in  time  of  peace,  and  under 
every  favourable  circumstance,  appears 
80  natural  that  we  probably  should  not 
search  beyond  the  king^s  desire  to  know 
the  extent  of  Israelis  population,  had  not 
tjie  Holy  Spirit  expressly  told  us  who  pro- 
voked him  to  it  In  like  manner  Job's  ca- 
lamities might  be  referred  to  the  preda- 
tory habits  of  his  Arab  neighbours,  to  the 
sudden  storms  and  blasts  of  the  desert, 
and  to  the  bodily  effects  often  produced 
by  excessive  mental  suffering ;  while  the 
erroneous  view  taken  by  his  three  friends 
was  perfectly  consistent  with  those  fVc- 
quently  formed  by  ourselves,  concerning 
otliers,  when  we  should  be  loth  to  imagine 
that  the  Devil  was  prompting  us.  Judas 
might  have  been  supposed  to  perpetrate 
his  unparalleled  crime  under  tlie  impres- 
sion that  his  Master  would,  as  he  had 
more  than  once  before  done,  deliver  him- 
self by  a  miracle  from  the  hands  into 
which  he  was  about  to  sell  him:  and 
Ananias  with  his  wife,  might  have  ar- 
ranged their  plan  under  the  impulse  of 
natural  vanity,  combined  with  love  of 
money.  Yet  in  all  these  cases  we  arc 
distinctly  told  that  Satan  himself  was  pres- 
ent to  instigate  and  direct;  and  many  a 
recollection  of  our  own  past  lives,  now 
perhaps  painful  and  seliV^ondemnatory, 
would  wring  our  hearts  with  anguish  and 
horror  if  we  knew  how  far  the  great  ad- 
versary was  concerned  in  them,  and  to 
what  extent  the  will  of  God  was  resisted, 
the  cause  of  Christ  injured,  and  tlie  Holy 
Ghost  grieved,  while  evil  spirits  looked  on 
rejoicing.  We  "give  place  to  the  Devil" 
daily ;  and  nothing  more  effectually  helps 
him  to  lead  us  into  tliis  breach  of  a  posi- 
tive command,  than  our  readiness  to  forget 
his  continual  presence,  eitlier  personally 
or  by  his  active  ministers ;  and  perhaps  to 
leave  out  of  sight  the  fact  of  his  very  ex- 
istence. 


SECTION  III. 


SATANIC   DARING. 


The  truth  being  established  that  there 
ozists  a  comP^i^y  ^^  ®^  spirits,  coniinu- 


ally  employed  in  resisting  the  power  of 
God,  and  stirring  up  his  creatures  to  rebel 
against  his  authority,  it  is  not  to  be  ex- 
pected that  in  every  instance  cited  as  il- 
lustrating tliis  truth,  precise  mention  by 
name  should  be  made  of  those  who  are 
clearly  exhibited  in  that  work.  Very 
many  cases  may  be  adduced  where  such 
mention  is  distinctly  made;  and  in  tra^ 
cing  others  to  the  same  source,  we  must 
bear  in  mind  the  apostolic  warning,  "  Let 
no  man  say  when  he  is  tempted,  I  am 
tempted  of  God:  for  God  cannot  be 
tempted  of  evil,  neither  tempteth  he  any 
man ;  but  every  man  is  tempted  when  he 
is  drawn  away  of  his  own  lust  and  en- 
ticed." James  i.  13,  14.  The  plan,  there- 
fore, of  Satan  is  to  watch  the  indications 
of  our  prevailing  corruptions,  and  to  pro- 
vide us  with  opportunities  of  gratifying 
them,  that  lust  when  it  hath  conceived 
may  the  more .  readily  bring  forth  the  sin 
which,  as  the  enemy  well  knows,  will, 
when  it  is  finished,  bring  forth  death. 

Nor  is  it  to  the  evil  passions  alone  that 
he  appeals ;  his  daring  knows  no  bounds. 
Even  in  the  holy  nature  of  the  man  Christ 
Jesus,  as  untainted  by  original  or  by  ac^ 
tual  sin,  he  could  seek  for  somewhat 
whereon  to  build  a  powerful  temptation. 
He  had  been  incessantly  assailing  the  pa- 
tient Saviour  in  the  wilderness,  during 
forty  days ;  at  the  end  of  which  he  saw 
him  tortured  by  the  cravings  of  a  hunger, 
which  tlic  teriftination  of  his  prescribed 
season  of  fasting  led  him  at  liberty  to 
satisfy.  Now  it  would  have  been  every 
whit  as  easy  for  our  Lord,  by  the  putting 
forth  of  his  infinite  power,  to  transform  a 
stone  into  bread,  as  to  multiply  five  loaves 
to  tlie  satisfying  of  five  tliousand  people ; 
or  out  of  the  stones  of  tlie  temple  to  raise 
up  children  unto  Abraham.  The  desire 
for  food  was  natural,  lawful ;  yea,  it  was 
a  duty  to  satisfy  it,  since  prolonged  ab- 
stinence must  end  in  self-murder.  We 
may  indulge  in  guesses  and  suppositions 
as  to  the  precise  grounds  on  which  the 
suggestion  stood  as  a  temptation  of  the 
Devil,  bat  all  tliat  we  can  certainly  know 
is,  the  fact,  that  so  it  was,  and  that  as 
such  it  was  rejected.  Coming  as  it  did  in 
the  shape  of  a  proposal  merely  to  satisfy 
a  human  want  by  means  of  his  divine 
power,  we  see  the  deep  craftiness  of  this 
insidious  and  perfidious  tempter,  and  learn 
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a  solemn  lesson  of  perpetual  watchfulness, 
and  careful  sifling  of  whatever  is  sug- 
gested to  our  minds,  whether  by  outward 
circumstances,  the  counsel  of  friends,  or 
the  seemingly  intuitive  suggestions  of  our 
own  minds :  for  he  who  assailed  the  Mas- 
ter will  not  spare  the  servant 

Again,  the  object  of  our  Lord's  incar- 
nation was  to  wrest  from  Satan  the  king- 
siiip  of  the  world ;  to  cast  him  out  of  his 
possessions,  to  take  the  prey  from  the 
mighty,  and  deliver  the  lawful  captive. 
This  was  to  be  accomplished  by  exceed- 
ing bitter  sufferings,  of  which  a  foretaste 
was  then  present,  in  the  pangs  of  extreme 
hunger.  Humanity  shrank  from  what 
Deity  foreknew ;  and  we  have  very  touch- 
ing statements  from  the  evangelists,  of 
the  anguish  that  overwhelmed  the  blessed 
Jesus  on  the  near  approach  of  the  climax 
of  his  woes.  He  was  even  brought  to 
pray,  "  O  my  Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let 
this  cup  pass  from  me !"  Matt  xxvi.  39. 
Yet  in  all  this  not  a  taint  of  evil  existed ; 
it  was  the  innocent  shrinking  of  innocent, 
holy  flesh,  from  intense  tortures.  Of  this 
Satan  seems  to  have  taken  his  next  ad- 
vantage; for  he  exhibited  to  the  divine 
object  of  his  infernal  artifices  all  the  king- 
doms of  the  world,  with  a  reference  to  his 
own  acknowledged  sovereignty  over  them, 
and  proposed  terms  on  which  he  would 
consent  to  abdicate  in  favour  of  his 
dreaded  opponent,  so  rendering  needless 
the  terrific  conflict  in  which  the  Lord  must 
engage  to  effect  his  expulsion  by  force. 
This  was  a  most  refined  temptation:  it 
proposed  a  single  momentary  act  of 
homage,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  exist- 
ing supremacy  of  that  enthroned  rebel 
and  traitor,  to  be  followed  by  the  instan- 
taneous resignation  of  his  usurped  do- 
minion into  the  hands  of  the  rightful  King. 
He  saw  the  mortal  frame  drooping  under 
prolonged  inanition ;  he  knew  how  closely 
the  human  mind  naturally  sympathized 
with  the  body's  feebleness :  he  calculated 
on  the  effect  of  forty  dajrs'  endurance  of 
hunger,  thirst,  weariness,  solitude,  and 
unsheltered  exposure ;  and  be,  the  Devil, 
the  liar  and  the  murderer,  boldly  ventured 
on  a  proposition,  the  nature  of  which  sends 
a  shudder  through  the  heart  of  the  Chris- 
tian, for  whose  sake  the  Lord  of  Glory 
was  exposed  to  such  an  indignity  as  this  1 
But  it  gives  a  very  terrible  view  of  the 
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self^onfident  greatness  of  the  adversary. 
May  it  sink  deep  into  our  minds,  and  fill 
us  with  tliat  salutary  fear  which  shall 
keep  us  ever  mindful  of  the  foe's  devicea. 
The  Lord's  reply  was  strongly  indigo 
nant;  "Gret  thee  hence,  Satan!"  But 
now  tliis  holy  indignation,  tliis  desire  to 
be  freed  from  the  presence  of  tlie  arch- 
fiend, who  had  been  harassing  him  for 
forty  days  and  nights,  this  detestation 
of  his  odious  suggestions,  was  next  laid 
hold  of  as  the  ground-work  of  a  third 
temptation.  By  the  exercise  of  that  mya- 
terious  power,  of  the  nature  of  which  wa 
must  remain  ignorant,  but  ought  never  to 
be  forgetful,  the  devil  placed  his  destined 
conqueror  on  a  pinnacle  of  the  temple  ia 
Jerusalem,  and  calling  to  his  aid  the  Scrip- 
tures, which  had  been  successfully  op- 
posed to  his  preceding  attempts,  he  iiH 
vited  the  Saviour  to  cast  himself  down; 
^^for  it  18  written,  He  shall  give  his  an- 
gels charge  over  thee,  to  keep  thee,  and 
in  their  hands  they  shall  bear  thee  up,  leat 
at  any  time  thou  dash  thy  foot  against  a 
stone."  Luke  iv.  10,  11.  To  be  at  once 
delivered  from  the  immediate  presence  of 
Satan,  and  received  into  the  arms  of  the 
holy  angels ;  while  to  decline  it  was  ap- 
parently to  shrink  not  only  from  the  proof 
of  his  divinity,  but  also  from  a  test  of  indi- 
vidual faith  in  the  promise  of  Qod :  thie 
was  a  snare,  the  crafl  and  subtlety  of 
which  are  not  always  sufficiently  cona^ 
dered ;  nor  the  practical  use  of  the  leteoQ 
regarded.  For,  be  it  remembered,  it  waa 
no  necessary  psut  of  our  redemption  tii 
made  us  acquainted  with  such  a  passaga 
in  our  Lord's  experience :  the  Holy  Gibaal 
has  very  sparingly  revealed  to  us  the  par- 
ticulars of  what  was  by  far  the  most  griev^ 
ous  portion  of  his  sufferings :  we  are  not 
told  what  took  place  during  the  forty  daya, 
throughout  the  whole  period  of  which  St 
Luke  tells  us,  he  was  tempted  of  the  deviL 
The  thorny  crown,  the  scourge,  the  nails, 
the  spear,  were  the  lot  of  many  others^ 
whose  physical  frames  suffered,  perhapa, 
no  less  exquisitely  the  pangs  of  a  tortui^ 
ing  death ;  but  here  we  have  a  glimpse  of 
mental  and  spiritual  endurances,  such  aa 
would  crush  the  whole  mass  of  guilty 
men— "the  travail  of  his  #oii/ "— the  "ior^ 
rows"  and  the  "grief;"  the  heavy  prea- 
sure  wherewith  "it  pleased  the  Lord  la 
bnilM  bim."    Isaiah  liu.  10.    We  knoar 
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not  what  ensued,  when,  jast  previous  to 
this  fearful  agony  in  the  garden,  the  Lord 
said,  "  The  Prince  of  this  world  comctJi." 
John  xiv.  30.    Neither  can  we  penetrate 
what  was  implied  in  the  expression  used 
to  the  wretched  men  who  seized  on  him — 
"  This  is  your  hour,  and  the  power  of 
darkness^    Luke  xxii.  53.    Hereafter  we 
shall  doubtless  know  what  in  their  present 
burdened  state  our  spirits  could  not  sup- 
port: we  shall  better  comprehend  the  na- 
ture and  intensity  of  sufferings  undergone 
by  Him  who  poured  out  his  soul  unto 
death  for  us ;  but  since  what  t9  given  by 
inspiration  is  written  for  our  learning,  we 
may  be  assured  that  the  scene  so  distinct- 
ly sketched  of  the  mysterious  encounter 
between  the  Son  of  righteousness  and  the 
prince  of  darkness,  is  intended  to  fill  us 
with    godly  fear;  to  keep  us   watchful 
against  the  tremendous  foe,  and  to  endear 
to  us  the  written  word  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment, which  some  Christians  are  apt  to 
■light;  but  which  furnished  the  Captain 
of  our  salvation  with  weapons  wherewith 
to  repel  the  bold  assailant    The  deity  of 
Jesus  is  the  sword,  from  which  Satan 
shrinks ;  and  even  in  the  brief,  but  inex- 
pressibly momentous  narrative  referred  to, 
there  is  observable  a  constant  reference,  on 
our  Lord's  part,  to  the  eternal  Grod,  which 
appears  calculated  to  remind  the  rebel  that 
He,  with  whom  he  was  presumptuously 
dealing,  was  yet  the  Lord  his  God.    Some 
have  represented  this  assault  as  planned 
by  the  evil  one,  to  satisfy  himself  as  to  the 
ftict  of  Jesus  being  the  Christ :  we  cannot 
jubscribe  to  this  view :  surely  the  prince 
lof  the  devils  was  not  worse  informed  than 
liis  subordinates,  who,  on  the  approach  of 
our  Lord,  evermore  yelled  forth  their  con- 
fessions of  his  deity,  and  deprecating  the 
visitation  of  his  wrath.    Satan  knew  full 
-well,  that  the  elect  angels  were  no  liars, 
IXke  himself:  and  when  in  songs  of  joy  and 
praise  they  announced  to  the  shepherds  the 
birth  of  *'  a  Saviour,  which  is  Christ  the 
Lord."  he  could  not  disbelieve  their  testi- 
mony.   The  particulars  of  that  miracu- 
lous birth  were  not  concealed  from  him ; 
neither  was  the  promise  which  God  gave 
to  Eve,  or  the  prediction  declared  to  Aha z 
unknown.     Still  less  can  we  for  a  mo- 
ment suppose  that  the  testimony  given 
just  before,  at  the  Lord's  baptism,  had  es- 
caped him.    No ;  Satan  knew  wiUi  whom 


he  had  to  do ;  and  well  may  we  tremble, 
when  we  find  him  taking  advantage  of 
the  purest  concomitants  of  undefiled  hu- 
manity, and  with  them  tempting  the  Lord 
his  God. 

Scripture  likewise  unfolds  to  us  many 
instances  in  which  Grod's  servants  have 
been  assailed  by  the  enemy,  under  tlic 
feigned  character  of  a  divine  influence,  to 
confirm  which  he  has  put  forth  all  his 
powers,  and  wrought  wonders.    A  very 
remarkable  instance  of  this  is  found  in  the 
story  of  Israel's  deliverance :  and  though 
it  is  a  part  of  his  crafl  to  lead  men  so  to 
explain  away  the  passages  touching  him- 
self, as  to  neutralize  in  a  great  degree 
God's  gracious  purpose  in  dictating  them, 
we  are  not  bound  to  follow  their  gloss-  * 
es, — we  may  venture  to  take  Scripture  as 
we  find  it,  and  to  believe  that  when  the 
Holy  Ghost  says  a  thing,  he  means  what 
he  says,  and  not  something  else.    The 
marvels  that  Satan  wrought  by  means  of 
Pharaoh's  magicians  were  calculated  not 
only  to  harden  the  heart  of  the  tyrant 
against  the  truly  miraculous  manifesta* 
tions  of  God's  power,  but  also  to  stagger 
the  faith  of  Moses  and  Aaron  in  the  di- 
vine origin  of  their  mission.    We  are  not 
at  liberty  to  call  them  juggling  deceptions, 
as  some  do  *,  mere  sleight  of  hand  tricks, 
performed  by  court  conjurors:  the  word 
of  God  declares  them  to  have  been  reali- 
ties :  and  most  instructive  they  are  to  us, 
who,  looking  for  the  national  redemption 
and  final  restoration  of  Israel,  acording  to 
the  Lord's  promise,  now  very  near  at 
hand,  may  expect  to  witness  fearful  things 
done  in  opposition  to  it  by  the  power  of 
Satan,  who  hates  the  Jew  with  an  impla- 
cable hatred.    We  find  the  magicians  of 
Egypt  doing  what  man,  without  superna- 
tural aid  could  never  have  accomplished. 
"Now  the  magicians  of  Egypt,  they  also 
did  in  like  manner  with  tlieir  enchant- 
ments ;  for  they  cast  down  every  man  his 
rod,  and  they  became  (not  they  seemed 
to  become)  serpents:  hut  Aaron's    rod 
swallowed  up  their  rods."    Exod.  vii.  11, 
12.    Here  was  a  great  wonder  wrought 
by  the  power  of  Satan,  but  overruled  to 
the  fuller  proof  of  the  mighty  work  of  God. 
When  Moses  turned  the  water  into  blood, 
the  magicians  did  tiie  same,  but  of  course 
on  a  very  small  scale,  since  there  could 
be  but  little  lef\  for  them  to  practise  upon. 
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Again,  they  were  able  to  imitate  a  mira- 
cle, by  bringing  up  frogs  upon  the  land  ; 
but  now  the  power  of  Satan  ended  ;  the 
next  wonder  was  one  of  creation,  and  life, 
even  the  lowest  order  of  animal  life  is  not 
his  to  bestow.  He  can  kill,  when  per- 
mitted ;  but  to  make  alive  was  never  given 
to  him.  His  agents  essayed  to  bring  up 
frogs,  from  the  recesses  where  they  were 
hidden,  and  succeeded ;  but  when  they  at- 
tempted to  bring  forth  lice  from  the  dust 
of  the  earth,  they  utterly  failed.  It  does 
not  appear  that  aifter  this  they  ventured  on 
increasing  the  swarms  of  flies,  as  they 
had  done  tliat  of  frogs ;  or  to  smite  the 
cattle  of  the  children  of  Israel,  when  the 
Lord  had  destroyed  those  of  the  Egyp- 
tians :  and  the  next  visitation  drove  them 
out  of  the  royal  presence,  covered  with 
loathsome  sores  which  their  infernal  mas- 
ter had  no  power  to  heal. 

How  encouraging  is  this  to  us !  Satan 
may  do  much  to  terrify,  to  perplex,  and  to 
afflict  us ;  but  as  soon  as  he  touches  on  a 
single  attribute  of  the  Most  High,  he  fails, 
and  is  put  to  flight  Yet  to  make  it  ap- 
pear that  what  he  does  is  done  immedi- 
ately by  the  Lord,  is  almost  always  his 
plan.  Thus  we  find,  when  destroying 
the  flocks  of  Job  and  their  attendants,  he 
so  managed  his  elements  of  destruction, 
that  the  terrified  messenger  of  evil  tidings 
described  it  as  a  divine  visitation :  "  The 
fire  of  Grod  is  fallen  from  heaven,  and  hath 
burned  up  the  sheep  and  the  servants,  and 
consumed  them."  Job  1.  16.  It  could  not 
but  dreadfully  aggravate  the  afiliction  of 
the  righteous  man,  to  regard  these  sore 
trials  as  marks  of  the  Lord's  indignation, 
proceeding  directly  from  Him:  and  no 
doubt  it  was  so  arranged  to  add  power  to  the 
detestable  suggestion  conveyed  through 
his  wife.  But  though  Job  believed  the 
lie,  his  faith  in  God's  love  failed  not ;  by 
faith  he  endured,  and  through  faith  he 
triumphed.  If  we  do  not  distinctly  see  in 
what  manner  faith  acts  as  a  shield,  or 
how  eflectually  it  quenches  all  the  fiery 
darts  of  the  wicked  it  is  because  we  do 
not  sufliciently  search  the  Scriptures. 
They  abound  with  glorious  illustrations : 
and  the  path  of  safety  is  so  clearly  laid 
down  that  the  wayfaring  men,  though 
fools,  shall  not  err  therein,  if  they  simply 
attend  to  the  indications  given.  To  those 
who  study  it  with  prayer,  at  a  book  writ- 


ten not  for  the  learned,  but  for  '^  the  poor 
of  this  world,"  the  "  fools,"  the  "  babes," 
to  whom  the  Lord  has  declared  that  he 
will  make  his  wonders  of  salvation  known, 
the  Bible  is  of  all  works  the  most  intelligi- 
ble :  only  rendered  otherwise  by  the  fool- 
ish "wisdom  of  this  world,"  holding  up  iti 
moonlight  to  make  the  sun  visible.  Satan 
owes  much  even  to  the  best  of  commenta- 
tors ;  for  they  have  frequently  assisted  to 
veil  both  his  person  and  his  devices,  by 
their  ill-judged  attempts  at  elucidation, 
which  taken  in  their  literal  sense,  God's 
words  would  have  revealed  important 
practical  truths  respecting  him. 

We  are  dwelling  principally  on  the  dift> 
play  of  Satanic  presumption  as  the  usurp- 
ing god  of  this  world :  the  means  by  which 
that  usurpation  was  efiected,  present  a 
fearful  view  of  his  daring  self-reliance. 
In  his  very  first  approach  to  our  unhappy 
race,  then  rejoicing,  in  sinless  felicity,  he 
deliberately  contradicted  the  express  de- 
claration of  the  Most  High  God ;  and  ap- 
pealing, as  afterwards,  in  the  case  of  the 
second  Adam,  to  a  periectly  innocent,  lau- 
dable desire,  he  stirred  up  Eve  to  seek 
higher  attainments  in  knowledge,  a  clearer « 
perception  of  good,  as  opposed  to  evil; 
then  stimulating  this  thirst  for  information 
beyond  due  bounds — leading  it  to  over- 
pass the  landmark  of  submission  to  the 
Divine  will,  he  accomplished  at  once  what 
must  have  appeared  to  himself  a  most 
hazardous  undertaking.  To  represent 
God  as  a  liar  could  not  but  be  congenial 
to  the  diabolical  nature  of  the  accursed 
spirit  of  evil ;  but  that  a  creature  so 
formed  to  know,  to  love,  and  to  serve  the 
Lord,  surrounded  on  all  sides  with  the 
profusion  of  his  bounty,  and  continually 
drinking  from  the  fountain  of  all  spiritual, 
all  intellectual,  all  physical  enjoyment,  un- 
der His  paternal  hand, — that  such  a  crear 
ture  should  at  the  first  word  be  persuaded 
to  credit  the  lie,  and  to  rush  into  open 
transgression,  must  have  been  marvel- 
lous in  the  eyes  of  the  tempter.  How 
marvellous  in  ours  must  be  the  extreme 
daring  that  prompted  him  to  the  enter- 
prise. 

After  such  a  proof  of  the  weakness  of 
human  nature,  while  yet  wholly  untainted 
with  sin,  and  the  observation  during  many 
ages  of  the  frightful  depravity  into  which 
a  being,  originally  created  after  the  image 
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of  God,  might  easily  be  led,  it  becomes 

less  inconceivable  that  Satan  should  have 

• 

availed  himself  of  the  permission  given  to 
assault  the  man,  Christ  Jesus ;  for  be  it 
always  remembered,  that  only  by  permis- 
don  could  he  approach  the  Saviour.  We 
are  distinctly  told,  that  after  the  baptism 
and  public  recognition  from  heaven  of  our 
blessed  Lord,  preparatory  to  his  ministe- 
rial, or  prophetical  work  upon  earth, "  Then 
was  Jesus  led  up  of  the  Spirit  into  the 
wilderness,  to  be  tempted  of  the  devil." 
Matt  iv.  1.  However  high,  however 
powerful,  however  privileged  the  great 
adversary  may  be,  during  the  time  of  his 
jet  remaining  unbound,  still,  in  the  sight 
of  God,  he  is  equally  helpless  and  con- 
temptible, as  he  is  hateful  He  durst  not 
even  utter  an  extenuating  word  when  his 
doom  was  pronounced,  together  with  that 
of  his  wretched  victims :  he  cannot  hurt  a 
hair  on  the  head  of  one  of  Christ's  mean- 
eat  followers,  without  a  special  leave  so  to 
do ;  and  then  he  cannot  overpass  the  pre- 
cise boundary  of  his  permitted  machina- 
tions. "  Behold,  the  devil  shall  cast  some 
of  you  into  prison  that  ye  may  be  tried ; 
and  ye  shall  have  tribulation  ten  days." 
Rev.  ii.  10.  Some,  not  all,  he  should  have 
leave  to  cast  into  prison,  and  they  only 
that  they  might  be  tried,  not  destroyed ; 
and  their  trial  should  continue  ten  days, 
not  a  minute  longer.  His  commission,  no 
doubt,  is  much  larger  with  respect  to 
those  who  are  still  in  "  the  snare  of  the 
devil;  who  are  taken  captive  by  him  at 
his  will,"  (2  Tim.  ii.  26,)  and  who  wiU  ul- 
timately share  his  burning  abode  for  ever, 
if  they  turn  not  to  Christ  for  deliverance ; 
Irat  the  blessed  work  of  the  Gospel 
preached  unto  man  is  "  to  turn  them  from 
darkness  to  light,  and  from  the  power  of 
Batan  unto  God,  that  they  may  receive 
fbrgiveness  of  sins,  and  inheritance  among 
them  which  are  sanctified  by  faith  which 
it  in  Christ ;"  Acts  xxvi.  IS ;  and  when  this 
is  once  accomplished,  the  devil  is  com- 
pelled to  recognize  tlie  indwelling  power 
and  presence  of  his  conqueror  in  them ; 
and  without  a  special  leave,  granted  for 
oome  wise  purpose,  ^'That  wicked  one 
toucheth  them  not" 
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Bold  as  he  is,  and  potent  as  he  is,  Sa- 
tan rarely  goes  to  work  in  a  straightfor- 
ward manner.  He  is  still  the  old  serpent, 
accomplishing  by  crat\  his  insiduous  pur- 
poses, gliding  stealthily  on  the  path  of  his 
intended  victim,  and  concealing  himself 
beneath  tlic  innocent  flowers  with  which 
the  Creator  has  bountifully  clad  that  path. 
In  some  parts  of  the  world  he  does  indeed 
enforce  upon  his  bond-slaves  the  horrible 
service  of  worshipping  him  openly  and  by 
name,  in  order  to  deprecate  the  temporal 
mischief  that  they  know  he  is  able  and 
willing  to  do  them;  but,  generally,  he 
veils  himself  under  fictitious  names  and 
formp,  so  obtaining  to  himself  and  his  an- 
gels the  honor  and  service  that  are  due  to 
God  alone.  St  Paul  tells  us  this: 
"  What  say  I  then  ?  that  the  idol  is  any- 
thing, or  that  which  is  offered  in  sacrifice 
CO  idols  is  anything  ?  But  I  say,  that  the 
things  which  the  Gentiles  sacrifice,  they 
sacrifice  to  devils,  not  to  God ;  and  I 
would  not  that  ye  should  have  fellowship 
with  devils.  Ye  cannot  drink  the  cup  of 
the  Lord,  and  the  cup  of  devils ;  ye  can- 
not be  partakers  of  the  Lord's  table,  and 
of  the  table  of  devils."  1  Cor.  x.  19,  20,  21. 
Satan  persuades  the  poor  heathen  that 
some  divine  power  resides  in  a  beast,  a 
reptile,  a  stone  or  the  stock  of  a  tree ;  and 
having  induced  him  to  worship  it,  takes  to 
himself  and  to  his  gang  of  devils  the  hon- 
ours paid  to  the  senseless  idol.  Well  may 
he  be  termed  the  god  of  this  world  I  To 
all  of  its  successive  empires,  crumbling 
into  dust  as  they  have  done,  he  hhs  been 
the  object  of  supreme  homage.  The  Ba- 
bylonian might  fall  prostrate  before  his  gi- 
gantic idol  of  gold ;  the  Persian  breathe 
his  devout  aspirations  to  the  fiery  orb  of 
day ;  the  Greek  rejoice  in  his  sculptured 
forms  of  exquisite  beauty,  and  in  the  end- 
less mysteries  of  an  impure  worship ;  the 
stern  Roman  might  crowd  his  pantheon 
with  the  captured  idols  of  every  nation, 
and  enlarge  his  unholy  creed  for  the  re- 
ception of  each  foreign  fable  ;  but  in  all, 
and  over  all,  Satan  ruled.  Wherever 
idolatry  is  found,  there  is  Satan  the  god 
of  the  worshippen.    His  voice  was  heard 
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in  the  lowing  of  the  Egyptian  abomina- 
tion, in  the  decree  that  prostrated  the 
glory  of  the  Chaldeans  on  the  plain  of 
Dura,  and  in  every  incentive  to  creature- 
worship  under  whatsoever  form  observed, 
and  by  whatsoever  sanctions  confirmed. 
The  voice  that  from  the  Minaret  pro- 
claims the  true  prophetic  character  of  Ma- 
homet, is  his ;  the  bell  that  tinkles  forth  a 
signal  for  the  admiration  of  a  wafer-god, 
is  sounded  by  him :  yes^  the  secret  whis- 
per from  within  that  withholds  the  hand 
about  to  extend  the  gifl  of  charity,  is  the 
voice  of  his  power  too,  for  *^  covetousness 
is  idolatry."  Col.  iii.  5.  By  fraudful  cun- 
ning, under  a  thousand  manifestations,  he 
upholds  his  unseen,  acknowledged  domin- 
ion ;  never  to  be  overthrown  till  the 
Stone,  cut  out  without  hands,  shall  smite 
the  huge  image  of  universal  idolatry,  and 
gathering  to  itself  the  little,  faithful  band 
of  protesters  against  his  multifarious  devil- 
worship,  so  fill  the  earth  as  to  thrust  out 
of  it  whatsoever  resists  the  extension  of 
that  Stone's  triumphant  kingdom. 

To  adduce  instances  of  all  the  devices  of 
Satan's  cunning  recorded  by  or  to  be 
clearly  inferred  from  the  Holy  Scriptures 
would  be  little  less  tlian  to  transcribe  the 
Bible  itself:  we  may  however  mention 
some  few,  where  diabolical  interference  is 
expressly  spoken  of.  The  Scriptures  do 
not  oAen  explain  the  part  that  the  tempter 
and  his  hosts  took  in  the  toils,  the  strug- 
gles, the  sins  of  the  Old  Testament 
church :  but  under  the  gospel  dispensation, 
enough  is  revealed  to  enable  us  to  trace  his 
workings  in  former  times,  even  where  he 
was  not  specified  by  name.  Who  can  fail 
to  Bee  tin's  in  the  touching  history  of  Jo- 
seph? When  the  youth  declared  his 
dream,  the  meaning  was  evident  to  his 
father,  and  his  brothers  were  compelled  to 
see  it  in  the  same  light,  galling  as  it  was 
to  their  pride.  Their  envious,  angry  dis- 
positions gave  occasion  for  the  tempter  to 
assail  them,  and  to  suggest  the  cruel  ex- 
pedient by  which,  as  they  hoped,  the 
"  dreamer"  was  finally  put  out  of  their 
way ;  and  in  the  varied  persecutions  that 
followed  the  blameless  young  believer,  the 
malice  of  an  adversary,  potent  and  crafty, 
h'ke  Satan,  may  be  plainly  discerned. 
When  the  children  of  Israel  corrupted 
themselves  and  made  a  golden  calf,  and 
wonhipped  it  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 


the  artful  adaptation  to  their  circurostaft- 
ces  of  the  idolatrous  abominations  that 
they  had  seen  in  Egypt  no  doubt  origi- 
nated in  the  same  quarter :  while  tlie  con- 
tinual outbursts  of  discontent,  disobedi- 
ence, strife,  and  open  rebellion  againct 
their  leader,  that  marked  the  progress  of 
the  rescued  tribes  through  the  wildernen, 
all  bear  witness  to  his  influence  among 
them.  Recollecting,  as  it  has  already 
been  observed,  that  the  Holy  Ghost  de- 
clares idol-worship  to  be  devil-worships 
we  have  positive  proof  that  Satan  and  hli 
legions  presided  over  the  heathen  natione 
who  surrounded  the  camp  of  Israel ;  and 
all  the  seductive  arts  practised  by  Balaam 
and  others,  to  ensnare  the  Lord's  people 
into  forbidden  paths,  were  certainly  of  hie 
devising.  Moses,  when  writing,  as  he  ie 
supposed  to  have  done,  the  book  of  Job, 
must  have  received  a  very  clear  revela- 
tion concerning  tlie  power  and  activity  of 
this  fearful  roe,  although  the  record  that 
he  was  commissioned  to  leave  of  his  own 
people's  history,  makes  precise  mention  of 
tlie  evil  one,  as  personally  interfering  with 
them :  but  he  sa3rs,  in  the  Lord's  name,  of 
the  Israelites,  "  They  shall  no  more  offer 
their  sacrifices  unto  devils,  after  whom 
they  have  gone  a  whoring;"  Lev.  xvil. 
7 ;  and  again,  "  They  sacrificed  unto 
devils,  not  to  God;  to  gods  whom  they 
knew  not,  to  new  gods  that  came  newly 
up,  whom  your  fathers  feared  not"  Deut 
xxxii.  17.  While  against  the  sin  of  witch- 
craft, the  acquirement  of  power  or  know- 
ledge by  means  of  Satanic  communicar 
tions,  the  law  was  very  strict  "  A  man,  alee, 
or  woman,  that  hath  a  familiar  spirit,  or 
that  is  a  wizard,  shall  surely  be  put  to 
death :  they  shall  stone  them  with  stones : 
their  blood  shall  be  upon  them."  Lev.  xz. 
27.  By  this  we  see,  that  Satan  had  con- 
trived to  obtain  a  footing  among  God's  pe- 
culiar people ;  that  he  had  seduced  them 
into  holding  intercouse  w^ilh  his  subordi- 
nates for  the  purpose  of  sharing  such  stt- 
pematural  gifts  as  he  could  impart ;  and 
secretly,  by  fraud  and  cunning,  main- 
tained this  ground  in  the  bosom  of  the 
visible  Church.  Most  earnestly  were  they 
warned  against  this,  the  great  condemning 
sin  of  the  nations  of  Canaan :  "  There 
shall  not  be  found  among  you  rny  one. .. 
that  useth  divination,  or  an  observer  of 
timet,  or  an  enchanter,  or  a  witch,  or  a 
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charmer,  or  a  conralter  with  familiar 
spirits,  or  a  wizard,  or  a  necromancer. 
For  all  that  do  these  things  are  an  abomi- 
nation unto  the  Lord;  and  because  of 
these  abominations,  the  Lord  thy  God 
doth  drive  them  out  from  before  thee." 
Deut.  xviii.  10 — 12.  That  this  peculiar 
mode  of  destroying  God's  people  was  per- 
sisted in  by  the  craHy  enemy  to  the  very 
time  of  our  Lord's  appearance  in  the  flesh, 
we  have  constant  proof  When  Abime- 
lech,  the  son  of  Gideon,  by  a  cruel  con- 
■piracy  with  the  men  of  Shcchem,  slew  his 
brethren,  and  obtained  the  chief  power, 
the  Lord  defeated  and  punished  both  the 
guilty  parties  by  sending  an  evil  spirit  to 
embroil  them  to  their  mutual  destruction 
— a  business  well  suited  to  the  malignant 
■ubtlety  of  a  devil ;  to  whose  suggestions, 
no  doubt,  or  to  those  of  one  like  him,  the 
young  man  owed  his  successful  progress 
in  treachery  so  far.  When  Saul  greatly 
offended  the  Lord,  his  chastisement  was 
heavy:  "The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  departed 
from  Saul,  and  an  evil  spirit  from  tlie  Lord 
troubled  him."  1  Sam.  xvi.  14.  Thus  com- 
missioned, the  evil  spirit  gave  that  un- 
happy king  no  rest,  during  the  period  of 
his  visitations;  but  alternately  depressed 
witli  melancholy,  cankered  with  envy,  and 
inflamed  with  murderous  rage  the  mind 
of  his  victim  ;  impelling  him  even  to  hurl 
a  javelin  at  the  loving,  dutiful  son,  whose 
generosity  interposed  between  him  and 
the  ill-requited  minstrel,  from  whose  holy 
strains  of  music  the  tormenting  devil  had 
so  often  fled.  When  the  same  monarch,  in 
the  near  prospect  of  his  last  fatal  battle,  con- 
summated his  oflences  by  seeking  one  who 
had  a  familiar  spirit,  and  requiring  of  her 
the  exercise  of  what  he,  as  the  Lord's  vice- 
gerent, was  solenmly  bound  to  suppress, 
and  if  detected,  to  punish  with  death,  we 
find  him  answered  according  to  his  folly, 
and  driven  to  utter  despair  by  the  seeming 
success  of  an  accursed  spell.  1  Sam. 
xxviii. 

Much  has  been  written  to  elucidate,  and 
not  a  little  to  explain  away  that  extraordi- 
nary scene  at  En-dor ;  but  when  all  has 
been  said  that  man  can  say,  there  the 
brief,  plain  record  stands,  exactly  as  they 
found  it,  and  all  the  wisdom  of  the  wise 
fails  to  throw  light  on  what  God  has  left 
obscure.  The  word  of  God  expressly  de- 
clares that  it  was  Samuel.    <<  And  Sam- 


uel said  to  Saul"— verse  15.  «  Then 
Samuel" — 16.  Saul  ^^was  sore  afraid, 
because  of  the  words  of  Samuel" — ^20, 
The  terror,  too,  of  the  woman,  and  her  re- 
markable exprc8sk>n,  "  I  saw  gods  ascend- 
ing out  of  the  earth,"  v.  13,  would  plainly 
imply,  that  her  incantations  had  been  fol- 
lowed by  something  wholly  diflerent  from 
what  she  anticipated;  she  had  invoked 
devils,  but  "gods,"  probably  bright  an- 
gelic beings,  made  visible  to  her  for  some 
wise  purpose,  appeared,  bearing  with  them 
the  resuscitated  body  of  the  buried  seer, 
commissioned  to  assure  the  king  that  he 
and  his  sons  should,  on  the  morrow,  be 
numbered  with  Samuel  and  the  rest  of  the 
dead.  We  have  no  reason  to  suppose 
that  the  inspired  narrative  is  otherwise 
than  simply  true :  indeed,  there  is  a  daring 
presumption  in  questioning  it :  "  Let  €rod 
be  true,  and  every  man  a  liar."  Rom.  iiL 
4.  Least  of  all  may  we  listen  to  those 
who  would,  in  this  case,  as  in  that  of  Pha- 
raoh's enchanters,  represent  witchcraft  as 
a  mere  juggling  imposition  on  the  senses 
of  the  credulous ;  and  ascribe  the  woman's 
astonishment,  not  to  the  angelic  character 
of  those  who  came  at  the  call,  but  to  the 
appearance  of  any  spiritual  being  what- 
ever when  she  had  only  meant  to  play  off 
a  deception  on  the  king.  We  ought  rather 
to  hail  it  as  a  glorious  proof  of  the  Lord's 
watchful  care  over  the  dust,  yea,  over  the 
names  of  his  own  people,  which  he  will 
not  suffer  devils  to  tamper  with ;  and 
whatever  difficulties  remain  to  baffle  our 
inquisitiveness,  let  them  teach  us  humility, 
and  remind  us  that  "  secret  things  belong 
unto  the  Lord  our  God  ;"  Deut  xxix.  29 ; 
and  that  it  ia  not  to  believers  the  descrip- 
tion ought  to  apply,  "  intruding  into  those 
things  which  he  hath  not  seen,  vainly 
pufl'ed  up  by  his  fleshy  mind."  Col.  ii.  18. 
That  devils  continued  to  pollute  the 
land  of  Canaan,  and  to  exercise  their 
wicked  ingenuity  in  leading  the  Lord's 
people  to  transgress,  we  have  sufficient 
testimony.  Ezekiel  sets  before  us  an  aw- 
ful picture  of  the  abominations  committed 
in  Jerusalem  by  those  practices  which  the 
Lord  had  denounced  as  sacrificing  unto 
devils.  In  the  eighth  chapter  of  his  pro- 
phecy, he  relates  what  lie  saw  in  the 
"chambers  of  imagery:"  followed  by  a 
description  of  the  vengeance  to  be  taken: 
and  Zechariah,  prophesying  of  mercy  to 
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be  shown  when  the  Lord  shall  heal  the 
breach  of  his  people,  has  this  promise: 
"  And  it  shall  come  to  pass  in  that  day, 
saiih  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  that  I  will  cut  off 
the  names  of  idols  out  of  the  land,  and 
they  shall  be  no  more  remembered :  and 
also,  I  will  cause  the  prophets  and  tlie  un- 
clean spirits  to  pass  out  of  tlie  land." 
Zech.  xiii.  2.  By  what  artifices  these  evil 
creatures  opposed  the  work  of  God,  we 
are,  however,  far  more  distinctly  shown  in 
the  New  Testament,  where  we  find  their 
nature,  operations,  and  objects  laid  open 
in  a  wonderful  manner  by  Him  who  came 
upon  the  strong  man,  took  away  his 
armour  wherein  he  trusted,  and  divided 
his  spoils. 

One  specimen  of  deep  cunning  is  given 
m  the  very  first  instance,  particularly  re- 
lated of  a  case  of  possession :  it  occurs  in 
the  eighth  chapter  of  St  Matthew's  gos- 
pel. "And  when  he  was  come  to  the 
other  side  of  the  country  of  the  Gcrges- 
encs,  there  met  him  two  possessed  with 
devils,  coming  out  of  the  tombs,  exceed- 
ing fierce,  so  that  no  man  might  pass  that 
way.  And  behold,  they  cried  out,  saying. 
What  have  we  to  do  with  tliee,  Jesus, 
thou  Son  of  God  ?  Art  thou  come  hither 
to  torment  us  before  the  time  ?  And  there 
was  a  good  way  off  from  them  a  herd  of 
many  swine  feeding;  so  the  devils  be- 
sought him,  saying.  If  thou  cast  us  out, 
suffer  us  to  go  away  into  the  herd  of 
swine.  And  he  said  unto  them,  Go.  And 
when  they  were  come  out  they  went  into 
the  herd  of  swine :  and  behold  the  whole 
herd  of  swine  ran  violently  down  a  steep 
place  into  tlie  sea,  and  perished  in  the 
waters."  Here  we  see,  first,  the  depreca- 
tory cry  of  the  fiends ;  acknowledging  tlie 
omnipotence  of  the  Lord,  but  pleading 
that  the  set  time  for  tormenting  them  in 
the  fiery  pit  was  not  yet  come.  They  are 
good  calculators  of  prophetic  periods,  and 
perfectly  knew  that  tlieir  time  on  earth 
had  not  expired.  Next,  they  made  a  re- 
quest, the  drifl  of  which  we  could  not 
have  seen  but  for  the  effects  that  followed 
its  success.  They  asked  leave  to  enter 
the  swine ;  blessed  be  God  !  Satan  has  no 
power  even  over  unclean  beasts,  unless  it 
be  especially  given  of  the  Lord.  Having 
permission,  they  instantly  availed  them- 
selves of  it  by  drowning  every  one  of  the 
herd  in  the  sea;  oad  by  thii  maiuBuvre 


they  so  alarmed  the  neighbouring  inhale 
itants,  who  could  expect  no  less  from  such 
a  beginning  tlian  that  the  unknown  visiter 
would  destroy  all  tlieir  property,  as  to 
prompt  a  general  r^i^uest  that  he  would 
depart  out  of  their  coasts.  Thus  for  the 
time,  was  the  dreaded  gospel  averted 
from  a  whole  city,  by  the  exceeding  cralt 
of  these  devils ;  and  in  permitting  their 
vile  contrivance  to  succeed,  the  Lord  mer- 
cifully provided  a  rich  warning  lesson  for 
his  church,  to  tlie  end  of  time.  May  we 
all  have  grace  to  use  it  effectually  in  oar 
wrestling  contest  with  the  principalitiee 
and  powers  of  darkness ! 

Another  mode  of  undermining  where 
they  durst  not  openly  attack,  was  prac- 
tised against  the  teaching  of  the  Apostles. 
In  Acts  xvL  16,  we  have  the  account 
"And  it  came  to  pass,  as  we  went  to 
prayer,  a  certain  damsel  possessed  with  a 
spirit  of  divination  met  us,  which  brought 
her  masters  much  gain  by  soothsaying; 
the  same  followed  Paul  and  us,  saying, 
These  men  are  the  servants  of  the  Most 
High  God,  which  show  unto  us  the  wajr 
of  salvation.  And  this  she  did  many  days. 
But  Paul,  being  grieved,  turned  and  said 
to  tlie  spirit,  I  command  thee  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  Christ  to  come  out  of  her.  And 
he  came  out  the  same  hour."  In  this,  as 
in  the  preceding  case,  the  devil's  device  is 
shown  by  its  fruits.  His  object  in  thus 
following  and  publicly  testifying  to  the  di- 
vine origin  of  the  Apostle's  teaching  was 
probably  two-fold.  While  allowed  to  con- 
tinue it,  he  might  expect  to  cast  a  slur  on 
the  doctrine  in  which  a  devil  could  thus 
approvingly  seem  to  acquiesce,  while  a 
professed  witch  appeared  as  a  daily  fol- 
lower of  those  who  taught  it;  and  if  he 
provoked  them  to  expel  him,  he  might 
justly  calculate  on  the  vengeance  of  her 
masters,  which  overtook  them  imme- 
diately, and  before  night  they  were 
scourged,  imprisoned,  and  made  fast  in 
the  stocks.  Seeing  that  all  tliis  waa 
tlirough  the  cunning  of  a  devil,  it  is  pecu- 
liarly delightful  to  proceed  in  the  story, 
and  find  the  whole  overruled  of  God  to 
the  conversion  of  tlie  keeper  of  the  prisoDi 
and  all  his  household,  the  shame  of  the 
unjust  magistrates  who  had  beaten  thenii 
and  the  honourable  acquittal  and  dismis- 
sion of  the  Apostles  from  the  plaoe; 
where,  no  doubt,  events  so  eztraordioaiy 
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were  blessed  to  the  conviction  of  many ; 
the  church  at  Philippi  being,  as  we  find 
by  his  epistle  to  it,  an  especial  cause  of 
thankfulness  and  joy  to  Paul. 

Another  instance  had  previously  oc- 
curred, where  a  sorcerer,  one  who  avow- 
edly held  communion  with  evil  spirits,  and 
through  their  workings  in  him  merited  the 
■erere  rebuke,  "  O  full  of  all  subtlety  and 
ail  mischief,  thou  child  of  the  devil,  thou 
enemy  of  all  righteousness,"  had  endea- 
voured to  turn  away  a  Roman  deputy 
fh>m  the  faith;  and  here  the  Lord  mani- 
fested himself  by  showing  that  all  the  sor- 
ceries of  Elymas,  and  his  pretended  sanc- 
tity, could  not  avert  from  him  the  stroke 
of  instant  blindness,  which,  to  mark  it  as 
a  direct  visitation  from  on  high,  was  an- 
Doonced  by  Paul  the  moment  before  he 
overtook  him ;  and  this  wonder  confirmed 
the  deputy  in  the  faith.  Acts  xiii.  6 — 12. 
One  more  instance  we  have  in  Simon 
Magus,  who  was  also  a  sorcerer,  and  who 
seemed  to  have  been  delivered  from  the 
dominion  of  evil  spirits,  by  the  preaching 
of  the  gospel,  being  able  to  make  such  a 
confession  of  faith  as  entitled  him  to  bap- 
tim.  In  him  the  devil  sought  to  bring  a 
deadly  disgrace  on  the  Church  of  Christ, 
by  obtaining  the  power  of  conferring  the 
miraculous  gills  of  the  Holy  Ghost  on 
whomsoever  he  would ;  or  if  the  idea  of 
being  able  to  buy  the  gift  of  God  with 
money  appear  too  foolish  to  have  been 
really  entertained  by  a  spiritual  being,  wc 
nay  suppose  that  he  calculated  on  making 
the  very  proposal,  from  a  professed  wor- 
shipper, redound  to  the  disadvantage  of 
that  church.  In  cither  case  he  was  baffled. 
Peter  was  enabled  to  '^ perceive^'  that  Uiis 
seeming  convert  was  still  in  the  gall  of 
bitterness  and  the  bond  of  iniquity,  and 
rebuked  him  openly ;  while  the  record  of 
the  attempt  serves  to  this  day  as  an  inva- 
hiable  preservative  against  certain  un- 
scriptural  views  of  baptism  that  have  crept 
into  the  church. 

By  considering  in  how  many  instances 
under  the  Old  Testament  dispensation, 
characters  appeared,  and  events  occurred 
parallel  to  these  which  meet  us  under  the 
clearer  light  of  the  New,  we  may  trace 
OQch  hindrances  and  stumblings  among 
the  saints  of  old  to  the  deep-laid  plots  of 
the  rulers  of  the  darkness  of  this  world ; 
and  by  such  an  enlarged  view  of  the  ene- 


my's sphere  of  action,  we  may  learn  to  be 
more  earnest  in  praying  that  ^'  all  those 
evils  which  the  craft  and  subtlety  of  the 
devil  or  man  worketh  against  us  may  be 
brought  to  naught;"  and  may  also  be- 
come more  watchfully  alert  in  seeking  to 
baffle  his  devicesL 


SECTION  V. 


SATANIC    CRUELTY. 


It  seems  ahnost  superfluous  to  devote  a 
section  to  this  subject,  seeing  that  every- 
thing we  can  name  respecting  Satan  and 
his  angels,  comes  under  the  head  of  cru- 
elty. From  the  first  attempt  of  the  devil 
to  seduce  Eve  from  her  allegiance,  his 
object  has  always  been  to  plunge  the 
whole  human  race  into  the  bottomless  pit, 
which  he  knows  to  be  his  own  portion, 
"the  lake  which  bumeth  with  fire  and 
brimstone."  Rev.  xxi.  8.  But  though  he 
generally  tempts  men  with  the  promise,  or 
possession  of  present  enjoyment,  alluring 
them  to  sell  their  souls  for  worldly  profit, 
still,  whenever  he  can  have  his  own  way, 
he  produces  present  calamities,  and  heaps 
upon  his  wretched  victims  tribulation  and 
anguish  as  well  in  possession  as  in  pros- 
pect 

On  many  occasions  noted  in  the  scrip- 
ture, Grod,  by  liis  own  arm,  or  by  his  holy 
angels,  has  punished  the  transgressor; 
but  we  find  him  in  the  majority  of  in- 
stances, giving  offenders  into  the  hand  of 
Satan,  or  of  wicked  men  who  act  under 
his  influence,  for  punishment  It  is  men- 
tioned by  the  Psalmist,  though  not  by 
Moses,  that  among  the  inflictions  dealt 
forth  to  the  tyrannic  Egyptians,  this  was 
the  greatest ;  and  the  force  of  the  expres- 
sion is  very  remarkable:  after  detailing 
the  plagues  of  blood,  of  flies,  of  frogs,  of 
caterpillars,  of  locusts,  of  hail,  frost,  and 
thunderbolts,  the  inspired  writer  goes  on : 
— "  He  cast  upon  tliem  the  fierceness  of 
his  anger,  wrath,  and  indignation,  and 
trouble,  by  sending  evil  angels  among 
them."  Psalm  Ixxviii.  49.  When  Satan 
sends  an  evil  angel,  he  will  sorely  afflict 
the  object  of  bis  mission ;  but  when  God 
looses  the  restrainu  of  these  malignant 
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creatures,  and  bids  them  smite,  it  is  terri- 
ble indeed ! 

We  must  again  recall  that  most  impor- 
tant truth,  that  whatsoever  worship  is  ren- 
dered to  any  but  God,  is  rendered  to 
devils;  and  we  shall  be  appalled  at  the 
scene  of  present,  temporal  cruelty,  and 
suffering  laid  open  as  the  direct  work  of 
evil  spirits.  Moloch,  tlie  great  idol  of  the 
heathen  among  whom  Israel  sojourned, 
was  worshipped  by  the  immolation  of  chil- 
dren, butchered  by  tlie  knife  and  by  fire ; 
and  it  was  awful  to  think  that  the  Lord's 
own  people  were  ensnared  to  join  in  this 
frightful  abomination.  "  They  sacrlGced 
their  sons  anJ  their  daughters  unto  devils, 
and  shed  innocent  blood,  even  the  blood 
of  their  sons  and  of  their  daughters,  whom 
they  sacrificed  unto  the  idols  of  Canaan ; 
and  the  land  was  polluted  with  blood." 
Psalm  cvi.  37,  38.  If  the  Holy  Ghost  had 
not  caused  this  to  be  written  by  inspira- 
tion for  our  warning,  we  could  not  imagine 
the  possibility  of  Satanic  power,  cunning, 
and  cruelty,  reaching  to  this  point :  that  pa- 
rents should  be  willing  to  take  their  tender, 
helpless  babes,  and  deliver  them  over  to  a 
most  agonizing  form  of  assassination,  as 
an  act  of  homage  to  the  powers  of  hell, 
while  they  themselves  were  actually  fed, 
day  by  day,  witli  manna  from  heaven 
sent  down  by  the  merciful  God,  who 
quenched  their  hourly  thirst  with  water 
flowing  from  a  stony  rock,  and  miracu- 
lously following  tliem  through  the  wilder- 
ness ;  where  every  step  of  their  way  was 
marked  by  some  wonder  of  supernatural 
care,  and  all  endearing  love.  Here,  in- 
deed, must  vile  human  nature  lay  its  un- 
clean lip  in  the  dust;  and  here  may  proud 
man  learn  to  tremble  at  the  dreadful  sov- 
ereignty exercised  by  Satan  over  all  who 
are  not  translated  from  the  power  of  dark- 
ness into  the  kingdom  of  God,  by  living 
faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

Although  every  form  of  idolatry,  or 
devil-worship,  was  not  so  murderous  as 
that  of  Moloch,  cruelty  was,  and  is,  the 
distinguishing  feature  of  all.  In  a  passage 
already  quoted,  when  the  Lord  tells  his 
faithful  Church  of  Smyrna  that  he  will, 
for  the  trial  of  their  faith,  give  Satan 
power  over  some  of  them,  the  consequen- 
ces are,  of  course  to  be  imprisonment  and 
tribulation.  We  may  judge  from  the 
manner  of  his  dealing  with  Job,  what  uae 
Voun.  48 


Satan  naturally  makes  of  any  such  indal- 
gence.  Calamities  were  heaped  on  the 
patient  man  Aister  than  the  tongues  of  hia 
messengers  could  utter  them.  Blood  and 
slaughter,  burning  and  crushing,  were  the 
immediate  indications  of  the  deviPs  tem- 
porary authority  over  his  possessions  and 
his  family ;  and  when  he  was  permitted  to 
touch  the  body  of  his  victim,  he  left  him 
no  sound  part,  from  the  crown  of  his  head 
to  the  sole  of  his  foot,  but  transformed 
every  particle  of  healthful  flesh  into  a 
loathsome  and  agonized  sore.  Not  satia- 
fied  with  this,  he  stirred  up  the  very  per- 
son who  should  have  been  the  soother  of 
his  sorrows  and  the  strengthener  of  hia 
faith,  to  prompt  the  self  commission  of 
what  Satan  himself  was  witliheld  from  do- 
ing ;  for  tliere  can  be  Uttle  doubt  that  her 
wicked  sugestion  to  "  curse  God,  and  die," 
implied  the  act  of  self-murder,  to  be  com- 
mitted in  blasphemous  defiance  of  the 
Lord.  But  here  the  adversary  prevailed 
not ;  God  had  permitted  him  to  break  the 
hedge  set  about  Job's  temporal  posses- 
sions and  comforts,  but  his  life  and  his  soul 
were  still  secured.  Failing  in  this,  with 
what  refinement  of  prolonged  cruelty  did 
tlie  arch  fiend  instigate  his  professed  com- 
forters to  help  forward  Job's  affliction. 

Man's  destruction  is  indeed  the  regular 
employment  of  Satan.  The  Apostle  Peter 
tells  us,  ^*  Your  adversary  the  devil,  as  a 
roaring  lion,  walketh  about  seeking  whom 
he  may  devour."  1  Pet.  v.  8.  Like  "  the 
young  lions  roaring  after  their  food,"  he 
prowls  about,  hoping  to  find  some  one  for- 
saken of  God,  and  left  as  a  prey  to  hia 
teeth.  That  this  does  sometimes  happen, 
even  with  reference  to  the  Lord's  people, 
we  are  clearly  told.  Paul  expresses  i^ 
when  directing  the  Corinthian  Church 
how  to  act  towards  a  heinous  offender, 
who  having  given  place  to  the  devil,  waa 
now  doomed  to  experience  the  nature  of 
that  service  for  which  he  had  cast  away 
the  easy  yoke  of  Christ  "I  verily,  as  ab- 
sent in  body,  but  present  in  spirit,  have 
judged  already,  as  tliough  I  were  present, 
concerning  him  that  hath  done  tliis  deed. 
In  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
when  ye  are  gathered  together,  and  mjr 
spirit,  with  the  power  of  our  Lord  Jetua 
Christ,  to  deliver  such  a  one  unto  Satan 
for  the  destruction  of  the  flesh,  that  the 
■pirit  may  be  saved  in  the  day  of  tha 
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Lord  JesuB."  1  Cor.  v.  3 — 5.  It  appcara, 
however,  that  on  giving  proof  of  very 
deep  sorrow,  and  unfeigned  repentance, 
the  transgressor  was  received  again,  aAer 
experiencing,  no  doubt,  for  a  time,  what  it 
was  to  be  under  the  temporal  power  of 
the  evil  one.  Another  case  of  tliis  sort  is 
also  mentioned  by  the  same  apostle. 
"Holding  fuitii,  and  a  good  conscience; 
which  some  having  put  away,  concerning 
faith  have  made  shipwreck ;  of  whom  is 
Hymenffius  and  Alexander ;  whom  I  have 
delivered  unto  Satan,  that  they  may  learn 
not  to  blaspheme."  1  Tim.  i.  19,  20.  It 
would  appear  from  this,  that  a  temporary 
endurance  of  the  devil's  power  is  some- 
times seen  needful  for  the  perverse  chil- 
dren of  God,  in  order  to  terrify  them  by 
the  foretaste  of  what  an  eternal  subjection 
to  so  cruel  a  master  must  be :  and  Satan 
knows  the  length  of  his  chain,  he  is  proba- 
bly quite  aware  when  correction,  not  de- 
struction, is  all  that  he  is  licensed  to  inflict 
Accordingly  he  makes  the  most  of  his 
time,  not  lulling  and  soothing  them  in  their 
guilt,  as  with  those  who  arc  wholly  his 
own,  but  striving,  as  he  did  with  Job,  to 
render  them  desperate  under  the  rod,  tliat 
they  may  either  run  into  despairing  sin, 
"curse  God,  and  die,"  or  else,  as  was 
near  being  the  case  with  the  Corinthian 
offender,  may  utterly  faint  and  perish,  be- 
ing *'  swallowed  up  of  overmuch  sorrow." 
The  Bible  does  not  specify  tlie  particu- 
lar cruelties  practised  under  various  forms 
of  idolatry ;  but  from  what  is  perpetrated 
in  the  dark  places  of  the  earth  at  this  day, 
we  may  judge  of  Satan's  habitual  proceed- 
ings among  his  worshippers.  Human  sac- 
rifices, accompanied  with  circumstances 
of  most  horrible  barbarity,  are  common  in 
many  parts  of  the  world :  mothers  are  re- 
quired to  butcher  their  tender  infante, 
children  their  aged  parents,  and  vast 
numbers  of  all  ages  are  frequently  put  to 
death,  as  an  offering  to  the  spirit  of  a  de- 
ceased ruler,  or  to  be  attendants  on  his 
soul  in  anotlier  world.  Self-immolation  is 
enforced  as  a  sacred  duty ;  and  if  not  wil- 
lingly performed,  the  reluctant  victim  is 
murdered.  On  harmless  animals  most 
cruel  tortures,  are  inflicted,  as  an  accepta- 
ble service  to  the  devils  whom  the  heathen 
seek  to  propitiate  ;  and  in  that  nominally 
Christian  system,  of  which  the  "  coming  is 
aOer  the  working  of  Satan,"  (2  Thess.  ii.  9J 


'whose  teachers  are  "seducing  spirits," 
and  its  distinguishing  requirements  "  doc- 
trines of  devils,"  ( 1  Tim.  iv.  1.)  we  find 
;  tlie  Satanic  feature  of  wanton  cruelty  de- 
veloped in  full  deformity.    The  rack  is  its 
main  instrument  of  conversion  to  an  idol- 
atrous faith ;  and  the  flames  its  award  to 
such  as  will  not  venture  to  encounter  ever- 
lasting burnings.     Massacre  on  a  scale 
only  bounded  by  the  number  of  its  de- 
fenceless victims,  and  the  limits  of  its 
physical  power,  persecution,  to  the  utmost 
stretch  of  human  endurance,  these  are  the 
lot  of  its  opponents ;  while  for  the  mem- 
bers of  its  own  system  it  has  the  discipline 
of  the  scourge,  of  famishing  hunger,  of 
bodily   austerity    in    every    imaginable 
shape ;  and  a  merciless  rending  apart  of 
every  tie  that  God  has  formed  to  sweeten 
the  cup  of  human  life.     In  all  this  we 
should  recognise  the  cruel  hand  of  him 
who  was  a  murderer  from  the  beginning, 
even  had  not  the  word  of  God  so  distinctly 
set  him  forth  as  the  framer  and  upholder 
of  Popery,  as  to  warrant  our  numbering 
among  Scripture  evidences,  what  the  pro- 
phetic page  describes  in  the  passages  al- 
ready quoted  from  St  Paul ;  and  in  those 
of  John,  when  describing  the  Beast  which 
he  saw  rising  out  of  the  sea.    He  says, 
'^  The  dragon  gave  him  his  power,  and  his 
seat,  and  great  authority."    Rev.  xiii.  2. 
In  the  preceding   chapter  we  are  told 
(ver.  9)  that  the  dragon  is  "  that  old  ser- 
pent, called  the  devil,  and  Satan,  which 
decciveth  the  whole  world :"  and  again, 
of  the  Beast  to  whom  he  gave  his  power, 
it  is  written,  "  It  was  given  unto  him  to 
make  war  with  the  saints  and  to  overcome 
them,"  xiii.  7.     The  predictions  of  the 
Bible  are  no  less  certain  than  its  historical 
relations ;  and  if  we  desire  an  instance  of 
the  sustained  cruelty  of  Satan,  manifested 
through  a  space  of  twelve  hundred  years 
and  upwards,  not  among  barbarous  peo- 
ple who  never  heard  of  the  true  God,  but 
in  the  heart,  and  throughout  the  extent  of 
Christendom,  we  must  look  at  Popery — 
the    Babylon    of    prophecy,    concerning 
whom  it  is  said,  "  Babylon  the  great  .  .  . 
is  become  the  habitation)  of  devils,  and  the 
hold  of  every  foul  spirit,  and  a  cage  of 
every  unclean  and  hateful  bird."    Rev. 
xviii.  2. 

The  cases  of  those  possessed  with  devils 
is  represented  as  being  nearly  always  one 


IN  HEAVENLY  PLACEa 


870 


of  great  sufiering.  The  exceptions  seem 
to  be  those  instances  where  the  infernal 
inmate  was  a  welcome  confederate,  for  the 
sake  of  such  supernatural  powers  as  he 
could  confer.  Such  was  the  ^^  spirit  of  div- 
ination^' possessed  by  the  damsel  who 
followed  Paul  and  Silas;  the  "familiar 
spirits''  that  enabled  Simon  Magus,  Ely- 
mas,  and  others,  to  practise  sorcery ;  and 
the  awful  entering  in  of  Satan  himself 
into  Judas  Iscariot,  who  went  and  com- 
pleted his  tremendous  bargain  under  that 
devilish  influence. 

Among  the  many  descriptions  of  demo- 
niacal cruelty  inflicted  on  the  poor  crea- 
tures who  were  brought  to  our  Lord  or  to 
his  apostles,  we  may  notice  the  daughter  of 
the  Syro-Phenician  woman,  who  was  ^  grie- 
vously vexed  with  a  devil."    Matt  xv.  22. 
The  poor  boy  whose  father  gave  so  piteous 
a  description  of  his  sufferings,  aflerwards 
confirmed  it  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord. 
"Master,  I  have  brought  unto  thee  my 
son  which  hath  a  dumb  spirit;  and  when- 
soever he  taketh  him,  he  teareth  him :  and 
he  foameth  and  gnasheth  with  his  teeth, 
and  pineth  away."  Mark  ix.  17, 18.  "And 
oflentimcs  it  hath  cast  him  into  the  fire, 
and  into  the  waters,  to  destroy  him,"  v.  22. 
"  And  the  spirit  cried,  and  rent  him  sore, 
and  came  out  of  him,  and  he  was  as  one 
dead;  insomuch  that  many  said,   he  is 
dead;"  v.  26.    The  description  also,  as 
given  by  the  same  evangelist,  of  the  de- 
moniac from  whom  the  devils  passed  into 
the  swine,  is  very  awful.    "  A  man  with 
an  unclean  spirit,  who  had  his  dwelling 
among  the  tombs ;  and  no  man  could  bind 
him,  no,  not  with  chains ;  because  he  had 
been  oAen  bound  with  fetters  and  chains, 
and  the  chains  had  been  plucked  asunder 
by  him,  and  the  fetters  broken  in  pieces : 
neither  could  any  man  tame  him.    And 
always,  night  and  day,  he  was  in  the 
mountains  and  in  the  tombs,  crying,  and 
cutting  himself  with  stones."     Mark  v. 
2—5.    Again,  we  read,  "There  was  a 
woman  which  had  a  spirit  of  infirmity 
eighteen  years,  and  was  bowed  together, 
and   could  in  no  wise  lift  up  herself" 
Luke  xiii.  11 :  and  that  this  was  a  visita- 
tion of  Satanic  cruelty,  our  Lord  in  ex- 
press terms  reveals.    "  Ought  not  this  wo- 
man,   being   a    daughter    of  Abraham, 
whom  Satan  hath  bound  lo  these  eighteen 
yearn,  be  loosed- from  thie  bond  oo  the 


Sabbath  day  ?"  v.  16.    We  read,  too,  of 
"one  possessed  with  a  devil,  blind  and 
dumb."    Matt  xii.  22.    The  last  act  of 
these  fiends  was  always,  when  permitted, 
a    cruel    one:    they    "rent"  or  "threw 
down"    their   victims,    when    departing, 
though    restrained  from  fatally  injuring 
them.    Thus  it  was  with  the  man  in  the 
synagogue,  who  had  a  spirit  of  an  unclean 
devil,  which  testified,  in  evident  terror,  to 
our  Lord's  divinity ;  for  he  "  cried  out  with 
a  loud  voice,  saying.  Let  us  alone ;  what 
have  we  to  do  with  thee,  thou  Jesus  of  Naz- 
areth?   Art  thou  come  to  destroy  us? 
I  know  thee  who  thou  art ;  the  Holy  One 
of  God.    And  Jesus  rebuked  him,  saying, 
Hold  thy  peace,  and  come  out  of  him. 
And  when  the  devil  liad  thrown  him  down 
in  the  midst,  he  came  out  of  him,  and  hurt 
him  not"    Luke  iv.  33,  34,  35.      When 
Paul,  through  the  abundance  of  reveisr 
tions  vouchsafed  to  him,  was  in  danger  of 
becoming  puffed  up,  a  chastening  hand 
was  laid  on  him,  by  giving  Satan  power 
to  afflict  his  body,  in  some  way  not  parti- 
cularized.   He  calls  it  "a  thorn  in  the 
flesh ;  the  messenger  of  Satan  sent  to  bul^ 
fet  me."    2  Cor.  xii.  7.    It  was  grievous, 
for  he  thrice  besought  the  Lord,  that  it 
might  depart  from  him:  it  was  visible, 
and  humbling  to  human  pride,  for  he 
gratefully  mentions  it  to  the  praise  of  the 
Galatians,  that  it  did  not  lessen  their  re- 
gard for  him,  or  their  reverence  for  his 
mission.    "Ye  know  how,  through  infir- 
mity of  the  flesh,  I  preached  the  gospel  to 
you  at  first:  and  my  temptation,  which 
was  in  my  flesli,  ye  despised  not,  nor  re- 
jected; but  received  me  as  an  angel  of 
God,  even  as  Christ  Jesus."    Gal.  iv.  13, 
14. 

In  all  these,  and  many  other  instances, 
we  find,  that  the  power  of  Satan,  to  what- 
ever extent  it  is  carried,  is  always  cruelly 
oppressive:  Peter  testifies  of  our  Lord 
Jesus,  that  he  "  went  about  doing  good, 
and  healing  all  that  were  oppressed  of  the 
devil."  Acts  x.  3S.  But  grievous  as 
were  the  sufferings  tliat  Satan  inflicted 
on  the  bodies  of  those  over  whom  he  had 
liberty  to  tyrannize,  they  were  as  nothing 
compared  with  what  he  can  do  when  as- 
saulting the  mind.  We  do  not  here  speak 
of  such  as  knowingly  act  upon  his  vile 
suggestions,  but  of  those  who  are  the  un- 
conscious, or  defencelen  objects  of  hie 
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covert  attacks.  On  this  subject  the  book 
of  God  doe»  not  furnish  us  with  descrip- 
tions of  many  individual  cases;  it  rather 
chows  us  the  machinery  at  work,  and  en- 
ables us,  each  from  his  own  experience,  to 
jud^e  of  the  universal  results.  There  is 
not  an  impulse  of  our  nature,  nor  a  facul- 
ty of  our  minds,  nor  an  inclination  of  our 
hearts— there  is  not  a  duty,  there  is  not  an 
enjoyment,  there  is  not  a  trouble,  but  Sa- 
tan both  can  and  will  lay  hold  of  it  to 
tempt,  to  harass,  to  oppress  our  souls. 
Hence,  from  age  to  age,  every  believer, 
how  great  soever  his  privileges,  and  how 
happy  soever  his  experience,  must  often 
take  up  the  apostle's  language,  and  se- 
cretly confess,  that  "we  that  are  in  this 
tabernacle,  do  groan,  being  burdened." 
2  Cor.  V.  4.  And  tbe  nearer  a  Christian 
endeavours  to  follow  the  steps  of  Paul,  in 
active  employment  for  the  Lord's  cause 
among  men,  the  more  surely  will  be  have 
to  join  in  his  testimony,  who  spoke  so 
touchingly  of  his  inward  trials,  "  serving 
the  Lord  witli  all  humility  of  mind,  and 
with  many  tears^  and  temptations."  Acts 
zx.  19. 

In  what  manner  Satan  afflicted  the  af- 
fectionate Peter  is  fully  detailed ;  and  no 
one  who  loves  the  Lord  Jesus  can  for  a 
moment  doubt,  that  the  agonies  of  his 
mind  were  far  greater  and  more  intolerable 
than  any  bodily  suffering  whatever  could 
possibly  have  been.  He  was  grieved  to 
hear  his  adored  Master  predict  the  deser- 
tion of  his  disciples,  and  said,  "  Though 
all  men  should  be  offended  because  of 
thee,  yet  will  I  never  be  offended."  Matt 
xxvi.  33.  Our  Lord,  in  reply,  assured 
him,  that  before  tlie  cock  next  crew  he 
should  thrice  have  denied  him ;  and  Pe- 
ter, as  yet  little  aware  of  the  power  of  his 
invisible  adversary,  and  his  own  misera- 
ble weakness,  reiterated  the  confident  de- 
claration, "Though  I  should  die  with 
thee,  yet  will  I  not  deny  thee;"  v.  35. 
8t  Luke  records  that  the  Lord  also  ad- 
dressed him;  "  Simon,  behold,  Satan  hatli 
desired  to  have  you,  tliat  he  may  sifY  you 
as  wheat;"  Luke  xxii.  31;  thus  plainly  de- 
claring whose  was  the  cruel  work ;  and 
when,  afler  forsaking  that  gentle,  loving 
Master,  leaving  him  in  the  hands  of  his  foes, 
and  cautiously,  at  a  safe  distance,  steal- 
ing after,  to  watch  what  should  become  of 
him  whom  he  had  just  declared  he  would 


follow  to  prison  and  to  death,  the  too  coik 
fident  servant  was  led  by  the  devil  to  deny 
that  he  even  knew  his  Lord,  and  to  con- 
firm the  lie  with  oaths  and  curses:  how 
dreadful  must  have  been  his  feelings  at 
the  moment — how  agonizing  the  tortures 
of  his  conscience,  when  the  look  of  his 
compassionate  Lord,  suddenly  turned 
upon  him  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock, 
brought  his  sin  home  to  his  bosom  with 
all  its  aggravations !  He  could  not  fall  at 
the  feet)  of  the  captive — he  could  by  no 
possibility  approach  him  through  the  pha- 
lanx of  weapons  that  hemmed  him  in. 
He  could  not  cause  the  voice  of  his  pas- 
sionate supplication  to  reach  that  patient 
ear ;  nor  could  he  hear  from  the  beloved 
lip  the  word  of  pardon.  Probably  the 
countenance  turned  upon  him  with  that 
heart-breaking  look,  was  already  bruised 
by  the  ruffian  stroke  of  his  persecutors ; 
and,  though  we  may  fairly  believe  that 
the  power  of  Grod,  acting  without  a  word 
spoken,  at  that  moment  drove  Satan  from 
his  diabolical  work  in  the  mind  of  Peter, 
with  what  unmixed  anguish  of  soul  must 
tlie  apostle  have  recalled  his  cruel  deser- 
tion, and  insulting  denial  of  his  blessed 
Master:  while  John,  who  hsul  professed 
nothing  more  than  others,  was  boldly  ex- 
posing himself  to  the  peril  of  a  recogni- 
tion in  the  midst  of  the  judgment  hall. 
All  had  forsaken  Jesus  and  fled,  '*  that  the 
Scriptures  might  be  fulfilled  ;"  and  for  this 
no  Satanic  influence  was  necessary. 
The  weakness  of  human  nature,  wholly 
unassisted  by  divine  strength,  would  suf- 
fice to  hurry  a  handful  of  unarmed  men 
from  the  presence  of  a  hostile  band,  with 
weapons  and  torches,  who  had  taken  cap- 
tive their  leader,  tlie  root  of  all  their  confi- 
dence. This  panic  over,  John  was  ena- 
bled instantly  to  return  and  to  tread,  as 
near  as  he  could  approach  him,  the  steps 
of  his  Lord :  so  presenting  a  contrast  to 
Peter's  treachery,  which  made  the  latter 
at  once  inexcusable  and  doubly  odious  in 
the  eyes  of  the  unhappy  culprit  himself. 
To  us  the  story  is  most  important :  it  was 
Satan's  hour,  as  the  Lord  had  declared. 
The  prince  of  this  world  came,  and  had 
nothing  in  Him ;  but  in  every  one  of  us, 
he  has  enough  to  furnish  a  broad  ground 
for  any  temptation  that  he  may  choose  to 
bring ;  and  the  ferocious  cruelty  of  his 
dealing  against  the  heart  and  conscience 
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of  the  poor,  weak  fisherman,  at  that  sea- 
son of  bitter  sorrow  and  irreparable  be- 
reavement, may  teach  us  a  lesson  of 
continual  watchfulness  and  prayer,  that 
we  may  be  able  to  resist  the  wiles  of  the 
devil. 

Cruelty  is  alto^thcr  a  Satanic  quality; 
it  could  not  exist  but  for  him.  God  is 
love,  and  all  that  God  made  was  innocent, 
lovely,  loving,  till  sin  entered  in,  to  defile, 
and  Satan  got  power  to  destroy.  In  tes- 
timony to  tiiis,  we  have  the  predictions 
that  point  to  the  period  when  Satan  shall 
be  bound,  and  earth  be  wholly  free  from 
his  influence.  Thus  cruelty  in  all  its 
forms  shall  disappear.  "  Nation  shall  not 
liil  up  sword  against  nation,  neither  shall 
they  learn  war  any  more."  Isaiah  ii.  4. 
"  The  wolf  also  shall  dwell  with  the  lamb, 
and  the  leopard  shall  lie  down  with  the 
kid ;  and  the  calf,  and  the  fatling,  and  the 
young  Hon  together,  and  a  little  child 
shall  lead  them.  And  the  cow  and  the 
bear  shall  feed — their  young  ones  shall  lie 
down  together;  and  the  lion  shall  eat 
straw  like  the  ox.  And  the  sucking  child 
shall  play  on  the  hole  of  the  asp,  and  the 
weaned  child  shall  put  his  hand  on  the 
cockatrice's  den.  They  shall  not  hurt  nor 
destroy  in  all  my  holy  mountain."  Isaiah 
xi.  6—9.  Such  will  be  the  consequence  of 
removing  the  originator  of  all  wickedness, 
the  instigator  of  all  cruelty  from  the  earth, 
and  re-establishing  the  reign  of  love. 


SECTION  ?I. 


SATANIC     ACTIVITY. 


"TnE  angel  of  the  bottomless  pit"  is 
called  Abaddon,  or  Apollyon,  a  destroyer, 
(Rev.  ix.  11.)  and  in  the  work  of  destruc- 
tion his  activity  is  indeed  great  When 
we  reflect  on  the  extent  of  our  globe,  on 
the  number  of  its  inhabitants — an  ever- 
changing,  ever-increasing  popidation  — 
during  almost  sixty  centuries,  and  the  vast 
varieties  of  mind,  temper,  disposition,  and 
circumstances  that  prevent  the  history  of 
any  one  among  them  from  being  the  his- 
tory of  any  other ;  when,  too,  we  remem- 
ber that  of  all  these  multitudes  not  one 


has  escaped  the  temptation  of  the  devil, 
and  that  the  main  bulk  of  the  whole  have 
been  doing  his  will,  promoting  his  inter- 
ests, and  acting  in  harmony  with  his  gen- 
eral design,  in  the  face  of  all  the  evi- 
dences that  crowd  around  them  to  the 
being  and  power  of  a  holy,  just,  and  be- 
neficent God — we  surely  must  discern  tiie 
characteristic  of  amazing  activity,  in  him 
who*  keeps  so  mighty  a  host  true  to  his 
interests,  and  blind  to  their  own. 

When  Noah  preached  righteousness  to 
the  men  of  his  generation,  and  verified 
his  warnings  by  preparing  before  their 
eyes  the  ark  which  was  to  preserve  all 
flesh  that  did  not  perish  in  the  coming  del- 
uge, he  made  not  a  single  convert  to  his 
doctrine ;  and  the  angel  of  the  bottomless 
pit  swept  ofi*  the  whole  generation  of  meo 
into  his  own  abode,  one  family  only  being 
reserved.  Scarcely  was  that  reserved 
family  re-established  on  earth's  surface, 
when  he  beguiled  the  godly  patriarch 
into  an  act  of  intemperance;  and  this 
transgression  the  enemy  also  turned  to 
such  advantage,  that  it  laid  a  third  part  of 
his  progeny  under  a  malediction,  of  which 
Satan  well  knew  how  to  avail  himself  for 
fartlier  mischief.  He  fastened  on  the  pos- 
terity of  Canaan  with  peculiar  tenacity 
and  plunged  them  into  every  abominatioa 
So  far  as  the  Bible  traces  their  history 
we  find  it  one  of  perpetual  crime  and  suf- 
fering; and  at  this  day,  their  condition, 
physical,  moral,  and  spiritual,  is  a  blot  oo 
the  name  and  nature  of  man.  What  pro- 
digious activity  has  he  shown,  and  how 
extensively,  how  unremittingly  have  the 
rulers  of  the  darkness  of  this  world  de- 
based and  afllicted  the  children  of 
Canaan ! 

Shem  had  a  blessing,  and  Japheth  also, 
which  Satan  could  not  hope  to  reverse; 
but  against  each  of  their  races  he  has 
prevailed  in  a  signal  manner,  and  to  this 
day  he  glories  in  the  triumph  achieved. 
From  Shem,  a  single  family  was  chosen, 
to  be  blessed  above  all  the  nations  of  the 
earth,  and  to  be  a  universal  blessing.  To 
them  were  committed  the  laws  and  the 
oracles  of  God  ;  through  them  alone  was 
He  revealed,  and  his  will  made  known  to 
the  world ;  and  above  all,  of  them  was  to 
come  that  seed  of  the  woman,  promised 
even  in  the  hour  of  man's  transgression, 
who  should  bruise  the  serpent^s  head,  and 
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finally  destroy  him  and  his  works.  The 
history  of  Israel  is  a  continued  history  of 
Satanic  dih'gence :  he  led  Abraham,  Isaac, 
and  Jacob,  into  acts  of  most  sinful  dis- 
simulation ;  Sarah,  into  tyranny  and  in- 
justice; Rebecca  and  Leah  into  most 
gross  deceit  In  them  he  indeed  exhib- 
ited himself  as  the  father  of  lies ;  and  in 
the  sons  of  Jacob,  proved  himself  the 
"murderer  from  the  beginning."  He 
stirred  up  the  King  of  Egypt  to  destroy 
their  progeny,  by  oppression,  and  by 
bloodshed;  and  to  resist  the  delivering 
hand  of  the  Lord,  until  the  waters  of  the 
Red  Sea  swept  the  whole  mighty  host  of 
Egypt  at  once  into  hell.  He  then  fol- 
lowed the  rescued  people  through  the  wil- 
derness, exciting  them  to  every  species  of 
provocation  that  might  compel  the  Lord 
to  destroy  them ;  and  succeeded  even  in 
drawing  them  to  forsake  the  worship  of 
their  own  God,  the  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth,  for  that  of  devils.  While  Moses 
was  absent,  receiving  from  Jehovah  the 
law  which  had  been  promulgated  with 
such  fearful  majesty  but  a  few  days  before 
from  Mount  Sinai,  and  while  the  moun- 
tain yet  smoked  with  fire  from  heaven, 
Satan  drew  them  into  idolatry  the  most 
gross ;  even  surpassing  that  of  the  Egyp- 
tians ;  for  what  they  worshipped  was  the 
mysterious,  tliough  irrational  creation  of 
God,  while  the  Israelites  paid  divine  ho- 
mage to  what,  but  tlie  day  before,  had 
dangled  from  their  own  ears.  The  terri- 
ble example  made  did  not  reclaim  them ; 
they  went  on  to  transgress,  and  were  soon 
drawn  into  an  active  participation  of  the 
idolatrous  sin  of  the  Canaanites,  whom 
they  had  been  commanded  for  that  very 
sin  to  destroy.  Balaam  had  no  power  to 
curse  Israel,  but  he  prevailed  by  Satan's 
subtlety,  to  make  them  curse  themselves. 
Ailer  many  generations  had  passed  away, 
each  exceeding  the  former  in  iniquity,  the 
revolt  became  so  grievous,  that  ten  out  of 
the  twelve  tribes  were  cast  off;  delivered 
up  to  themselves  and  to  Satan,  and  whi- 
ther he  has  conducted  them,  or  where  they 
now  abide,  no  man  knoweth. 

The  two  that  were  left,  instead  of  ta- 
king warning  by  their  dreadful  fate,  went 
on  to  provoke  the  Lord  to  jealousy,  until 
they  too,  in  righteous  though  reluctant 
judgment,  were  delivered  into  the  hands 
of  their  enemies  for  severe  chastisement: 


and  this  had  such  an  effect  on  them,  that, 
as  a  body,  all  the  wiles  of  the  devil  have 
not  prevailed  again  to  involve  them  in  the 
guilt  of  idolatry.    This,  which  had  been 
the  powerful  engine  of  Satan  for  so  many 
ages,  now  failed;  and  did  he  therefore 
abandon  the    hopeless    task  of  inviting 
them  to  rebellion?    No :  his  craft — which 
may  the  Lord  speedily  and  for  ever  con- 
found ! — discovered  another  mode  of  ren- 
dering void  the  gracious  purposes  of  God 
toward  them:   and  he  gradually  substi- 
tuted for  the  immutable,  perfect  law  of 
Jehovah,  the  commandments  of  vain,  fool- 
ish men :  he  first  encumbered,  then  super- 
seded the  written  word,  by  means  of  tra- 
ditions, which,  being  reduced  to  writing, 
usurped  the  place  of  Holy  Scripture ;  and 
by  that  means  so  completely  blinded  the 
eyes,  and  hardened  the  heart  of  the  chosen 
people,  that  when,  at  the  appointed  time, 
the  Deliverer,  the  Messiah,  the  Lord  whom 
they  looked  for,  suddenly  came,  they  de- 
spised, rejected,  hated,  and  crucified  him ! 

For  this,  destruction,  terrible  destruc- 
tion, came  upon  them :  and  alas !  not  to 
the  pages  of  the  Bible,  but  to  the  streets 
of  our  own  cities,  the  hovels  of  our  own 
villages  must  we  turn,  to  know  what, 
through  the  hateful  devices  of  the  devil, 
has  befallen  Israel — to  see  how  the  Lord 
hath  dealt  with  the  dearly-beloved  of  his 
soul.  The  contemplation  is  enough  to 
weigh  down  the  most  rejoicing  spirit,  in 
bitter  grief  and  despondency :  but,  blessed 
be  the  Lord !  this  dispensation  of  wrath  is 
well  nigh  passed  away.  "Thou  shalt 
arise,  and  have  mercy  upon  Zion ;  for  the 
time  to  favour  her,  yea,  the  set  time  is 
come.  For  thy  servants  take  pleasure  in 
her  stones,  and  favour  the  dust  thereof." 
Psalm  cii.  13,  14. 

When  the  Lord  Jesus  appeared  among 
the  people,  who  for  many  centuries  had 
eagerly  looked  for  his  advent,  he  chose 
out  twelve  men  to  be  witnesses  of  his 
mighty  works,  the  companions  of  his  la- 
borious path,  the  privileged  intimates  of 
his  merciful  bosom.  Of  tliese,  Satan  fixed 
on  one,  took  up  his  abode  in  him,  trans- 
formed him  into  his  own  image,  and 
wrought  in  him  to  become  the  betrayer 
and  murderer  of  his  Master.  The  read- 
ing through  any  one  of  the  four  Gospels 
with  a  continual  reference  to  the  part 
that  Satan  wa«  acting   all    along,   will 
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give  an  awfal  idea  of  his  indefatigable 
diligence. 

We  now  come  to  Japheth;  his  pos- 
terity, reckoned  among  Gentiles,  as  hav- 
ing no  part  in  the  very  peculiar  advan- 
tages belonging  to  this  branch  of  Shem, 
were  received  into  participation  of  their 
rich  privileges,  and  indeed  into  their  place 
altogether,  until  the  indignation  against 
them  should  be  accomplished.  GraAed 
into  the  good  olive,  (Rom.  xi.  17,)  they 
became  living  branches :  and  though  Sa- 
tan might  exult  in  the  total  ruin  of  Israel, 
the  destruction  of  the  holy  city,  and  deso- 
lation of  the  goodly  land,  he  had  the 
mortification  of  seeing  that  Christ  had 
yet  a  church,  though  Israel  was  not  ga- 
thered ;  (Isaiah  xlix. ;)  and  that  his  word 
would  run  and  be  glorified  throughout  the 
world ;  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  in 
the  isles  of  the  sea.  He  thcretbre  set  him- 
self to  defile  and  destroy  the  Grentile,  even 
as  he  had  done  the  Jewish  Church :  and 
two  of  his  stale  devices  were  found  ef 
fectual  here.  By  means  of  oral  traditions, 
abundantly  falsified,  he  set  aside  the 
Scriptures :  and  so  having  made  tlie  com- 
mandments of  men  more  valid  than  the 
commands  of  God,  he  contrived  by  their 
means  to  bring  in  idolatry ;  not  under  its 
real  title  of  idol-worship,  or  devil-worship, 
but  on  tlic  principle  of  the  golden  calf, 
proclaiming  a  feast  to  Jehovah,  while  eat- 
ing and  drinking,  dancing  and  rejoicing, 
in  honour  of  the  manufactured  abomina- 
tion of  their  own  device.  To  such  an  ex- 
tent did  he  succeed,  that  out  of  the  whole 
mass  of  the  Gentile  Church,  occupying 
tlie  place  of  tlie  Jew,  and  with  pious  hor- 
ror trampling  him  under  foot,  only  a  very 
small,  unknown,  or  where  known,  perse- 
cuted and  butchered  remnant,  could  be 
found,  who  did  not  far  outdo  the  Jew  in 
tlie  worst  of  his  iniquities. 

But  the  Bible  remained;  and  some 
were  found  to  read  it;  and  through  the 
obstinate  fidelity  of  the  scorned,  detested 
Jew,  this  new  counterfeit  of  Christianity, 
with  all  hell  at  his  heels,  could  not  falsify 
the  blessed  text  By  its  means,  the  faith 
of  God  never  extinguished,  fully  revived 
and  spread  abroad,  and  occasioned  a 
great  falling  ofif  from  Popery  to  Christ. 
Here  was  a  fresh  call  on  the  indefatigable 
diligence  of  Satan :  he  responded  to  it, 
by  bringing  in  as  many  heresies,  and  by 


effecting  as  many  divisions,  as  he  possibly 
could  among  those  who  held  aloof  from 
the  idolatrous  system ;  in  the  hope  tliat 
he  should  yet  be  able  so  to  arm  it  again 
with  temporal  power,  as  to  crush  the  little 
flock  of  Christ  within  its  gigantic  jaws. 
In  this  position  he  now  stands,  working 
among  the  three  branches  of  the  human 
family,  with  the  angry  zeal  of  one,  who 
knows  that  his  time  is  very  short  The 
descendants  of  Canaan  he  keeps  in  bond- 
age of  body  and  soul  the  most  galling, 
the  most  degrading  that  man  can  pubmit 
to ;  and  until  within  a  short  period,  he  had 
power  even  over  a  truly  enlightened 
Christian  nation,  to  make  them  active 
agents  in  perpetuating,  yea,  in  aggrava- 
ting the  horrors  of  his  yoke,  on  the  necks 
of  their  sable  brethren.  Shcm's  principal 
representatives,  the  chosen,  highly-fa- 
voured children  of  Jacob,  arc  yet  wholly 
blinded  to  the  great  truth  which  they 
have  conveyed  to  us ;  and  with  the  books 
of  the  Old  Testament  in  their  hands,  and 
with  the  deepest  reverence  for  all  that 
Moses  and  the  prophets  have  written  con- 
cerning Christ,  their  eyes  are  withheld 
from  recognising  the  substance  of  tlie 
shadow  which  they  so  cherish :  and  with 
the  view  of  the  water  of  lite  flowing 
across  their  path,  they  perish  in  unslaked 
thirst  The  fiction  with  which  Satan  has 
long  deceived  so  large  a  proportion  of  n(y 
minal  Christendom,  is  still  sustained  ;  and 
up  to  this  time  he  keeps  his  ground,  in 
defiance  of  increasing  light  on  all  sides ; 
so  that  we  only  now  and  then  hear  of  an 
individual  rescued  from  the  dominion  of 
that  blasphemous  cheat,  and  enabled  to 
see  the  snare  coiled  around  him ;  while 
full  as  many  brought  up  in  the  doctrine 
and  worship  of  the  true  God,  turn  aside 
unto  fables  and  believe  the  lie.  When 
we  consider  that  of  all  these  multitudes, 
and  the  myriads  beside  who  have  not 
been  specified,  every  single  individual  re- 
quires the  vigilant  superintendence  of 
some  subtle  spirit  to  continue  his  delusion, 
to  harden  him  against  the  truth,  and  even 
against  the  pleadings  of  his  own  natural 
reason,  and  the  surrounding  evidences  of 
a  power,  goodness,  holiness,  tliat  he  re- 
fuses to  acknowledge,  we  may  partly  con- 
ceive what  active  duty  is  required  of  each 
several  angel  among  the  fallen  host :  and 
how  prodigious  must  be  the  diligence  of 
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their  leader,  ever  seeing  and  directing 
•och  a  complicated  work. 

In  this  instance  alone,  we  have  gone 
beyond  the  track  of  Scripture  history; 
but  not  that  of  prophecy.  The  Bible  sets 
fortli  what  should  come  to  pass ;  and  we 
look  at  what  has  occurred,  and  what  will 
yet  occur,  before  our  eyes.  The  pro- 
longed bondage  and  wretchedness  of  Ca- 
naan's race,  the  unbelief,  dispersion,  and 
continued  degradation  of  luael,  and  the 
great  apostacy  from  the  Christian  Church, 
with  its  duration  and  consequences,  are 
all  most  exactly  foretold.  And  Satan,  as 
"  the  god  of  this  world,"  "  the  prince  of 
the  power  of  the  air,"  *'  the  spirit  that  now 
worketh  in  the  children  of  disobedience," 
is  distinctly  shown  to  be  their  governor, 
until,  by  the  operation  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
they  are  delivered  out  of  his  hand,  and 
translated  to  the  kingdom  of  Gk)d'8  dear 
Bon. 


SECTION  VII. 

SATANIC    KNOWLEDGE. 

There  is  a  wisdom  peculiar  to  the 
powers  of  evil  whereof  the  apostle  speaks : 
"  This  wisdom  descendeth  not  from  above, 
but  is  earthly,  sensual,  devilish;"  James 
iii.  15 ;  and  there  is  a  knowledge  gained 
by  close,  continued  observation,  apart  from 
any  divine  aid  whatever,  and  which  fits  a 
man  to  deceive  and  defraud  his  neigh- 
bour. In  tliis,  we  may  believe  Satan 
abounds ;  and  we  are  quite  sure  that  he 
has  ihe  power  of  communicating  it,  be- 
cause the  Scriptures  distinctly  say  so. 
He  can  enable  his  servants  to  prophecy, 
but  not  true  things :  John  saw  an  unclean 
spirit  proceed  out  of  the  mouth  of  tlie  false 
prophet.  Rev.  xvi.  13.  He  can  endow 
them  with  miraculous  powers ;  as  wit- 
ness Pharaoh's  enchanters,  and  the  pre- 
dicted apostacy  of  him,  "  whose  coming  is 
after  the  workings  of  Satan,  with  all 
power,  and  signs,  and  lying  wonders ;"  2 
Thess.  ii.  9;  and  who,  under  another 
name,  is  described  as  he  that  "doth 
great  wonders,  so  that  he  maketh  fire 
come  down  from  heaven  on  the  earth,  in 


the  sight  of  men;  and  deceiveth  them 
that  dwell  on  the  earth,  by  the  means  of 
those  wonders  which  he  hath  power  to  do 
in  the  sight  of  the  beast"  Rev.  xiii.  13, 
14.  The  heaven  here  spoken  of,  is,  of 
course,  the  upper  region  of  our  atmo* 
sphere ;  for  to  the  heaven  of  God's  presence 
Satan  cannot  extend  his  influences ;  how- 
ever, he  may,  by  some  mysterious  man- 
date, be  made  to  appear  there,  as  we  have 
already  noticed.  By  devDish  wisdom  he 
may  devise  many  craAy  plans,  and  by 
devilish  power  carry  them  into  most  des- 
tructive operation  ;  and  it  is  important  to 
consider  this  point,  lest  we  fall  into  the 
very  common  snare  of  despising  and  ne^ 
lecLing  what  we  are  bound  most  vigilantly 
to  watch  and  to  guard  against. 

Men,  by  accurate  observation  of  the 
phenomena  of  God's  works,  and  tracing 
effects  to  their  causes,  sometimes  make 
marvellous  discoveries ;  and  by  a  judicious 
application  of  the  knowledge  acquired,  by 
analogical  reasonings,  fit  combinations, 
and  often  by  apparent  accidents,  occur- 
ring in  the  course  of  the  curious  investiga- 
tions, they  produce  results  that  bear  the 
character  of  amazing  inventions.  Yet 
how  limited,  how  clouded,  how  defective, 
how  utterly  insignificant  is  tlie  widest 
sphere  of  man's  laborious  observation, 
compared  with  what  Satan  can  take  in  at 
a  glance.  The  painful  calculations  of  the 
astronomer,  arrived  at  afler  years  of  sleep- 
less nights,  and  requiring  probably  aa 
many  more  studious  days  to  render  them 
intelligibly  credible  to  others,  are  simple 
matters  of  common  observation  to  him. 
Those  hidden  laboratories,  where  the  ele- 
ments in  mystery  and  darkness  work,  are 
so  far  open  to  him  as  created  intelligence 
is  permitted  to  explore  them ;  and  he  cer- 
tainly knows  our  frame  far  better  than  we 
ourselves  know  it  We  have  the  direct, 
explicit,  reiterated  testimony  of  God  him- 
self, that  Satanic  influence  could  quench 
the  sight,  close  the  hearing,  fetter  the 
tongue,  paralyze  the  limbs,  distort  the 
body,  madden  the  brain,  and  impart  to 
man  the  force  of  a  powerful,  ferocious 
beast  Instances  of  all  this  have  been  ad- 
duced from  Scripture,  in  the  preceding 
sections ;  as  also  the  marvels  wrought,  as 
in  the  case  of  the  Egyptian  sorcerers, 
probably  by  the  application  of  Satanic 
skill,  in  what  we  call  chemistry,  natural 
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history,  and  other  branches  of  science. 
We  may  doubt,  or  rather  deny  his  ability 
to  raise  a  tempest ;  for  the  stormy  winds 
fulfil  God's  word :  (Psalm  cxlviii.  8  ;)  but 
he  can  at  least  do  more  than  Columbus 
did,  when  by  calculating  and  foretelling 
an  eclipse  of  the  moon,  he  terrified  the 
poor  ignorant  natives  into  compliance  with 
all  his  demands. 

An  instance  of  his  subtlety  occurring  a 
few  years  since,  and  attested  by  unim- 
peachable evidence,  may  illustrate  this. 
The  writer  had  it  from  one  who  was  on 
the  spot ;  and  it  has  also  been  published. 
The  late  Lady  Hester  Stanhope,  it  is  well 
known,  fell  into  a  snare  of  the  devil,  ab- 
jured her  faitli,  and  lived  among  the 
mountains  of  Djourni  as  an  eastern  prin- 
cess, wholly  divorced  from  all  former  ties, 
not  only  to  her  country,  but  to  her  God ; 
she  aficcted  a  knowledge  of  futurity,  pe- 
culiar to  those  who  practise  witchcraft 
Her  house  was  visited  by  many  strangers, 
including  Englishmen ;  and  they  were 
hospitably  entertained.  At  the  time  now 
alluded  to,  some  zealous  Christians  occa- 
sionally took  up  their  temporary  abode 
with  her;  the  Rev.  Lewis  Way,  Joseph 
WoKF;  and  others,  who  earnestly  longed 
to  lead  into  the  fold  this  wandering  sheep 
and  her  infidel  household.  This,  of  course, 
would  raise  Satan's  opposition  in  no  com- 
mon degree;  for  the  smallest  portion  of 
good  leaven  lodged  in  that  lump  might 
work  the  ruin  of  his  kingdom  in  a  place 
where  every  inch  of  territory  is  an  impor- 
tant possession.  Among  the  members  of 
her  establishment  was  a  Dcwish,  a  pre- 
tender to  superior  knowledge  and  sanctity, 
a  teacher  and  worshipper  of  false  gods, 
therefore  of  devils;  held  in  esteem  by 
Lady  Hester,  and  in  great  awe  and  ad- 
miration by  her  dependants.  This  man's 
influence  could  not  co-exist  witli  that  of  a 
Christian  minister;  and  though  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  took  any  part  in  resist- 
ing them,  Satan  contrived  so  to  establish 
his  character  as  to  seal  up  his  followers  in 
deeper  darkness  than  before.  A  tremen- 
dous earthquake  buried  Aleppo  in  niins : 
the  city  was  overthrown  and  the  inhabi- 
tants perished.  Situated  many  miles  dis- 
tant from  the  scene  of  devastation,  with- 
out the  possibility  of  any  human  commu- 
nication, and  indeed  before  it  took  place, 
this  Dewisli  openly  proclaimed  that  Alep- 
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po  was  destroyed.  In  that  advanced  stage 
of  the  subterranean  process,  an  observant 
being  could  doubtless  tell  that  the  criBU 
was  at  hand — could  point  tlie  spot  where, 
from  circumstances  ordered  of  God,  it  was 
evidently  to  burst:  and  thus  by  simply 
using  the  tongue  of  an  ungodly  man  to 
convey  the  intimation,  he  established  that 
man's  claim  to  a  prophetic  spirit.  It  was 
much  talked  of  at  tlie  time,  and  questioned 
by  some  who  would  neither  admit  that  a 
divine  revelation  was  made  to  so  evil  a 
character,  and  for  no  good  end,  or  that 
Satan  has  power  to  discover  the  yet  ud- 
revealed  purposes  of  God.  We  admi^ 
both  these  objections,  yet  tlie  tile  is  true ; 
and  on  this  ground  it  is  perfectly  ex- 
plicable. 

And  on  tliis  principle  we  may  account 
for  securing  revelations  of  future,  or  very 
distant  events,  by  dreams  or  otherwiee, 
where  they  oden  tend  to  foster  a  danger- 
ous superstition,  or  to  strengthen  belief  in 
a  false  doctrine.  Such  things  have  come 
to  pass  within  the  knowledge  of  some  who 
may  read  these  pages.  Intimations  have 
been  given  of  a  death,  or  other  occur- 
rence, and  mentioned  aJso  by  the  party 
receiving  the  impression,  hours  before  it 
was  possible  for  intelligence  to  arrive: 
sometimes  at  the  very  moment  the  circum- 
stance took  place ;  and  instances  could  be 
named  wlicre  Popery  has  at  once  been 
embraced  on  the  strength  of  such  juggling 
devices  ot' Satan.  A  )M;rson  apparently  in 
the  soundest  healtli  may  be  told  by  an- 
other, seemingly  inspired,  that  within  such 
a  period  he  should  die ;  and  the  prediction 
may  be  literally  accomplished.  In  many 
cases,  aneurism  for  instance,  an  organic 
disease  works  its  way  for  a  long  time 
without  producing  any  sensible  external 
effect;  but  Satan  marks,  and  calculates, 
and  confidently  pronounces  what,  when 
the  event  comes  to  pass,  is  regarded  as  an 
oracle  of  God.  That  He  can  and  does 
graciously  warn  and  instruct  his  servants, 
both  "  in  dreams  and  visions  of  the  night,** 
and  in  various  other  ways,  we  cannot  for 
a  moment  doubt ;  neither  would  we  ap- 
proach by  a  single  step  the  awful  crime 
of  even  ignorantly  attributing  to  evil  pow- 
ers what  may  be  the  gracious  intimations 
of  the  Holy  One :  we  merely  notice  some 
illustrations  of  the  Scripture  assertion, 
that  intercourse  may  be  held  with  Ta* 
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miliar  tpirite,"  and  witchcraft  practised, 
and  supernatural  knowledge  acquired  by 
diabolical  aid. 

Three  score  years  render  a  clever  man 
shrewdly  experienced  and  worldly  wise,  if 
he  have  passed  them  in  carefully  looking 
about  him  with  a  view  to  his  own  interests. 
What  then  must  be  the  advantage  to  Sa- 
tan of  nearly  six  thousand  years'  observa- 
tion of  all  that  concerns  our  race  ?  The 
■tupendous  intellect  of  an  angel,  faculties 
of  which  we  can  form  no  conception  ex- 
cept from  their  mighty  effects ;  enough  of 
daring  to  brave,  and  enough  of  malignity 
to  persecute  "the  Mighty  Father,  the 
Everlasting  God,  the  Prince  of  Peace," 
and  to  aid  all  of  these,  an  ally  already  en- 
gaged on  his  side  within  the  bosom  of 
every  child  of  man.  Such  is  our  adver- 
sary the  devil :  such  is  that  roaring  lion 
who  goeth  about  seeking  whom  he  may 
devour ;  and  shall  we  be  lulled  into  secu- 
rity, despite  the  awful  admonitions  which 
the  Holy  Ghost  hath  given,  because  it  has 
become  fashionable  to  despise  his  power, 
disbelieve  his  interference,  and  make  light 
of  his  name  ? 

But,  apart  from  supernatural  knowledge, 
there  is  a  wisdom  which  Satan  imparts, 
by  means  of  those  suggestions  that  every 
one  among  us  can  testify  he  has  power  to 
insinuate  into  our  minds.  The  apostle 
was  speaking  of  that  external  worldly  re- 
ligion which  is  consistent  with  "  bitter  en- 
vying and  strife"  in  the  heart  Where 
these  are  allowed,  he  bids  us  "  glory  not, 
smd  lie  not  against  the  truth,"  for  the  wis- 
dom in  which  such  persons  boast  them- 
selves "  dcscendeth  not  from  above,  but  is 
«arthly,  sensual,  devilish."  Some  have 
•erringly  compared  the  mind  of  an  infant  to 
m  dean  sheet  of  paper,  on  which  good  or 
ibad  maybe  written  at  will ;  this  is  wrong; 
ibr  the  paper  is  impure,  and  blotted  from 
the  very  first,  and  scribbled  over  with  all 
evil;  but,  so  far  as  wisdom  and  know- 
ledge are  concerned,  the  sheet  is  certainly 
blank,  until  reason  begins  to  unfold  itself; 
and  Satan  is  eagerly  on  the  alert  with  his 
subordinate  fiends,  to  impart  that  which 
eometh  from  beneath.  It  is  a  solemn  con- 
sideration that  every  idea  conveyed  to  a 
child's  mind  must  be  from  one  of  these 
•oarces:  man  can  originate  nothing:  he 
may  imbibe  the  notions  of  others,  but  they 
•loo  must  be  sought  for  under  one  of  the 


heads  named  by  the  apostle :  the  wisdom 
that  Cometh  from  above,  wliich  is  pure  and 
peaceable,  or  the  wisdom  that  eometh 
[Vom  beneath,  which  is  Satanic.  Of  the 
latter  class  was  AhithophePs  wisdom ;  in 
a  good  cause,  his  plan  of  carrying  on  the 
war  would  have  been  sound  counsel ;  but 
being  brought  to  aid  the  cause  of  treason, 
rebellion,  parricide,  it  was  devilish.  Satan 
suggested  it,  and  God  turned  it  into  fool- 
ishness. 2  Sam.  xviL  14. 

The  wisdom  taught  by  our  adversary  is  al- 
ways opposed  to  the  truth ;  it  is  a  knowledge 
that  puffeth  up,  and  makes  those  who  pos- 
sess it  fools — "  For  my  people  is  foolish, 
they  have  not  known  mc :  they  are  sottish 
children,  they  have  none  understanding: 
they  are  wise  to  do  evil,  but  to  do  good 
they  have  no  knowledge."  Jer.  iv.  22. 
And  this  must  be  unlearned :  "  If  any  man 
among  you  seemeth  to  be  wise  in  this 
world,  let  him  become  a  fool  that  he  may 
be  wise.  For  the  wisdom  of  this  world  is 
foolishness  with  Grod;"  for  it  is  written, 
'*  He  taketh  the  wise  in  their  own  crafti- 
ness;*' and  again,  "The  Lord  knoweth 
the  thoughts  of  the  wise,  that  they  are 
vain."  1  Cor.  iii.  18,  19,  20.  The  Egyp- 
tians were  fully  replenished  with  this  in- 
fernal wisdom,  when  planning  to  diminish 
the  people  of  Israel  by  destroying  the 
male  children,  they  said,  "  Come  on ;  let 
us  deal  wisely  with  them."  Exod.  i.  10. 
These,  and  similar  passages,  clearly  show- 
ing that  the  wisdom  of  this  world  ema- 
nates from  the  god  of  this  world,  are  cal- 
culated to  prove  to  us  the  danger  that  be- 
sets the  path  of  such  as  are  bent  on  ac- 
qoiring  knowledge  apart  from  godliness. 
They  have  a  master  at  hand,  ready  and 
able  to  teach  them  as  much  as  human  un- 
derstanding may  grasp,  and  sure  to  clothe 
with  every  attraction  the  bait  which  he 
has  found  to  be  so  efficacious  in  bringing 
souls  into  his  net ;  but  the  price  of  his  les- 
sons is  such,  that  the  man  who  strikes  that 
bargain  is  bankrupt  forever. 


SECTION  VIII. 

THE    LIMIT   OP   SATANIC    POWER. 

Whence  comes  it  that,  in  proportion  as 
men  are  obviously  under  the  influence  of 
an  unrenewed  heart  tliey  seem  disposed 
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to  make  light  of  the  solemn  reality  which 
we  are  considering  ?  Why  do  they  most 
question  or  despise  the  enemy's  power, 
when  giving  the  plainest  proofs  of  his  un- 
resisted dominion  over  themselves  ?  Our 
Lord  has  furnished  us  with  a  clue  to  un- 
ravel the  mystery :  he  says,  in  direct  ref- 
erence to  it,  "  When  a  strong  man  armed 
keepetli  his  palace,  his  goods  are  in  peace ; 
but  when  a  stronger  than  he  shall  come 
upon  him,  he  taketh  from  him  all  his  ar- 
mour wherein  he  trusted,  and  divideth  his 
spoils."  Luke  xi.  21,  22.  Man  is  bom  in 
a  state  of  rebellion  against  the  supreme 
authority  of  his  sovereign  king ;  and  like- 
wise in  such  a  condition  of  mental  and 
spiritual  darkness,  that  he  cannot  be 
brought  to  see  himself  as  he  is,  until  di- 
vmely  illuminated.  He  cannot  compre- 
hend the  plain  meaning  of  assertions  re- 
peated again  and  again  in  the  volume  to 
which,  as  a  whole,  he  perhaps  yields  his 
assent,  but  which,  in  its  details  and  its 
personal  applications,  is  probably  still  a 
sealed  book  to  him.  St  Paul  describes 
man  as  being  "  carnal,  sold  under  sin ;" 
Rom.  vii.  14 ;  and  again  he  says,  "  the 
carnal  mind  is  enmity  against  God ;  for  it 
is  not  subject  to  the  law  of  God,  neither 
indeed  can  be."  Rom.  viii.  7,  This  char- 
acteristic of  disobedience  belongs  to  the 
whole  human  race,  however  reluctant 
they  may  be  to  acknowledge  it  Indeed, 
the  scheme  of  redemption  necessarily 
hinges  upon  the  fact,  that  man  had  of- 
fended Grod,  and  could  not  deliver  himself 
We  also  know  in  what  way  he  was  orig- 
inally brought  into  this  condemnation: 
"  By  one  man's  disobedience  many  were 
made  sinners ;"  Rom.  v.  19 ;  and  Satan 
is  expressly  set  forth  as  the  ruler  or  the 
disobedient,  in  that  important  passage 
which  sliould  never  be  out  of  our  minds ; 
*^  And  you,  who  were  dead  in  trespasses 
and  sins,  wherein  in  times  past,  ye  walked 
according  to  the  course  of  this  world,  ac- 
cording to  the  prince  of  the  power  of  the 
air,  the  spirit  that  now  worketh  in  the 
children  of  disobedience  ;  among  whom 
also  we  ALL  had  our  conversation  in 
times  past,  in  the  lust  of  our  flesh,  ful- 
filling the  desires  of  the  flesh  and  of 
the  mind;  and  were  by  nature  the  chil- 
dren of  wrath,  even  as  others."  Eph.  ii. 
1 — 3.  Here  we  have  it  laid  down  as  an 
axiom  that  those  who  are  in  their  natural 


state  of  disobedience,  those  who  still  walk 
according  to  the  course  of  this  world,  are 
under  the  dominion  of  Satan,  possessed 
by  him,  since  he  works  in  them  until  the 
finger  of  God  casts  him  out  When,  there- 
fore, we  And  men  of  unrenewed  spirits 
making  light  of  the  power,  and  even  hint- 
ing doubts  of  the  existence  of  Satan,  while 
they  denounce  as  childish  the  declarations 
of  others  concerning  him,  who  have  felt 
within  themselves  that  mighty  conflict — 
the  overcoming  of  the  strong  man,  taking 
away  the  armour  wherein  he  trusted 
and  dividing  the  spoils,  what  does  it  prove 
but  the  necessity  for  increased  eamestnese 
on  our  part,  in  declaring  the  reality  of 
what  Satan,  for  his  own  sake,  would  re* 
present  as  a  fiction  ?  So  long  as  the  na* 
tural  man  remains  ignorant  or  increduloue 
of  the  fact  that  he  is  himself  a  palace  of 
Satan,  he  will  not  throw  open  the  door  of 
his  heart  to  the  Deliverer  who  stands  and 
knocks  at  it:  so  long  as  the  believer  can 
be  induced  to  forget  the  strong  testimony 
of  God  to  the  enemy's  restless  designi 
and  eflbrts,  he  will  leave  the  door  so  un- 
guarded as  to  endanger  the  re-entrance 
of  its  former  master,  to  the  clean-swepC 
and  garnished  habitation.  Surely,  then, 
it  is  a  point  of  great  moment  with  the  enr 
emy  to  lull  our  minds,  and  banish  as  far 
as  he  can  our  salutary  dread  of  him ;  and 
hence  what  some,  smarting  from  the  bitter 
conflict,  have  recorded  for  the  warning 
and  encouragement  of  others,  is  stigma* 
tized  as  weakness  or  insanity.  Assuredly 
he  who  dared  to  fhce,  to  taunt,  and  to 
tempt  the  Lord  Jehovah  himself,  deservea 
a  higher  rank  than  that  assigned  to  him 
by  such  deceived  commentators — the  rank 
of  a  nursery  hobgoblin ! 

Another  very  important  fact  bears  upon 
the  same  point:  Satan  has  no  compulsory 
power  over  man.  Let  him  do  his  utmost, 
he  cannot  compel  any  human  being  to 
transgress;  he  can  only  suggest,  stimu- 
late, provide  occasion,  and  work  in  the 
children  of  disobedience  to  accomplish 
their  own  ruin.  If  we  were  helpless  ma- 
chines it  would  be  different ;  but  an  act  of 
volition  on  our  part  is  necessary  to  consti- 
tute actual  sin  against  God.  Eve  thought 
to  cast  the  whole  burden  of  guilt  from 
herself  upon  the  serpent;  and  if  he  had 
forced  the  fruit  down  her  throat,  contrary 
to  her  will,  no  doubt  die  would  haye  stood 
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^ilUess ;  but  she  was  a  consenting  party, 
and  so  are  we  in  every  advantage  tliat 
the  devil  obtains  over  us.  Even  the  hea- 
then Gentiles  who  never  heard  of  a  divine 
revelation,  have  a  law  written  in  their 
hearts ;  a  conscience  accusing  or  else  ex- 
cusing them ;  (Rom.  ii.  15 ;)  and  among 
us  who  is  there  able  to  plead  actual  com- 
pulsion or  anything  beyond  a  temptation 
80  strong  perhaps  as  to  appear  irresistible, 
because  he  did  not  at  the  moment  lay 
hold  of  the  promise  annexed  to  a  precept 
that  none  ever  followed  in  vain.  "  Resist 
the  devil,  and  he  will  flee  from  you." 
James  iv.  7.  It  is  our  resistance  that  Sa- 
tan dreads ;  he  knows  we  can  put  him  to 
flight  if  we  detect  and  face  him :  there- 
fore his  step  is  noiseless,  his  movement 
stealthy,  and  his  battery  masked. 

It  is  evident  that  our  Lord's  incarnation 
■hook  the  kingdom  of  Satan  upon  earth 
in  a  peculiar  manner ;  but  witliout  leav- 
ing the  direct  testimony  of  Scripture,  and 
hazarding  conjectures  where  the  leeist  er- 
ror may  lead  to  very  dangerous  results, 
we  cannot  say  much  on  that  subject.  This 
we  know,  that  the  evil  spirits  expressed 
great  terror  at  his  approach,  deprecating 
his  interference,  and  crying  out  against 
the  exercise  of  a  power  which  they  with 
one  voice  acknowledged.  The  seventy 
disciples,  also,  having  been  sent  forth,  re- 
turned again  with  joy,  saying,  "Lord, 
even  the  devils  are  subject  unto  us 
through  thy  name.  And  he  said  unto 
them,  I  beheld  Satan  as  lightning  fall 
fipom  heaven.  Behold,  I  give  you  power 
to  tread  on  serpents  and  scorpions,  and 
over  all  the  power  of  the  enemy :  and  no- 
thing shall  by  any  means  hurt  you.  Not- 
withstanding in  this  rejoice  not,  that  the 
q;>irits  are  subject  unto  you,  but  rather  re- 
joice because  your  names  are  written  in 
heaven."  Luke  x.  17—20.  This  certainly 
implies  a  great  blow  inflicted  on  tlie  visi- 
ble kingdom  of  Satan  among  men ;  but 
that  its  extent  was  limited  by  the  area  to 
which  the  Gospel  spread,  seems  also  clear 
from  tlie  case  of  the  seven  sons  of  Sceva, 
(Acts  xix.  13 — 16,)  who  took  upon  them- 
selves like  some  others,  to  exercise  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord  in  whom  they  did  not 
themselves  believe,  ^*  We  adjure  you  by 
Jesus  whom  Paul  preacheth."  To  which 
the  unclean  spirit  replied,  ^  Jesus  .1  know, 
and  Paul  I  know,  but  who  are  ye  ?"  and 


instead  of  obeying  the  unauthorized  com- 
mand to  come  out  of  the  man,  he  gave 
liim  strength  to  leap  upon  and  overcome 
ail  the  seven  pretenders,  so  that  they  fled 
from  the  house,  naked  and  wounded.   But 
though  we  cannot  define  either  the  precise 
nature  or  extent  of  the  curb  laid  down 
upon  the  enemy  by  the  first  advent  of  our 
Lord,  it  is  certain  that  a  great  change 
took  place  shortly  ader  in  the  manifesta- 
tion of  Satanic  influences,  which  assumed 
more  of  a  spiritual  and  less  of  a  physical 
character,  so  that  cases  of  obvious  pos- 
session and  witchcraft  became  less  fre- 
quent, gradually  disappearing  before  the 
advancing  light  of  the  Gospel.    In  our 
day  they   have    apparently  ceased,  and 
with  them,  in  a  great  measure,  the  belief 
in  their  having  ever  existed,  while  doubts 
that   give  the  direct  lie  to  the  inspired 
Scriptures  are  started,  listened  to    and 
canvassed  with  a  grievous  insensibility  of 
the  gross  insult  thus  put  upon  the  divine 
Author  of  that  Book.    Satan  knows  bet- 
ter than  we  do  the  extent  of  our  power 
over  him:  the  weakest  believer  is  more 
than  a  match  for  him  and  all  his  angels, 
and  would  be  able  to  prove  it  if  brought 
to  tlie  test  in  the  sight  of  men :  therefore 
Satan    lurks    in  ambush,  forbearing   to 
show  himself  openly  as  of  old,  lest  he 
should  draw  forth  the  dormant  energy  of 
the  Christian,  inducing  him  to  unsbeath 
the  sword  that  has  slumbered  in  the  scab- 
bard until  its  master  forgets  that  he  holds 
such  a  weapon.  The  enemy  indeed  seems 
to  be  preparing   for    his  last  campaign 
against  the  church,  by  inducing  such  an 
oblivion  of  his  history  and  features,  that 
when  he  advances  again  she  will  not  re- 
cognise him  as  the  old  serpent;   while 
among  the  ungodly  he  prevails  to  have 
his  existence  so  utterly  disbelieved,  and 
his  name  converted  into  a  jest,  that  he 
may  work  in  them  to  any  extent.    They 
will  obey  his  worst  impulses  as  the  dic- 
tates of  their  own  wisdom,  and  exhibit  as 
honourable  trophies  of  liberty  and  inde- 
pendence, the  heaviest  fetters  that  he  can 
rivet  on  their  enslaved  minds. 

We  may  then  safely  assert  tliat  a  limit 
exists,  beyond  which  the  power  of  Satan 
and  his  crew  cannot  pass;  and  that  it  is 
known  to  us  where  that  limit  lies.  Our 
blessed  Lord  disclosed  it,  when  he  said  to 
Peter,  "  Simon,  Simon,  behold  Satan  hath 
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desired  to  have  yon,  that  he  may  sifl  you 
as  wheat :  but  I  have  prayed  for  thee,  thai 
thy  faith  faU  not.''  Luke  xxii.  31,  32.  It 
is  our  faith  that  efTcctually  baffles  his 
strongest  efforts,  as  St  Paul  declares, 
"Above  all,  taking  the  shield  of  faith, 
wherewith  ye  shall  be  able  to  quench  all 
the  fiery  darts  of  the  wicked."  Eph.  vi. 
16.  And  in  a  case  of  possession,  where 
Jesus  cast  out  a  devil  which  his  disciples 
had  vainly  tried  to  expel,  when  the  latter 
asked  the  Lord,  "  Why  could  we  not  cast 
him  out?"  he  answered,  "Because  of 
your  unbelief"  Matt  xvii.  19,  20.  It  is 
evident  tliat  man,  being  himself  the  law- 
ful captive  of  Satan,  and  naturally  in- 
clined to  follow  his  suggestions  and  to  do 
his  bidding,  has  nothing  in  himself  calcu- 
lated to  oppose  any  effectual  resistance  to 
his  power;  and  it  is  only  as  Christ,  the 
conqueror  of  Satan  dwells  in  him  by  faith, 
influencing  his  desires,  and  strengthening 
him  with  strength  in  the  soul,  that  many 
may  venture  to  face  so  terrible  a  foe.  All 
other  means  of  defence  are  utterly  vain : 
Satan  knows  no  fetter  in  his  actings 
among  men,  but  that  which  Christ  has 
throw^n  upon  him ;  and  there  is  nothing  so 
sure  to  drive  the  sinner  to  seek  refuge  in 
his  Saviour,  or  to  keep  the  believer  close 
to  him,  as  the  clear  comprehension  of  this 
momentous  truth,  that  Satan,  "going  to 
and  fro  in  the  earth,  and  walking  up  and 
down  in  it,"  meets  no  restraint  but  where 
he  meets  Christ  enthroned  in  the  heart  of 
a  ransomed  sinner. 

These  hinderers  of  Satan's  work  of  de- 
struction, which  he,  "  a  murderer  from  the 
beginning,"  (John  viii.  44,)  is  ever  seek- 
ing to  carry  on  and  extend,  are  the  people 
of  God :  they  occupy  through  the  recon- 
ciled blood  of  the  cross,  that  position  in  the 
divine  favour  which  man  was  originally 
created  to  enjoy,  but  which  Satan  per- 
suaded him  to  forfeit  They  arc  a  little 
flock,  gatliered  out  from  the  immense 
community  of  the  adversary's  willing 
bondslaves,  and  from  a  kingdom  as  yet 
scarcely  visible,  scattered  up  and  down, 
and  divided,  by  his  crail,  into  many  por- 
tions. Of  course,  the  usurper's  object  is 
two-fold :  first,  to  strengthen  his  authority 
within  his  own  domain,  so  an  to  place 
every  obstacle  in  the  way  of  the  enlarge- 
ment of  tiic  Ri'deemer's  kingdom,  by  the 
accession   of  souls   delivered    from   his  i 


tliraldom,  and  next  to  weaken  the  little 
band  of  his  successful  opponents ;  to  lure 
them  back,  if  it  may  be,  into  his  chains;  if 
not,  to  harass,  to  persecute,  to  destroy 
them  from  ofl'  the  face  of  the  earth.  To  ac- 
complish these  ends,  to  break  down  the 
prescribed  limits  of  his  range,  he  wields 
every  means  w^ithin  his  reach;  his  per- 
sonal power  and  subdety,  the  legions  of 
fallen  angels  who  acknowledge  him  as 
their  chief,  and  the  people  of  this  world, 
"  the  children  of  disobedience,"  in  whom 
he  works,  and  in  whom  his  work  shows 
itself  in  an  envious  hatred  of  all  that  is 
good.     If  to  dishonour  God  be,  as  we 
know  it  is,  the  end  of  Satan's  designs ;  and 
if  to  make  man  the  instrument  of  so  dis- 
honouring his  Creator,  be,  as  we*know  It 
is,  his  delight;  how  great  must  be  his  tri- 
umph, when  he  can  involve  the  redeemed 
people  of  the  Lord  in  such  guilt,  and  turn, 
as  it  were,  his  prison  bars  into  weapons  of 
offence  against  his  righteous  captor.  True, 
it  may  not  again  enclose  tlie  souls  of  the 
ransomed  in  his  deadly  grasp ;  but  know- 
ing the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus  to  his 
disciples,  "  Herein  is  my  Father  glorified, 
that  ye  bear  much  fruit,"  (John  xv.  8,)  he 
strives  to  nip  the  tender  blossoms,  and  to 
soil,  if  he  cannot  shake  ofi',  the  half-ripened 
clusters  of  the  jLrue  living  branches.    He 
contrives  to  mingle  other  motives  with 
those  which  the  Holy  Spirit  dictates ;  and 
if  he  cannot  cause  them  to  predominate,  so 
that  they  who  have  begun  in  the  spirit^ 
and  run  well  for  awhile,  are  gradually- 
drawn  aside  to  follow  the  flesh,  still  he 
often  weakens  their  hands  by  presenting  to 
them,  in  a  strong  and  alarming  light,  their 
defiled  and  imperfect  service,  and  persua- 
ding them  that  God  has  forsaken  them. 
This  he  did  of  old  through  his  servants 
the  false  prophets,  as  the  Lord  speaks, 
"  With  lies  ye  have  made  the  heart  of  the 
righteous  sad,  whom  I  have  not  made  sad." 
Ezek.  xiii.  22.    As  he  quoted  Scripture  to 
tempt  the  Lord  Jesus,  so  he  will  do  to  ha- 
rass his  disciples.   Has  not  the  servant  of 
God  oflen  found  himself  assailed  in  the 
act  of  teaching,  exhorting,  admonishing, 
whether  with  tlie  lip  or  the  pen,  by  some 
such  passage  as  that,  "  What  hast  thou  to 
do  to  declare  my  statutes,  or  that  thou 
shouldesttake  my  covenant  in  thy  mouth?'* 
Psalm  1.  16,  coupled  with  the  recollection 
of  past  sins,  which  are  washed  away  by 
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the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  or  the  sense  of 
present  infirmity,  which  he  knows  he  may 
carry  to  the  throne  of  grace,  where  grace 
is  promised,  and  help  for  every  time  of 
need,  by  him  who  hath  made  reconcilia- 
tion for  the  sins  of  the  people ;  and  '*  for  in 
that  he  himself  hath  suffered,  being 
tempted,  he  is  able  to  succour  them  that 
are  tempted."  Heb.  ii.  18. 

And  he  will,  he  does  succour  them.  He 
has  said,  "  Resist  the  devil  and  he  will 
flee  from  you:"  and  has  thereto  added, 
"  draw  nigh  to  God,  and  he  will  draw  nigh 
to  you."  James  iv.  7,  8.  Satan  has  great 
power,  and  he  will  stretch  it  to  the  utter- 
most in  this  branch  of  his  work,  tempting, 
harassing,  discouraging,  misleading  the 
Lord's  people :  but  there  is  a  distinct  pro- 
mise given,  that  exhibits  in  a  most  cheer- 
ing light  the  ever  watchful  care  of  the 
Most  High  over  his  poor  children.  ^'  There 
hath  no  temptation  taken  you,  but  such  as 
is  common  to  man ;  but  God  is  faithful, 
who  will  not  suffer  you  to  be  tempted 
above  that  ye  are  able,  but  will  with  the 
temptation  also,  make  a  way  to  escape,  that 
ye  may  be  able  to  bear  it"  1  Cor.  x.  13. 
Paul  was  not  exempt  from  these  fiery 
trials :  we  find  him  continually  alluding  to 
them  in  his  epistles,  and  not  unfrequcntly 
Darning  the  source  whence  he  knew  that 
all  proceeded.  In  authorizing  the  Corin- 
thian Church  to  forgive  and  comfort  the 
offending,  but  now  penitent  brethren,  who 
had,  by  his  command,  been  delivered  over 
for  a  time  to  Satan  for  needful  correction, 
he  assigns  as  a  reason  for  thus  again  re- 
eeiving  him,  ^*  Lest  Satan  should  get  an 
advantage  of  us,  for  we  are  not  ignorant 
©This  devices."  2  Cor.  ii.  11.  And  in  view 
of  the  dangers  to  which  tlioee  devices  con- 
■tantly  exposed  them,  he  afterwards  says, 
"I  fear  lest,  by  any  means,  as  tlie  ser- 
pent beguiled  Eve  through  his  subtlety, 
80  your  minds  should  be  corrupted 
from  the  simplicity  tliat  is  in  Christ:" 
then  he  goes  on  to  explain  that  it  is  by 
means  of  evil  teachers  the  enemy  is  most 
likely  to  assail  tlieir  faith,  "  For  such  are 
false  aposdes,  deceitful  workers,  trans- 
forming themselves  into  the  apostles  of 
Christ :  and  no  marvel ;  for  Satan  himself 
is  transformed  into  an  angel  of  light; 
therefore  it  is  no  great  thing  if  his  minis- 
ters also  be  transformed  as  the  ministers 
of  righteousness."     2  Cor.  xL  3^  13—15. 


Then,  being  constrained  by  the  injnstiee 
done  to  his  character  by  these  lying 
preachers,  the  apostle  draws  a  picture  of 
his  sufferings,  and  the  revelations  vouch- 
safed to  him,  ending  with  the  chastening 
dispensation,  the  ''  thorn  in  the  flesh,''  with 
which  Satan  was  permitted  to  afflict  him 
permanently.  The  whole  epistle  to  the 
Galatians,  as  it  turns  on  the  subject,  of 
mischief  wrought  by  these  **  false  apos- 
tles," is  an  exposure  of  Satan's  wiles,  and 
a  testimony  of  Uie  grie^and  anxiety  where- 
with he  perpetually  disturbed  the  zealous 
Paul.  In  the  beautiful  epistle  to  the  Ephe- 
sians,  the  apostle  confirms  all  the  doctrinal 
and  practical  instruction  of  the  first  five 
chapters,  by  that  emphatic  exhortation 
which  cannot  be  too  often  recited — '*  Fi- 
nally, my  brethren,  be  strong  in  the  Lord, 
and  in  the  power  of  his  might ;  put  on  the 
whole  armour  of  God,  that  ye  may  be 
able  to  stand  against  the  wiles  of  the  devil. 
For  we  wrestle  not  against  flesh  and  blood, 
but  against  principalities,  against  powers, 
against  the  rulers  of  tlie  darkness  of  this 
world,  against  spiritual  wickedness  (or 
wicked  spirits)  in  high  (or  heavenly) 
places."  Eph.  vL  10—12.  He  had  com- 
forted the  Romans  with  the  assurance 
that  "neither  angels,  nor  principalities, 
nor  powers," — and  none  but  evil  ones 
could  attempt  it, — "  should  be  able  to  sep- 
arate him  from  the  love  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus;"  Rom.  viii.  38,  39;  thus  always 
bearing  in  mind  the  hmit  of  Satanic  power. 
To  the  Colossians  he  speaks  with  joy  of 
having  been  delivered  ^*from  the  power  of 
darkness ;"  Col.  i.  13 ;  and  with  holy  ex- 
ultation of  the  work  of  Christ,  in  that 
<*  having  spoiled  principalities,  and  pow- 
ers, he  made  a  show  of  them  openly, 
triumphing  over  them  in  it;"  (ii.  15,)  and 
warns  them  of  the  devices  that  may  he 
practised  to  beguile  them  into  the  wor- 
shipping of  angels,  and  other  unchristian 
practices.  He  tells  the  Thessalonians, 
"  We  would  have  come  \mto  you,  even  I 
Paul,  once  and  again,  but  Satan  hindered 
us;"  (1  Thess  ii  18;)  tlius  proving  tliat 
even  in  designing  a  journey,  the  enemy 
met  and  thwarted  him :  and  in  the  second 
epistle  he  sets  forth,  (chap,  ii.)  the  partic- 
ulars of  that  fearful  apostacy  from  the 
faith  which  has  been  well  described  as 
"  Satan's  masterpiece,"  the  rise,  progress, 
and  final  destruction  of  the  Papal  Anti* 
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cbrist  The  same  apofitacy  ii  again  fore- 
told to  Timothy.  1.  Tim.  iv.  1—3.  The 
apostle  also  laments  that  Satan  has 
already  drawn  some  women  aside  after 
him,  through  idleness  and  tattUng,  chap.  v. 
13 — 15,  and  urges  Timotliy  to  seek  the 
recovery  of  such  as  still  remain  in  tlie 
snare  of  the  devil,  2  Tim.  ii.  25,  26,  and 
adcr  recapitulating  the  evil  wrought 
against  him  by  those  whom  .the  enemy 
had  stirred  up,  among  professed  followers, 
he  concludes  with  a  triumphant  assu- 
rance of  his  approaching  final  victory  and 
rest  The  more  fre  refer  to  those  early 
days  of  the  Christian  dispensation,  the 
better  shall  we  be  armed  against  what 
now  is,  and  prepared  for  what  is  to  come. 
It  is  indeed  impossible  exactly  to  measure 
the  full  extent  of  Satanic  power ;  but  this 
we  know,  be  it  of  whatever  magnitude, 
the  Lord  hath  set  it  bounds  which  it  can- 
not pass :  our  most  holy  faith  is  the  great 
appointed  bearer;  and  in  proportion  as 
we  diligently  build  ourselves  up  on  that, 
we  shall  be  safe. 


SECTION  II. 

SATANIC  WRATH,  AS  TUE  END  DRAWS  NIGH* 

Hitherto,  our  principal  concern  has 
been  with  the  history  of  the  past :  we  now 
enter  upon  the  no  less  certain  history  of 
the  future.  To  suppose  that  God  has 
vouchsafed  to  show  unto  his  servants  the 
things  which  must  shortly  come  to  pass, 
yet  has  shown  them  in  such  a  way  as  to 
darken  and  perplex  the  honest  inquirer,  is 
to  do  Him  great  wrong.  No,  the  word 
spoken  is,  "  Write  the  vision,  and  make  it 
plain  upon  tablets,  that  he  may  run  that 
readcth  it ;  for  the  vision  is  yet  for  an  ap- 
pointed time,  but  at  the  end  it  shall  spcaik, 
and  not  lie ;  though  it  tarry,  wait  for  it; 
because  it  will  surely  come,  it  will  not 
tarry."  Hab.  ii.  2,  3. 

In  various  parts  of  Scripture,  but  more 
particularly  in  the  discourses  of  our  Lord, 
shortly  before  his  crucifixion,  we  are  ap- 
prized of  a  period  immediately  preceding 
the  commencement  of  Christ^s  glorious 
reign  upon  earth,  when  tribulation  such  as 
the  world  has  never  yet  seen  shall  prevail, 


if  not  universally,  at  least  in  those  parts 
of  the  earth  to  which  the  general  word  of 
prophecy  refers.  Daniel  thus  speaks  of 
it;  or  rather,  the  celestial  Being  who  came 
to  instruct  Daniel:  "At  that  time  shall 
Michael  stand  up,  the  great  prince  which 
standeth  for  the  children  of  thy  people; 
and  there  shall  be  a  time  of  trouble,  such 
as  never  was  since  there  was  a  nation, 
even  to  tliat  time."  Dan.  xii.  1.  This  is 
mentioned  as  taking  place  at  the  time  of 
the  destruction  of  what  we  have  every 
reason  to  believe  is  the  Turkish  empire ; 
and  synchronizing  with  the  duration  of 
that  empire,  is  tlie  period  of  1260  days 
mentioned  in  Rev.  xii.  6,  at  the  end  of 
which  we  are  told,  "  There  was  war  ia 
heaven ;  Michael  and  his  angels  fought 
against  the  dragon;  and  the  dragoa 
fought,  and  his  angels."  The  whole  pas- 
sage has  already  been  given,  (page  365 ;) 
and  the  concluding  words  are  terribly  im- 
pressive, "  Rejoice  ye  heavens,  and  them 
that  dwell  in  them.  Wo  to  the  inhabiters 
of  the  earth  and  of  the  sea !  for  the  devil 
is  come  down  unto  you,  having  great 
wrath,  because  he  knoweth  that  he  hath 
but  a  short  time,"  (verse  12.)  The  tribu- 
lation then,  which  excites  the  exclama- 
tion of  "  wo!"  from  the  heavenly  voice,  is 
the  work  of  Satan,  permitted  to  plunge  the 
world  into  one  great  final  trouble ;  over- 
ruled for  the  purification  of  Grod's  children, 
and  the  destruction  of  his  enemies.  In 
the  message  to  the  church  of  Philadelphia, 
which  has  endured  to  this  day,  the  same 
period  is  probably  referred  to.  ^  Because 
thou  hast  kept  the  word  of  my  patience,  f 
also  will  keep  thee  from  the  hour  of  temp- 
tation which  shall  come  upon  all  the 
world,  to  try  them  that  dwell  upon  the 
earth."  Rev.  iii.  10.  Such  being  the  de- 
clared purpose  of  God,  and  Satan  being 
the  immediate  inflicter  of  the  terrible  chas- 
tisement, let  us,  with  awe,  reverence,  and 
godly  fear,  yet  confident  in  Him  through 
whom  we  shall  be  enabled  to  escape 
every  snare,  and  to  be  "  more  than  con- 
querors," approach  this  subject;  con- 
vinced that  whatever  he  has  caused  to  be 
written,  was  written  for  our  learning. 

We  are  told  by  our  Lord  that  "wars 
and  nmiors  of  wars,  distress  of  nations 
and  perplexity,"  shall  usher  in  these  fear- 
ful times.  War  is  an  element  that  Satan 
must  exceedingly  delight  in ;  for  it  oDmi 
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eats  off  in  their  una  more  souls  in  a  day 
than  by  natural  death  he  can  hope  to 
gXBsp  in  many  years.    It  fosters  every  bad 
-  passion ;  its  origin  is  in  the  lusts  tliat  war 
in  our  members,  desiring  things  that  in 
God's  providence  are  withheld  from  us, 
.  and  wading  to  them  through  the  blood  of 
our   brethren.    A  hateful,  an    accursed 
thing  il  is ;  wholly  irrecoacilable  with  the 
gospel,  or  with  any  one  precept  of  the  gos- 
pel ;  yet  Satan  prevails  to  make  "  wars 
and  fightings"  not  only  a  branch  of  their 
policy,  but  even  a  matler  of  boasting 
among  nations  professedly  Christian.  One 
of  his  first  achievements  in  this  closing 
convulsion,  will  be  to  put  the  nations  in 
battle  array,  one  against  another,  and  all 
against  God.    Earthquakes,  famines,  pes- 
tilences, fearful  sights,  and  supernatural 
■igns,  domestic  treachery,  and  public  hos- 
tility, are  all  enumerated  as  concurrent 
evidences  of  the  time  when  the  three 
"spirits  of  devils,"  (Rev.  xvi.  13.)  shall 
have  entered  upon  their  infernal  mission. 
It  were  easy  to  speculate  as  to  the  precise 
nature  of  their  operations,  and  the  particu- 
lars of  the  tremendous  battle-field  into 
which  they  will  bring  the  deceived  hosts ; 
bat  the  subject  is  too  solemn  for  such 
guess-work;  it  better  becomes  us  to  re- 
ceive with  reverent  thankfulness  the  inti- 
mations actually  given,  and  to  wait  pa- 
.tiently  the    appointed   time  for  making 
manifest  what  the    Lord  hath  decreed. 
.The  "  fearful  sights"  which  are  spoken  of 
in  such  connexion  as  to  make  it  plain  they 
will  be  of  a  supernatural  character,  are 
here  represented  as  the  performance  of 
miracle-working  devils.     The  great  Anti- 
-christ,  Popery,  is  described  as  him  "  whose 
coming  is  after  the  working  of  Satan,  with 
all  power,  and  sijrns,  and  lying  wonders, 
and  all  deceiveableness  of  unrighteous- 
aess ;"  (2  Thcss.  ii.  9 ;)  and  though,  in  a 
measure,  this  has  been  characteristic  of 
the  Papacy  from  its  first  rise,  still  we  are 
led  to  expect  a  very  great  acces.sion  of 
devilish  power  at  that  time,  when  the 
Lord  is  approaching  to  destroy  the  De- 
ceiver with  the  brightness  of  His  coming. 
There    is,  so    to    speak,  an    antagonist 
•**  coming"  of  Popery  described  when  the 
Lord  himself  comes  to  judge  and  to  reign : 
'  when  the  dragon,  the  beast,  and  the  false 
prophet,  each    contribute    a   missionary 
.devil,  invested  with  extraordinary  powers, 


to  tempt  the  kings  and  nations  of  the  earth 
to  battle  against  the  Lord  God  Almighty. 
Great  indeed  must  be  the  liberty  given  to 
the  evil  One  when  thus  far  he  will  pre- 
vail ;  and  that  he  lacks  only  liberty  to  ac- 
complish it  is  clear  enough.    When  leave 
was  granted  him  to  afflict  Job,  we  have 
seen    how   his    herds,    flocks,    servants, 
houses,  children,  and  health  passed  away, 
as  it  were,  in  a  moment ;  '*  like  a  rolling 
thing  before  the  whirlwind."    Let  Satan 
therefore,  receive  a  temporary  power  to 
convulse    our   glob^,   and  what    fearful 
"earthquakes"    will    ensue?     Let    the 
ripening  harvest  be  delivered  up  to  his 
disposal,  and  "  famine"  will  stalk  abroad 
in  forms  never  before  witnessed;  while 
the  "  pestilence"  in  his  fierce,  malignant 
hand,  will  transform  the  healthiest  popula- 
tion into  heaps  of  loathsome  corruption. 

God  can  arm  his  spiritual  creatures 
with  a  terrible  power  over  mortal  life. 
The  destroying  angel  who  smote  the 
Egyptians,  is  an  instance  of  the  rapid 
movement  with  which  a  multitude  may  be 
mown  down ;  and  it  is  remarkable  also  in 
being  not  a  promiscuous  slaughter,  like 
that  of  Sennacherib's  army,  but  a  careful 
selection  made  from  every  family  in  every 
house.  An  angel,  too.  smote  the  people 
of  Israel  when  David  had  numbered  them, 
the  description  of  whose  proceedings  is 
awfully  grand.  1  Sam.  xxiv.  26.  And  in 
the  next  verse  we  are  told,  ^*  David  saw 
the  angel  that  smote  the  people ;"  there- 
fore to  resolve  it,  as  some  attempt  to  do, 
into  a  figurative  mode  of  expression,  is 
unwarrantable:  it  was  a  real  angel  of 
God ;  and  even  such  was  Satan  before  he 
fell ;  and  what  a  holy  angel  can  do  by  a 
divine  command,  that  can  tlie  foul  apos- 
tate also  do  by  divine  permission. 

But  a  far  more  perilous  feature  of  these 
predicted  times  of  trial,  is  the  seduction  to 
be  practised.  Satan  understands  the  va- 
rieties of  the  human  character ;  he  knows 
there  are  many  whom  open  persecution 
would  rouse  rather  tlian  intimidate,  and 
for  them,  and  for  God's  true  people,  he 
has  snares  in  reserve.  He  can  make  his 
own  murderous  acts  appear  as  the  righte- 
ous judgment  of  tlie  Most  High.  In  the 
Revelation  we  are  told,  thiit  the  Papal  "* 
beast  "  doeth  great  wonders,  so  that  he 
maketh  fire  to  come  down  from  heaven 
on  the  eeurth  in  the  sight  of  men,"  Rev. 
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xiii.  13 ;  and  that  he  deceiveth  them  that 
dwell  on  the  earth,  by  means  of  those  mir- 
acles which  he  haih  power  to  do.  We 
may  naturally  conclude,  tliat  his  object  is 
to  assume  divine  authority  for  what  he 
does,  by  bringing  the  destructive  element 
down,  as  when  the  Lord  rained  fire  and 
brimstone  upon  the  cities  of  the  plain;  for 
even  so  he  wrought  to  terrify  Job,  while 
he  stripped  him  of  his  possessions. 

Domestic  treachery,  arming  kindred 
hands,  is  also  predicted — Luke  xxiv.  16  ; 
80  that  a  man's  foes  shall  be  *^  they  of  his 
own  household."  This  is  a  very  ancient 
device  of  Satan:  he  first  rendered  Eve 
the  deadliest  foe  of  her  husbend  and  of 
her  whole  posterity,  by  leading  her  to 
transgress :  he  then  guided  the  hand  of 
the  first  man  born  into  the  world  to  slay 
his  brother :  and  history,  sacred  and  pro- 
fane, is  but  a  record  of  his  successful  plotA 
against  the  peace  of  families  and  of  king- 
doms, by  means  of  every  species  of  treach- 
ery. Here,  us  of  old,  he  will  make  his 
delusions  avail  to  draw  the  deluded  into 
all  cruelty  and  bloodshed.  His  terrible 
craf\  is  able  to  persuade  a  man  that  false- 
hood is  truth,  and  that  in  slaying  the 
righteous,  "  he  docth  God  service  ;"  hence 
the  snare  against  which  the  Lord  most 
fully  and  emphatically  warned  his  first 
disciples,  and  against  which  he  also 
warns  us — false  Christs,  and  false  pro- 
phets. We  know  that  just  previous  to 
the  destruction  of  Jerusalem,  when,  no 
doubt,  Satan  hoped  to  involve  the  Chris- 
tians in  the  general  ruin,  several  de- 
ceivers assumed  the  name  of  Christ,  and 
drew  away  many  after  ihem :  it  is  plain 
that  in  some  way,  these  pretensions  will 
again  be  but  forth ;  and  we  have  reason 
to  look  steadily  at  that  which  is  already 
written,  lest  any  seeming  revelation,  con- 
tradictory to  what  is  given  to  be  our  guide 
unto  the  end  of  the  world,  should  be  con- 
trived, to  deceive,  if  it  were  possible,  the 
very  elect.  The  general  expectation,  pre- 
vailing more  and  more  throughout  the 
church,  of  our  Lord's  promised  coming, 
will  doubtless  furnish  the  cunning  adver- 
sary with  additional  means  of  annoyance 
and  destruction.  Already,  and  for  cen- 
turies past,  has  he  proclaimed,  ^  Behold ! 
he  is  in  the  secret  chambers!"  to  the 
eternal  loss  of  unnumbered  souls  who,  be- 
lieving  the  lie,  have  worshipped  an  idol 
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enclosed  in  a  box,  upon  the  Popish  altars ; 
deifying  the  senseless  paste  in  Christ's 
steao,  ana  perisnmg  in  their  sin.  Literally 
and  distinctly  is  a  *^ false  Christ"  held 
forth  for  public  worship,  by  the  *•  false  pro- 
phets "  of  Rome,  to  this  day ;  and  no  one 
is  justified  in  questioning  the  express  ful- 
filment, to  the  letter,  of  all  that  our  Lord 
has  foreshown.  Here,  too,  there  is  war- 
rant enough  in  the  Old  Testamant  to  sa- 
tisfy the  most  incredulous.  When  the 
king  of  Israel  was  to  be  enticed  to  battle 
at  Ramoth  Giiead,  where  he  fell,  a  ^*  lying 
spirit "  possessed  the  whole  company  of 
his  prophets,  so  that  they  all  predicted  his 
success,  in  the  name  of  tlie  Lord.  He, 
"  who  was  a  liar  from  the  beginning,"  put 
into  their  mouths  tliis  unauthorized  pre- 
diction ;  even  as  he  tempted  the  old  pro- 
phet of  Bethel  to  deceive  the  man  of  God 
who  came  out  of  Judah :  and  in  like  man- 
ner the  Jewish  people  were  continually 
transgressing  through  the  perfidious  words 
of  their  ungodly  teachers,  saying,  '*  Peace, 
peace,"  where  there  was  no  peace.  There 
seems  to  be  a  prevailing  belief  among 
Christians,  that  the  enmity  of  the  last  day 
will  break  forth  in  the  form  of  open,  out- 
rageous infidel  defiance  of  God  and  his 
Christ ;  and  so  it  probably  will  to  a  great 
extent:  but  surely  not  exclusively  so: 
Satan  will  not  wholly  give  up  his  old 
craft  of  forging  Grod's  name  and  authority 
for  deeds  most  desperately  subversive  of 
His  laws  and  insulting  to  His  majesty. 
^'  That  old  serpent "  retains  the  designation, 
and  no  doubt,  the  deep,  subtle  plausibility 
which  it  implies,  to  the  very  moment  when 
an  elect  angel  lays  hold  on  him,  and  binds 
him,  and  shuts  and  seals  him  up,  "  that  ho 
should  deceive  the  nations  no  more,  till  the 
thousand  years  should  be  fulfilled."  Rev. 
XX.  3.  And  again,  "  When  the  thousand  \ 
years  are  expired,  Satan  shall  be  loosed 
out  of  his  prison,  and  shall  go  out  to  de- 
ceive the  nations  which  are  in  the  four 
quarters  of  the  earth,"  (verses  7,  8.) 
Such  considerations  would  render  us 
more  watchful  against  forms  of  error, 
creeping  with  serpent-like  guile  into  the 
Church  itself,  and  stealing  on  the  un- 
guarded points  of  the  citadel,  where,  as  no 
open  enemy  is  descried,  no  adequate  de- 
fence is  prepared. 

The  extraordinary  movement  that,  some 
ten  or  twelve  years  since  excited  univer- 
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sal  attention,  when  the  Scotch  Church  in 
London  was  considered  to  be  the  scene  of 
miraculous  manifestations  of  divine  power, 
wore  very  much  the  aspect  of  a  preparatory 
manceuvre  of  the  enemy.  Some  things 
took  place  that  it  is  very  hard  to  account 
for,  without  admitting  the  aid  of  a  super- 
natural power;  and  to  suppose  that 
power  to  have  been  of  God  is  impossible, 
when  we  remember  with  what  an  awful 
heresy  it  was  connected.  That  party  set 
up  indeed  a  "  false  Christ"— a  Christ  com- 
pounded of  Popish  and  Socinian  errors,  a 
blasphemous  counterfeit  of  him  who  was 
holy,  harmless,  undefiled,  and  separate 
from  sinners.  The  manner  of  bringing  in 
this  perilous  deceit,  was  exceedingly  like 
what  the  Scripture  leads  us  to  expect  of  Sa- 
tan's latter-day  devices ;  and  it  is  remarka- 
ble, that  just  as  the  Lord  placed  an  evident 
barrier  to  stay  the  farther  spread  of  this 
delusion,  anotlier  masked  battery  against 
the  truth  of  Christ's  gospel,  subversive,  at 
once,  of  His  atoning  and  His  mediatorial 
all-sufficiency,  was  opened  at  Oxford,  and 
has  worked,  and  is  working  to  the  same 
end  with  the  Irvingite  heresy,  only  with  a 
different  kind  of  assumption.  In  the  for- 
mer attempt,  the  gospel  was  to  be  set 
aside  by  a  new  revelation,  accompanied 
with  attesting  signs  and  wonders,  as  from 
the  hand  of  its  Almighty  Author :  under 
the  latter  system,  men  claim  a  power,  in 
virtue  of  the  commission  delivered  to  the 
apostles,  of  new  modelling  all  things: 
thinking  to  "  change  times  and  laws," 
(Dan.  vii.  25,)  after  the  manner,  and  on 
the  same  ground  as  the  Papacy,  that  con- 
victed child  of  the  devil :  and  into  which 
the  whole  thing  will  probably  soon  resolve 
itself,  in  the  face  of  all  men.  These  small 
droppings  are  at  once  a  portent  and  a  sam- 
ple of  the  coming  shower ;  and  we  shall 
do  well  so  to  regard  them,  and  to  take 
timely  shelter  under  the  shadow  of  the 
immovable  rock. 

The  distinguishing  mark  of  Satan's 
false  Christs  is,  that  they  are  only  half 
Saviours;  man  is,  in  some  way,  to  make 
up  the  deficiency :  and  so,  seeking  to  be 
justified  by  the  law,  he  falls  from  grace — 
Gal.  V.  4.  Satan  well  knows  how  sure  is 
that  word,  which  received  its  primary  ac- 
complishment on  the  day  of  Pentecost. 
"It  shall  come  to  pass,  that  whosoever 
ihail  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  | 


be  delivered  " — ^Joel  iL  32 ;  and  when  the 
final  "  great  and  terrible  day  "  shall  draw  * 
near,  he  will  put  fortli  all  his  Bi?btiety  to 
deceive  men,  that  they  may  call  on  some 
name  which  can  afford  no  deliverance, 
like  Baal's  priests ;  or,  as  did  the  sons  of 
Sceva,  call  unbelievingly  on  Him  who  is 
nigh  to  help  only  when  the  prayer  is 
breathed  from  the  lip  of  faith. 

Nor  is  his  craft  in  this  matter  confined 
to  the  exhibition  of  something  manifestly 
different  from  the  truth :  there  is  a  way  of 
preaching  even  the  pure  doctrines  of  the 
Bible,  that  will  in  a  great  measure  neutra- 
lize their  effects.     The  apostle  could  de- 
clare,   "we    preach    not   ourselves,  but 
Christ  Jesus  the  Lord ;"  and  so  they  did, 
as  we  may  perceive  from  the  recorded 
sermons  of  these  first  inspired  teachers,  in 
the    book    of  Acts:   the  sum  and    sub- 
stance of  their  discourse  was,  "  Flee  from 
the  wrath  to  come."    They  showed  the 
terrors  of  that  wrath,  and  they  held  forth 
Jesus  Christ  as  the  only  refuge  from  it ; 
as  they  told  of  his  death  and  resurrection, 
his  power  hi  heaven  and  in  earth,  and  the 
certainty  of  his  coming  to  judge  and  to 
reign.    "  Be  it  known  to  you,"  was  their 
proclamation  to  the  Jews,  "  that  through 
this  man  is  preached  unto  you  the  forgive- 
ness of  sins ;  and  by  him  all  that  believe 
are  justified  from  all  things,  from  which 
ye  could  not  be  justified  by  the  law  of 
Moses."     Acte  xiii.  38,  39.    To  the  Geur 
tiles  they  declared,  "  To  him  give  all  the 
prophets  witness,  that  through  his  name, 
whosoever  bclieveth  in  him  shall  receive 
remission  of  sins  ;"  (Acts  x.  43  ;)  and  this 
mode  of  preaching  is  according  to  the  mind 
of  God :  He  owns  it,  and  blesses  it ;  and 
by  its  simplicity,  which  in  the  wisdom  of 
this    world    is    called    "foolishness,"  he 
saves  them   that  believe.    1  Cor.   i.  21. 
There  is  nothing  Satan  dreads  more  than 
a  ministry  of  this  stamp ;  accordingly  he 
draws  men  away  from  the  homely  back- 
ward path,  fills  them  with  notions  of  their 
own  sufficiency,  persuades  them  that  ori- 
ginality is  a  great  gid,  much  to  be  coveted, 
and  that   intellect  is  the  nght  door  to 
men's  souls.     He  points  out  here  a  Paul, 
there  an  Apollos.  and  in  another  pulpii  a 
Cephas:  whose  respective  hearers  pres- 
ently discover,  each  that  his  own  minis- 
ter is  the  very  model  of  all  that  a  minister 
ought  to  be,  and  his  style  of  preaching 
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precisely  what  is  most  needed.  Hence 
we  hear  whispers  among  the  separating 
congregations,  not  of  conscience-stricken 
sorrow  for  sin,  not  of  awakened  praise  for 
salvation,  not  of  deep  desire  for  the  con- 
tinued presence  of  him  who  has  been  (or 
ought  to  have  been)  visibly  set  forth  cru- 
cified among  them  ;  but  ^^  What  a  splendid 
discourse !    How  great  Mr.  '  was  to 

day!  What  eloquence,  what  imagery, 
what  clear  views  he  takes!  Certainly 
our  pastor  has  no  equal  among  his  breth- 
ren." Hence  tliat  system  of  sermon- 
hunting,  which  as  Cecil  well  remarked,  is 
little  better  than  fox-hunting;  hence  the 
Sabbath  desecration,  the  carriage  called 
out  to  bear  its  owner  to  some  favourite 
place  of  worship;  the  horses  robbed  of 
their  assigned  season  of  repose,  the  atten- 
dant domestics  either  excluded  from,  or 
cruelly  curtailed  in  their  share  of  religious 
ordinances ;  and  so,  too  often,  carnality  is 
insensibly  substituted  for  spirituality. 

This  ought  not  to  be:  an  adversary 
hath  done  it,  and  the  same  adversary  well 
knows  what  immense  advantage  he  must 
gain  by  the  system,  when  he  succeeds  in 
drawing  one  of  these  popular  men  aside 
from  the  straight  path.  Many  of  those 
who  think  they  only  follow  the  teacher, 
because  he  follows  Christ,  will  be  betrayed 
into  ptill  following  him,  when  he  has 
turned  his  back  upon  the  Lord.  Satan 
first  infected  man  with  his  own  diabolical 
disease — pride;  and  the  whole  turn  of 
the  gospel  of  Christ  is  to  provide  an  anti- 
dote for  that  venom.  And  first,  the 
preaching  of  the  cross  is  a  cross  to  the 
preacher,  if  he  do  it  aright ;  for  he  must 
be  content  to  forego  much  of  what  is 
highly  esteemed  among  men,  and  to  be 
nothing  that  Christ  may  be  all.  Line 
upon  line,  line  upon  line ;  precept  upon 
precept,  precept  upon  precept ;  the  weari- 
some repetition  of  that  one  story,  "  Jesus 
Christ  came  into  the  world  to  save  sin- 
ners;" that  one  warning,  "He  that  be- 
lieveth  not  the  Son  shall  not  see  life ;  but 
the  wrath  of  God  abideth  on  him :"  that 
one  direction,  "  Repent,  and  be  converted, 
that  your  sins  may  be  blotted  out :"  such 
a  mode  of  dealing  with  a  world  dead  in 
trespasses  and  sins,  will  never  give  the 
preacher  undue  pre-eminence  among  men. 
but  it  will  glorify  his  master,  and  save 
wmls. 


Where  now  shall  we  go  for  this  heaven- 
inspired  strain?  Many  such  ministers 
there  doubtless  are  whose  rule  of  teach- 
ing is  "  Christ  exalted,  and  self-abased ;" 
but  we  may  more  readily  find  the  thing 
which  Satan  fears  in  the  pages  of  John 
Bunyan,  or  John  Fkvel.  than  from  the 
lipM  of  eloquent  pastors  in  our  own  day. 
If^  Paul  should  come  to  hold  a  visitation  of 
what  we  have  reason  to  believe  was  once 
a  part  of  his  own  wide  diocese,  surely  he 
would  be  constrained  to  put  the  searching 
question,  "  Are  ye  not  carnal  ?" 

We  are  now  writing  of  Satanic  wrath 
as  his  permitted  day  shortens,  and  his 
wrath  does  not  always  vent  itself  in  explo- 
sions of  rage.  It  works  sometimes  in  se- 
crecy and  darkness;  fierce,  indeed,  and 
cruel  always  but  never  devoid  of  skilful 
cunning  to  direct  it  There  is  as  much 
of  his  wrath  in  the  speaking  of  smooth 
things,  and  the  prophesying  of  peace  to 
those  with  whom  the  Lord  has  a  contro- 
versy, as  in  tlie  greatest  tumult  of  vio- 
lence. Who  shall  tell  the  extent  of  that 
wrathful  hatred  against  Qod  and  his  fair 
creation,  which  prompted  the  bland  insin- 
uating lie,  "Ye  shall  not  surely  die."  Oh 
that  ministers  and  congregations  would 
bear  in  mind,  equally  bear  in  mind  how 
great  a  stake  the  enemy  has  in  drawing 
away  their  minds  from  the  unadorned 
simplicity  that  is  in  the  doctrines  of  the 
cross. 

But  the  doctrine  of  the  crown  if  another 
which  he  now  struggles  with  all  his  infer- 
nal might  to  suppress.  A  crucified  Sa- 
viour, an  atoning  sacrifice,  a  mediating 
High  Priest  in  heaven,  he  loathes  to  think 
on,  or  to  suffer  his  bond-slaves  to  hear  of; 
but  a  reigning  king,  about  to  rescue  the 
earth  from  all  his  usurpations,  to  plant  his 
throne  in  righteousness  in  the  midst  of  his 
people,  to  send  forth  his  word  from  Zion, 
and  his  law  (Vom  Jerusalem.  This  is  the 
very  knell  of  Satan's  departure ;  and  to 
stifle  the  sound  he  will  tbster  humility  itself, 
or  any  grace  by  the  perversion  of  which  he 
may  hope  to  seal  the  preacher's  h'ps  on  that 
fearful  topic.  For  eighteen  centuries  he 
has  heard  the  petition  resounding  on  all 
sides,  "  Thy  kingdom  come ;"  and  he 
cares  not  how  oflen  it  is  reiterated,  (as 
witness  the  Papacy  with  its  everlasting 
repetitk>n  of  Pater-nosters,)  so  long  as 
.men  do  not  inquire  into  the  nature  of  thaX 
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coming  kingdom,  or  watch  for  its  ap- 
proach. An  imperfect  Gospel  he  can  tol- 
erate, and  in  our  day  that  is  an  imperfect 
Crospel  which  omius  tl^e  great  trutti  of  a 
speedy  manifestation  of  the  Lord  from 
heaven.  The  sound  of  his  conqueror's 
chariot  wheels  is  a  fearful  sound  to  Satan ; 
and  knowing  that  nothing  will  so  surely 
turn  the  attention  of  tlie  Church  upon 
himself  as  the  heralding  of  Christ's  ap- 
proachj  he  will  strike  almost  any  bargain, 
of  which  a  condition  is  the  silencing  of 
that  ominous  voice. 

In  connexion  with  this  part  of  the  sub- 
ject, we  may  call  to  mind  the  parable  of 
our  Lord,  where  he  describes  the  proceed- 
ings of  the  unclean  spirit,  who  has  lefl  for 
a  time  his  habitation,  as  distinguished  from 
that  effectual  expulsion  which  God  only 
can  accomplish.  '*Whcn  the  unclean 
spirit  is  gone  out  of  a  man,  he  walketh 
through  dry  places,  seeking  rest;  and 
finding  none,  he  saith,  I  will  return  unto 
my  house,  whence  I  came  out :  and  when 
he  Cometh,  he  findeth  it  swept  and  gar- 
nished. Then  goeth  he,  and  taketh  to 
him  seven  other  spirits,  more  wicked  than 
himself;  and  they  enter  in,  and  dwell 
there :  and  the  last  state  of  tliat  man  is 
worse  than  the  flrsL  Luke  xi.  24 — 26. 
We  may  be  assured  that  attempts  at  such 
re-cntrance,  under  aggravated  forms,  into 
every  person  who  may  appear  to  have  been 
delivered  from  the  power  of  Satan,  will  be 
made  as  the  time  shortens,  and  the  enemy's 
rage  increases ;  and  hence  tlie  cruel  treach- 
ery that  Christ's  people  must  look  for  at  the 
hands  of  their  nearest  connexions  and 
dearest  companions.  Many  an  Ahithopcl 
will  be  found;  many  a  Judas  to  revolt 
from  his  friend,  and  to  betray  his  master ; 
and  many  an  unsuspecting  Christian  will 
have  to  take  up  the  prophetic  complaint, ''  It 
was  thou,  a  man,  mine  equal,  my  guide, 
and  mine  acquaintance ;  we  took  sweet 
counsel  together,  and  walked  unto  the 
house  of  God  in  company."  Psalm  Iv.  13, 14. 

It  is  of  the  first  importance  that  we 
should  be  prepared  not  only  for  an  out- 
burst of  Satanic  malignity  and  cruelty, 
guch  as  was  never  before  permitted  to  de- 
vastate our  world,  but  also  for  a  manifes- 
tation of  Satanic  potency,  such  as  men  are 
fast  losing  all  belief  in.  We  do  not  give 
the  enemy  credit  for  possessing  such  pow- 
ara  as  the  word  of  God  distinctly  ascribes 


to  him ;  we  are  apt  to  fancy  that  the  blow 
miraculously  inflicted  on  him  during  the 
early  years  of  the  New  Testament  church, 
has  crippled  him  forever ;  and  we  there- 
fore look  for  nothing  more,  in  the  things 
that  are  coming  on  the  eAlh,  than  a  pecu- 
liar readiness  on  the  part  of  bad  men,  to 
act  upon  his  cunning  suggestions.     The 
consequence  of  this  unguarded  state  of 
mind  will  be,  that  when  leaders  appear, 
assuming  new  ground,  and    confirming 
their  assumptions  by  doing  real  marvels 
in  our  sight,  we  shall  be  tempted  to  re- 
ceive them  as  Simon  Magus  was  received 
of  old  by  the  people  whom  he  bewitched 
with  his  sorceries :  ^^  To  whom  they  all 
gave  heed,  from  the  least  to  the  greatest, 
saying.  This  man  is  the  great  power  of 
God."    Acts  viii.  10.    Not  a  few  of  those 
who  held  out  against  the  Irvingite  heresy  < 
in  the  days  of  its  success,  did  so,  as  they 
acknowledged,  only  because  its  apostles 
failed  in  performing  any  really  miracu- 
lous work.     Attempts  were  made  to  raise 
up  tlie  dying,  and  to  revive  the  dead ;  and 
their  open  failure  cooled  the  zeal  of  some 
very  anxious  inquirers :  should  a  similar 
delusion  be  brought  forward,  and  such 
things  actually  effected,  are  we  prepared 
to  resist  the  evidence  of  sense,  and  to  cling 
to  the  word  of  God  alone  ?     We  shall  be 
better  armed  for  such  a  trial,  by  giving  se- 
rious heed  to  what  the  Bible  testifies  in 
the  passages  here  cited,  and  receiving 
the  predictions  in  their  simple,  literal  ac- 
ceptation. 

Popery  is  now  heaping  up  its  stately « 
piles  of  architecture  throughout  tlie  land, 
fitted,  no  doubt,  in  tlieir  secret  recesses, 
with  a  vast  machinery  for  the  exhibition 
of  "  lying  wonders"  on  a  grand  scale,  by 
which  many  will  be  snared  and  taken  :^ 
but  though  a  principal,  still  Popery  is  not 
likely  to  be  the  sole  manifestation  of  Sa- 
tan in  these  coming  horrors.  Forms  of 
error  less  openly  revolting  than  the  gross 
idolatry  of  that  system,  but  not  less  fatal 
to  the  soul  if  persisted  in,  will  be  supplied, 
for  those  who  would  hurl  the  anatliema  at 
an  angel  from  heaven,  if  he  dared  to 
preach  up  the  mass.  Some  will  be  led 
astray,  but  not  finally;  for  it  is  plainly 
said,  ''Some  of  them  of  understanding 
shall  fall,  to  try  tliem,  and  to  purge,  and  to 
make  them  white,  even  to  tlic  time  of  the 
end."   Dan.  xL  35.    And  to  this  the  apos- 
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tie  seems  to  refer,  where  he  says  of  the 
•ins  and  judgments  of  Israel,  '^Now  all 
these  things  happened  unto  them  for  en- 
samples,  and  they  are  written  for  our  ad- 
monition, upon  whom  tlie  ends  of  the 
world  are  come.  Wherefore,  let  him  that 
tliinkctli  he  standeth,  take  heed  lest  he 
fall."  1  Cor.  X.  11,  12.  No  vain  specula- 
tion should  mix  itself  up  with  this  solemn 
subject:  It  is  one  where  each  believer 
must  seek  instruction  how  to  arm  himself 
for  the  great  battle,  in  which  he  may  ex- 
pect ere  long  to  be  engaged :  the  word  of 
God  alone,  prayerfully  studied  and  prac- 
tically applied,  will  show  to  each  of  us  the 
might,  the  wrath,  and  the  puri)ose  of  our 
adversary.  It  will  also  show  us  how  that 
adversary  is  to  be  met  and  conquered; 
even  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  and  by  the 
word  of  our  testimony. 


SECTION  X. 

THE   DOOM   OF  SATAN  AND   UI8   ANOELS. 

In  the  sentence  pronounced  upon  the 
serpent,  it  was  declared  that  the  seed  of 
the  woman  should  bruise  his  head.  A 
blow  inflicted  on  the  vital  part  indicates 
final  destruction ;  and  in  accordance  with 
this,  the  apostle  tells  us  that  our  Lord 
Jesus  became  partaker  of  flesh  and  blood, 
"that  tlirough  death  he  might  destroy 
him  that  had  the  power  of  death,  that  is 
the  devil."  Heb.  ii.  14.  We  find  the 
great  enemy,  first  an  angel,  not  keeping 
his  holy  estate,  but  becoming  rebellious, 
transformed  into  a  liar  and  a  murderer, 
composing  the  ruin  of  this  beautiful  crea- 
tion, and  drawing  a  creature,  made  in  the 
image  of  God,  into  deadly  transgression 
against  his  merciful  and  glorious  Maker. 
Still  having  occasional  access  to  heavenly 
places,  we  find  him  availing  himself  of  it 
to  accuse  before  God  those  whom  he  had 
tempted  into  sin,  and  to  resist  the  work  of 
mercy  towards  man.  Then,  cast  wholly 
out  of  heaven,  we  learn  that  he  vents  his 
great  wrath  upon  the  inhabitants  of  earth, 
and  for  a  limited  time  plunges  them  in 
fearful  woes.  Lastly,  the  doom  for  which 
he  knows  himself  to  be  reserved  is  in- 


flicted ;  and  he,  with  all  his  legions  of  ac- 
cursed spirits,  are  cast  into  a  pit  of  sul- 
phurous flames,  there  to  abide  forever  and 
ever. 

The  intimations  given  of  this  final  judg- 
ment are  many  and  explicit  Jude,  with 
whose  words  we  commenced  our  proofs, 
in  those  words  declared  the  end  :  **  The 
angels  that  kept  not  their  first  estate,  but 
led  their  own  habitation,  he  hath  reserved 
in  everlasting  chains  under  darkness,  unto 
the  judgment  of  the  great  day."  Jude  6. 
They  are,  themselves,  perfectly  well  aware 
of  whai  is  coming  upon  them ;  as  St  James 
implies  when  speaking  of  a  faith  that 
works  not  by  love,  an  acknowledgment  of 
God's  being,  power,  and  justice,  without 
any  sense  of  redeeming  mercy,  any  con- 
formity to  his  will.  "  Thou  believest  that 
there  is  one  God ;  thou  doest  well :  the 
devils  also  believe  and  tremble."  James  ii. 
29.  They  made  the  same  admission  them- 
selves, when  terrified  by  the  sudden  ap- 
pearance of  their  dreaded  Judge.  The 
"  legion"  saw  him  coming : — "  And  behold 
they  cried  out,  saying,  What  have  we  to 
do  with  thee,  Jesus,  thou  Son  of  God?  ' 
Art  thou  come  hither  to  torment  us  before 
the  time?"  Matt  viii.  29.  And  again  the 
unclean  spirit  in  the  synagogue,  "  Let  us 
alone ;  what  have  we  to  do  with  thee, 
thou  Jesus  of  Nazareth  ?  Art  thou  come 
to  destroy  us  ?  I  know  thee  who  thou  art, 
the  Holy  One  of  God."  Mark  i.  24.  On 
another  occasion  one  of  the  devils  ^  be- 
sought him  much  that  he  would  not  send 
them  away  out  of  the  country ;"  (Mark  v. 
10 ;)  or  as  St.  Luke  expresses  it,  "  They 
besought  him  that  he  would  not  com- 
mand them  to  go  out  into  the  deep;'' 
(Luke  viii.  31 ;)  by  which  must  be  under- 
stood the  bottomless  pit ;  since,  on  having 
their  request  granted,  they  immediately 
entered  the  swine,  and  of  their  own  ac- 
cord, rushed  down  into  the  sea. 

Our  Lord  has  foreshown  their  dreadful 
doom  ;  in  which  all  who  remain  under  the 
dominion  of  Satan,  must  likewise  partake : 
"  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed,  into  everlast- 
ing fire,  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  an- 
gels." Matt  XXV.  The  constant  contem- 
plation of  this  their  certain  end,  must 
greatly  aggravate  the  malignity  of  evil 
spirits:  nothing  is  so  hardening  as  de- 
spair. Their  sin  was  unpardonable ;  and 
Christ  "took  not  on  him  the  nature  of 
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angels,''  (Heb.  IL  16,)  to  work  out  for  them 
the  redemption  which  in  his  infinite  com- 
passion he  vouchsafed  to  achieve  for  their 
wretched  victim,  man.  There  could  be 
none  to  tempt  Satan  into  rebellion  as  he 
tempted  Eve  to  disobedience ;  and  how 
irritating  must  it  be  to  a  mighty,  spiritual, 
angelic  being,  to  see  a  creature  formed  out 
of  the  dust,  redeemed  from  his  power  at  so 
vast  a  price  as  the  blood  of  the  incarnate 
God,  while  he,  and  the  myriads  of  his 
companion  spirits  are  passed  by — led  to 
perish  forever !  We  see  with  what  horri- 
ble rage  and  cruelty  he  used  the  power, 
for  a  short  time  committed  to  him,  that  the 
innocent  Jesus  might  suffer.  Most  sig- 
nally was  he  baffled !  he  came  against 
Christ  to  tempt  and  seduce,  and  was 
repelled,  put  to  shame,  and,  driven  away : 
he  came  against  him  to  smite  and  kill, 
and  in  so  doing  was  himself  destroyed; 
his  usurped  empire  wrested  from  him,  the 
prey  for  which  he  had  so  long  toiled  taken 
out  of  his  net,  and  the  mortal  bruise  in- 
flicted on  his  accursed  head.  Our  blessed 
Lord,  in  the  immediate  prospect  of  his 
sufTerings,  said,  "  Now  is  the  judgment  of 
this  world :  now  shall  tlie  prince  of  this 
world  be  cast  out"  John  xii.  31.  The  re- 
sult was  certain,  the  triumph  secured.  He 
had  before,  in  the  rich  success  of  the  first 
Gospel  missionaries,  beheld  Satan  as  light- 
ning fall  from  heaven :  (Luke  x.  18:)  now, 
in  the  contemplation  of  his  own  death, 
**  the  travail  of  his  soul,"  he  saw  him  cast 
out  from  his  last  refuge  on  earth,  and 
about  to  sink  into  the  lake  of  fire. 

The  order  of  events,  as  regards  this  final 
casting  out,  is  very  distinctly  set  forth. 
We  have  already  seen  tlie  predictions  of 
that  short  period  of  great  wrath,  when 
Satan  and  his  attendant  devils  shall  try 
the  world  with  unprecedented  calamities, 
and  gather  its  kings  and  captains  to  battle 
against  the  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of 
lords.  At  this  point  vengeance  first  over- 
takes him:  his  chosen  instrument,  the 
beast,  and  the  false  prophets  that  wrought 
miracles  before  him,  are  taken,  and  cast 
alive  into  a  lake  of  fire  burning  witli 
brimstone :  (Rev.  xix.  20:)  and  then  fol- 
lows the  event  to  which  the  Church  looks 
forward  with  such  longing  desire :  ^'  And 
I  saw  an  angel  come  down  from  heaven, 
having  the  key  of  the  bottomless  pit,  and  a 
great  chain  in  his  hand :  and  he  laid  hold 


on  the  dragon,  that  old  serpent,  which  is 
the  devil,  and  Satan,  and  bound  him  a 
thousand  years,  and  cast  him  into  the  bot- 
tomless pit,  and  shut  him  up,  and  set  a 
seal  upon  him,  that  he  should  deceive  the 
nations  no  more  till  the  thousand  years 
should  be  fulfilled :  and  af\er  that,  he  must 
be  loosed  a  little  season."  Rev.  xx.  1 — 3. 
This  chaining 'and  imprisoning  of  Satan 
during  a  thousand  years,  whether  they  be 
literal  years,  or  prophetical  years  of  days, 
and  every  day  a  year,  is  most  mercifully 
not  revealed  to  us,  as  the  most  encourag- 
ing support  under  the  trials  that  precede 
iL  Christ  will  then  have  taken  to  him  his 
great  power,  and  will  reign,  not  as  a 
preached  but  as  a  present  Saviour  and 
King.  No  longer  shall  the  perfidious 
enemy  snatch  away  the  seed  of  divine 
truth  from  the  human  heart,  as  now  he 
does :  (Matt  xiii.  19 :)  no  longer  shall  he 
prevail  to  sow  his  worthless  tares  among 
the  true  wheat  of  the  Church ;  (verse  39 ;) 
his  hateful  presence  will  no  longer  vex, 
nor  his  malignant  power  oppress  the  world. 
Violence  shall  cease :  "  They  shall  not 
hurt  nor  destroy,  in  all  my  holy  mountain ;" 
(Isaiah  xi.  11;)  ignorance,  superstition, 
and  unbelief  shall  vanish:  "The  earth 
shall  be  full  of  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord, 
as  the  waters  cover  the  sea." 

The  creatures  of  Jehovah  shall  no  longer 
be  beguiled  into  tempting  and  dishonour- 
ing tlieir  Creator,  by  following  afler  false 
gods,  or  setting  up  stumbling-blocks  of  re- 
bellious iniquity  in  their  hearts,  for  "  The 
Lord  shall  be  king  over  all  the  earth :  in 
that  day,  there  shall  be  one  Lord,  and  his 
name  One."  Zech.  xiv.  9.  It  is  impossi- 
ble to  conceive  the  amount  of  happiness 
to  be  derived  from  the  mere  absence  of 
Satan,  even  were  no  positive  blessing  to 
accompany  the  negative  good :  but  since 
his  capture  and  committal  will  be  the 
result  of  His  coming  again  into  the 
kingdom  whose  right  it  is,  we  may  well 
be  glad,  and  rejoice  in  the  prospect,  and 
comfort  one  another  with  these  words. 

This,  however,  is  not  a  final  casting  out 
of  our  restless  enemy :  sufficient  evil  will 
yet  lurk  in  some  parts  of  the  renewed 
earth  for  him  to  practise  his  old  craft  upon; 
and  he  will  have  Uberty  so  to  do.  "  When 
the  thousand  years  are  expired,  Satan 
shall  be  loosed  out  of  his  prison,  and  shall 
go  out  to  deceive  the  nations  which  are  in 
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the  foar  quarters  of  the  earth,  Gog  e\pd 
Magog,  to  gather  them  togetlier  to  battle." 
Rev.  XX.  7,  8.  Who  these  nations  are,  or 
under  what  circumstances  they  will  at  that 
period  be  placed,  we  cannot  possibly  say. 
It  is  idle,  and  worse  than  idle,  for  men  to 
guess,  to  predicate,  to  dogmatize,  on  mat- 
ters where  the  most  learned  has  no  other 
data  to  guide  him,  than  is  vouchsafed  to 
any  babe  in  a  Sunday  school.  We  know 
that  the  Lord  hath  spoken  it;  therefore 
we  know  that  it  shall  come  to  pass.  Sa- 
tan's prison  door  shall  be  opened,  his  chain 
removed,  and  immediately  he  will  return 
to  his  ancient  work  of  deceiving  men.  It 
is  appalling  to  observe  with  what  fierce 
earnestness  he  is  bent  on  this  detestable 
employment  His  hatred  of  man  is  ever 
breaking  out;  and  what  must  they  expect 
to  endure,  who,  through  their  rejection 
of  Christ's  Gospel,  doom  themselves  to 
be  his  companions  and  slaves  for  ever ! 
Hell,  as  a  place  of  flames  and  torments, 
*'  where  the  worm  dieth  not,  and  the  fire 
is  not  quenched,"  is  invested  with  mystery 
that  shrouds  its  terrors,  and  leads  bold 
unbelievers  to  scoff  at  what  they  cannot 
comprehend;  but  hell,  as  manife  ted  in 
tlie  character  and  actings  of  Satan,  is  a 
comprehensible  and  a  fearful  reality  !  To 
be  condemned,  even  for  a  short  time,  to 
the  exclusive  society,  and  subjected  to  the 
despotic  will  of  a  person  who  utterly  hafes 
us,  and  by  all  means  seeks  our  hurt,  is  an 
infliction  that  few  would  like  to  brave :  but 
this  is  a  helpless  bondage  forever  and 
ever,  to  and  with  one  who,  as  a  powerful 
angel,  must  always  be  stronger  than  we ; 
and  whose  torments,  while  we  partook  of 
them,  would  perpetually  incite  him  to  ten- 
fold ferocity  against  us,  as  a  means  of 
their  great  aggravation. 

Satan  will  succeed  in  his  last  expedi- 
tion, so  far  as  the  deceiving,  and  conse- 
quent destroying  of  these  nations  is  con- 
cerned ;  whose  number,  we  are  told,  is  as 
the  sands  of  the  sea.  "  And  they  went  up 
on  the  breadth  of  the  earth,  and  com- 
passed die  camp  of  the  saints  about,  and 
the  beloved  city ;  and  fire  came  down  fVom 
God,  out  of  heaven,  and  devoured  them. 
And  the  devil  that  deceived  them  viras  cast 
into  the  lake  of  fire  and  brimstone,  where 
the  beast  and  the  false  prophet  are,  and 
■hall  be  tormented  day  and  night  forever 
and  ever."  Rev.  xx.  9,  10. 


Beyond  this  the  word  of  God  does  not 
lead  us:  the  secrets  of  that  burning  pit  are 
not  revealed  to  man.  The  terriMeness  of 
divine  wrath,  in  its  unmitigated  inflictions, 
no  heart  can  conceive,  neither  may  tongue 
essay  to  describe  it.  Some  have  spoken 
of  the  state  of  the  lost,  as  though  it  was 
one  where  rage  and  blasphemy  continu- 
ally poured  forth  their  despairing  defiance 
of  the  Most  High.  It  may  be  so,  as  re- 
gards the  evil  spirits,  but  Scripture  leads 
to  no  such  supposition  respecting  the 
ruined  eouls  of  men.  Anguish  most  bitter, 
weeping,  and  wailing,  and  gnashing  of 
teeth :  a  full  appreciation  of  what  has  been 
rejected,  and  an  agonizing  consciousness 
of  what  is  incurred — the  total  absence  of 
hope,  the  blackness  of  darkness,  to  be  known 
and  felt  forever  and  ever — these  are  a  part 
of  what  we  are  told  will  be  the  portion  of 
those  who  believe  not :  the  doom  of  such 
as  will  not  obey.  Let  Uiis  awful  glimpse 
of  unspeakable  and  everlasting  wo  euflice ; 
and  may  the  blood  of  Him  who,  through 
the  Eternal  Spirit,  oflered  Himself  with- 
out spot  for  sins,  be  so  applied  to  the  soul 
of  her  who  writes,  and  of  every  individual 
who  reads  these  pages,  that  they  may 
never  know,  by  experience,  the  terrific 
reality  of  what,  by  faith,  tliey  are  assured, 
is  reserved  for  the  enemies  of  the  Gospel 
of  Christ 


PART  11. 


.     OF  THE   HOLY  ANGELS. 


SECTION  I. 

THEIR   EXISTENCE  AND   CHARACTER. 

In  the  great  conflicts  that  man  has  to 
wage  with  the  terrible  enemy  to  whom  he 
has  sold  himself,  and  who  labours  to  keep, 
or  to  regain  possession  of  every  individual 
soul,  so  long  as  it  inhabits  the  body,  man 
has  but  one  eflcctual  help.  Unaided  and 
alone,  God,  manifest  in  the  flesh,  fought 
tlie  battle  of  redemption :  he  alone  paid 
the  ransom,  and  from  him  alone  is  all 
strength,  ail  succour  to  be  derived.  There 
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18  not  in  heaven  above,  or  in  the  earth  be- 
neath, any  created  thing,  capable  of  sup- 
plying a  fraction  towards  the  mighty  price 
of  man's  deliverance,  nor  of  contributing 
an  iota  of  the  power  by  which  alone  he 
can  successfully  fight  the  good  fight  of 
faith,  and  lay  hold  on  eternal  life.  It  is 
highly  important  to  bear  tliis  in  mind,  be- 
cause of  the  fearful  abuses  by  which  the 
adversary  has  prevailed  to  pervert  the  de- 
lightful truths  that  we  are  now  about  to 
investigate.  The  Papal  apostacy,  one  of 
whose  characteristics  it  is  to  "^  blaspheme 
them  that  dwell  in  heaven,"  (Rev.  xiii.  6,) 
has  established  a  system  of  angel-worship, 
interwoven  with  every  part  of  its  unholy 
fabric,  and  carried  to  such  an  excess  that 
it  has  prevailed  to  drive  the  Church  of 
Christ  into  an  opposite  extreme  ;  teaching 
them  to  shrink  from,  or  to  overlook  the  en- 
couraging truths  that  tend  to  the  glory  of 
God ;  and  which  are  therefore  changed 
into  a  lie  by  Satan,  that  in  our  anxiety  to 
shun  that  lie,  we  may  lose  the  consola- 
tions provided  for  us. 

Of  what  subsisted  previously  to  the  cre- 
ation of  this  globe,  we  have  but  very  dim 
intimations ;  yet  we  know  that  angelic 
hosts  looked  on  and  rejoiced  in  the  beau- 
teous work.  This  is  conveyed  in  magni- 
ficent language  in  the  book  of  Job,  where 
the  Lord  enters  into  controversy  with  the 
doubting  and  complaining,  but  self-justi- 
fying sufferer.  *•  Where  wast  thou  when 
I  laid  the  foundations  of  the  earth  ?  de- 
clare if  thou  hast  understanding.  Who 
hath  laid  the  measures  thereof,  if  thou 
.knowest?  or  who  hath  stretched  the  line 
upon  it  ?  Whereupon  are  the  foundations 
tliereof  fastened  ?  or  who  laid  the  corner 
stone  thereof;  when  the  morning  stars 
sang  together,  and  all  the  sons  of  God 
shouted  for  joy  ?"  Job  xxxviii.  4 — 7.  1 1  is 
certain  from  this  passage,  that  beings, 
bright  and  holy,  existed,  with  faculties  to 
comprehend,  and  minds  to  rejoice  in  the 
manifestation  of  God's  power  and  good- 
ness in  creating  this  globe  on  which  we 
dwell.  They  are  called  "  the  angels  of 
God,"  Gen.  xxviii.  12,  "  Holy  angels," 
Matt  XX.  31. 

Michael  seems,  indeed,  to  be  among  the 
holy  angels,  what  Satan  is  among  the 
ihllen  spirits,  a  leader  invested  with  great 
power:  and  we  find  them  personally  op- 
posed on  two  occasions, — the  first  of  which 


seems  conclusive  as  to  his  being,  however 
high  and  glorious,  still  a  creature,  humble 
and  obedient:  ** Michael  the  archangel, 
when  contending  with  the  devil,  -he  dis- 
puted about  the  body  of  Moses,  durst  not 
bring  against  him  a  railing  accusation,  but 
said,  tlie  Lord  rebuke  thee."  Jude  9.  Pe- 
ter applies  the  same  argument,  and  seem- 
ingly alludes  to  the  same  event,  when 
treating,  as  Jude  does,  of  the  presumptu- 
ous evil-speaking  of  ungodly  men.  "  They 
are  not  afraid  to  speak  of  evil  dignities : 
whereas  angels,  which  are  greater  in 
power  and  might,  bring  not  a  railing  ac- 
cusation against  tliem  before  the  Lord." 
2  Peter  ii.  11.  Here  the  same  expressions 
are  applied  to  Michael,  and  to  angels  gen- 
erally. He  is,  however,  of  exalted  rank, 
as  the  ano^el  who  talked  with  Daniel 
plainly  declared,  when  alluding  to  the 
mysterious  contest  in  which  he  had  been 
engaged,  together  with  other  spiritual 
beings,  and  which  has  already  been 
quoted.  Michael  is  there  designated 
'*  One  of  the  chief  princes ;"  and  the  angel 
addressing  Daniel  as  a  seer,  calls  him 
"  Michael  your  prince."  Dan.  x.  13 — 21. 
Finally,  when  describing  the  consumma- 
tion of  all  things,  the  angel  says,  **At  that 
time  shall  Michael  stand  up,  the  great 
prince  which  standeth  for  the  children  of 
thy  people."  Dan.  xii.  1.  From  all  this 
we  gather  that  Michael  is  one  among 
several  angelic  beings,  whom  the  Lord  has 
seen  fit  to  elevate  above  their  fellows,  and 
that  as  regards  the  concerns  of  our  planet, 
he  is  probably  the  chief.  The  word  arch- 
angel occurs  but  once  more  in  the  Bible, 
and  there  we  are  told,  "  The  Lord  him- 
self shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a 
shout,  with  the  voice  of  the  archangel,  and 
with  the  trump  of  God."  1  Thess.  iv.  16. 
But  Michael  is  named  again,  as  we  have 
before  seen,  as  heading  the  great  battle 
against  Satan,  when  "  there  was  war  in 
heaven,  Michael  and  his  angels  fought 
against  the  dragon ;  and  the  dragon 
fought,  and  his  angels."  Rev.  xii  7. 

The  most  natural  inference  to  be  drawn 
from  what  the  Lord  has  seen  good  to  inti- 
mate to  us.  is  that  some  special  post  is  as- 
signed to  each  one  of  the  heavenly  spirits ; 
and  collectively  we  know  what  their  office 
is.  "  Are  they  not  all  ministering  spirits, 
sent  forth  to  minister  for  them  w^ho  shall 
be  heirs  of  salvation  ?"  Heb.  i.  14.    One 
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may,  indeed,  oversee  the  aflairs  of  the 
kingdom,  while  another  watches  the  slum- 
bering baby  in  a  cottage  cradle,  but  be 
the  ofRcc  what  it  may,  it  is  rendered  ardu- 
ous by  the  incessant  opposition  of  the  Sa- 
tanic hosts,  who  are  forever  crossing  the 
path  and  thwarting  the  work  of  those  min- 
istering spirits,  to  say  nothing  of  the  per- 
verseness  of  those  who,  though  by  the  free 
mercy  of  God  they  are  "  heirs  of  salva- 
tion," still  inhabit  a  body  of  death,  tainted 
by  corruption,  opposed  to  holiness,  and 
presenting,  no  doubt,  a  painful  and  a  per- 
plexing spectacle  in  the  eyes  of  their  un- 
seen friends,  whose  holy  natures,  full  of 
love,  zeal,  thankfulness,  and  perfect  obedi- 
ence, must  often  shrink  from  the  perverse 
iniquity  of  even  the  redeemed  people  of 
God. 

Yet  we  know  that  these  loving  minis- 
isters  take  delight  in  our  prosperity :  their 
zeal  for  the  glory  of  God  must  necessarily 
cause  tliem  to  rejoice  in  the  subversion  of 
Satan's  empire  among  men ;  and  the 
knowledge  that  they  possess  of  his  object, 
the  continual  sight  of  his  atrocious  devices 
to  promote  that  cruel  object,  and  above 
all,  the  daily,  hourly  spectacle  of  souls 
passing  from  this  stage  of  existence  into  a 
hopeless  eternity,  all  tend  to  keep  alive  in 
their  minds  that  compassionate  feeling  to- 
wards us  which  makes  the  welfare  of 
every  soul  a  matter  of  deep  interest  to 
him.  Our  Lord  assures  us  that  "  there  is 
joy  in  the  presence  of  the  angels  of  God, 
over  one  sinner  that  repenteth;"  (Luke 
XV.  10 ;)  and  there  is  no  mistaking  the 
affectionate  tone  of  the  angelic  messenger 
who,  with  the  glory  of  the  Lord  encircling 
him,  greeted  the  shepherds,  "Fear  not: 
for  behold  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of 
great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  people ;" 
(Luke  ii.  10 ;)  nor  that  of  the  various  an- 
gels who  announced  the  Lord's  resuri^c- 
tion  to  the  women ;  "  Fear  not  ye ;  for  I 
know  that  ye  seek  Jesus  which  was  cruci- 
fied. He  is  not  here,  for  he  is  risen,  as  he 
said.  Come,  see  the  place  where  the  Lord 
lay.  And  go  quickly,  and  tell  his  disci- 
ples that  he  is  risen  from  the  dead ;  and 
behold  he  goeth  before  you  into  Galilee ; 
and  there  shall  ye  see  him :  lo,  I  have  told 
you."  Matt,  xxviii.  5 — 7.  This  is  an  ex- 
quisite picture  of  angelic  power,  glory, 
and  tenderness  combined.  The  angel 
who  spoke  was  seated  on  the  stone  that 
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he  had  rolled  from  the  sepulchre's  mouth : 
such  was  the  dazzling  splendour  of  hia 
countenance,  that  it  shone  like  lightning ; 
and  tlie  armed  soldiers  of  Rome  '^did 
shake  and  became  as  dead  men."  Yet 
how  kindly,  with  what  condescending  in- 
dulgence, and  mild  assurance  he  encour- 
ages the  poor  terrified  women,  dilating 
upon  the  particulars  that  were  best  calcu- 
lated to  inspire  tliem  with  confidence  and 
joy!  We  may  return  hereafter  to  the 
subject;  but  at  present  it  must  not  be 
overlooked  as  exhibiting  in  a  most  touch- 
ing light,  the  angelic  character. 

The  first  notice  we  have  in  Scripture 
of  the  ministry  of  angels  is  an  awful  one. 
God  ^*  placed  at  the  east  of  the  garden  of 
Eden,  cherubim,  and  a  flaming  8wor4, 
which  turned  every  way,  to  keep  the  way 
of  the  tree  of  life."  Gen.  iii.  24.  No 
doubt  they  who  had  sung  together  and 
shouted  for  joy  when  earth  arose  beneath 
tlie  hand  of  her  divine  framer,  and  the 
whole  glorious  filbric  was  completed  and 
pronounced  very  good,  were  frequent  vis- 
iters to  man,  encouraging  and  sharing 
with  him  the  language  of  praise  to  their 
King;  and  very  terrible  indeed  to  them 
must  have  been  the  spectacle  of  these  fa- 
voured, beloved  creatures,  recently  formed 
out  of  the  dust  and  exalted  to  such  ma- 
jesty, and  endowed  witii  such  felicity, 
drawn  aside  by  a  device  of  the  devil  to 
revolt,  and  to  bring  a  curse  upon  what 
God  had  blessed;  and  their  service  in 
guarding  the  gate  from  the  expelled  of- 
fenders was  a  willing  one ;  for  how  coul4 
the  Lord  be  insulted  and  they  not  moved 
to  most  indignant  sorrow  ?  But  although 
we  find  them  prompt  to  execute  the  terri- 
ble denunciations  of  his  displeasure,  bi» 
mercy  to  man  excites  their  chief  joy.  We 
shall  find  many  proofs  of  this  as  we  go 
on ;  and  while  repudiating  with  horror  the 
least  approach  to  rendering  them  a  pai^ 
tide  of  the  honour  due  to  God  alone,  we 
must  be  cold  indeed  not  to  feel  a  glow  of 
thankful  afiection  towards  the  high  and 
sinless  beings  who  sympathise  with  us  in 
this  our  low  estate  of  guilt  and  sorrow, 
who  encamp  around  us  to  watch  the 
movements  of  our  deadly  foea,  and  who 
long  to  welcome  us  into  the  heavenly 
mansions  of  safety  and  peace  prepared 
for  us  by  their  Lord  and  onri. 
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SECTION  II. 

« 
▲NQEUC   KNOWLEDGE   AND   POWER. 

Omnisciencb  belongs  to  God  alone: 
He  only  is  the  Hearer  of  prayer,  the 
Searcher  of  hearts,  the  sovereign  Ruler 
of  the  affairs  of  man.  To  suppose  that 
any  created  being  may  appropriate  even 
the  minutest  portion  of  these  high  pre- 
rogatives of  Jehovah,  is  nothing  short  of 
heresy,  verging  on  blasphemy.  Its  dan- 
gerous tendency  is  plainly  shown  by  the 
apostle,  who  says  that  the  worshipping  of 
angels  beguiles  the  Christian  of  his  re- 
ward. Col.  ii.  15.  Therefore  we  have 
need  to  be  very  sober  and  circumspect 
lest  in  treating  of  this  most  interesting 
■abject,  we  be  led,  through  inadvertence, 
into  ascribing  to  tlie  holy  angels  any  pro- 
perties on  which  the  ignorant  and  profane 
might  ground  an  excuse  for  rendering  to 
them  divine  honours.  God  has  not  seen 
fit  to  reveal  to  us  to  what  extent  the  spir- 
itual creatures,  good  and  evil,  who  con- 
stantly surround  us,  can  penetrate  our 
thoughts.  They,  of  course,  can  form  a 
very  accurate  conclusion  from  what  they 
•ee  and  hear,  combined  with  their  ac- 
quaintance with  the  past  events  of  our 
lives;  but  beyond  this  we  have  no  war- 
rant for  supposing  that  they  know  more 
than  the  Lord,  for  special  purposes,  is 
pleased  to  reveal  to  them. 

One  knowledge  the  angels  do  certainly 
possess,  and  that  the  very  chiefest  of  all 
Icnowledge — they  know  God :  and  as  tlie 
idepths  of  the  riches  of  His  knowledge 
and  wisdom  are  unfathomable,  they  cver- 
fDore  seek  fresh  acquisitions  in  that  divine 
science.  The  apostle  Peter,  speaking  of 
tfie  mysteries  of  redemption,  "  the  suffer- 
ings of  Christ,  and  the  glory  that  should 
follow*'  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel, 
*with  the  Holy  Ghost  sent  down  from 
heaven,"  adds,  ^*  which  things  the  angels 
dedre  to  look  into."  1  Peter  i.  11,  12.  And 
that  they  do  look  with  adoring  joy  upon 
the  mighty  work,  is  manifest  from  their 
joining  in  the  heavenly  song,  "  Worthy  is 
tHe  Lamb  that  was  slain,  to  receive 
power,  and  riches,  and  wisdom,  and 
•trength,  and  honour,  and  glory,  and  bles- 
fing."  Rev.  v.  12.  How  far  they  may 
be  employed  in  overseeing  the  minute  cir- 


cumstances by  which  a  sinner  is  ofleo 
brought  to  the  hearing  of  the  Gospel,  by 
entering  some  particular  place  of  worship, 
taking  up  some  particular  book,  or  olher 
similar  occurrences,  we  do  not  know :  but 
this  we  do  know,  that  there  is  joy  in  the 
presence  of  the  angels  of  God,  over  one 
such  repenting  sinner.    The  expression, 
*'  ministering  spirits,  sent  forth  to  minister 
to  them  that  thall  be  heirs  of  salvation," 
would  lead  us  to  suppose  that  the  children 
of  God  even  previous  to  their  effectual 
calling,  are  placed  under  the  care  of  these 
bright  and  loving  creatures,  whose  holy 
nature  must  oflen  be  deeply  grieved  at 
the  iniquity  of  man ;  knowing,  as  they  do, 
the  unspeakable  immensity  of  the  stake 
which  he  so  daringly  trifles  with,  and  the 
infinite  love  of  God,  against  which  he  so 
basely  and  insolently  sins. 

There  is  a  knowledge  too,  which,  no 
doubt,  is  revealed  to  the  angels — that  of 
the  Lord's  peculiar  favour  to  certain  indi- 
viduals. Gabriel  expresses  this  to  Daniel, 
when  about  to  communicate  to  him  what 
the  Lord  had  informed  him  of.  *^0 
Daniel,  I  am  now  come  forth  to  give  thee 
skill  and  understanding.  At  the  begin- 
ning of  thy  supplications  the  command- 
ments came  forth,  and  I  am  come  to  show 
thee ;  for  thou  art  greatly  beloved."  Dan. 
ix.  22,  23.  And  again,  on  another  occa- 
sion, ''  O  Daniel,  a  man  greatly  beloved" 
—Dan.  X.  11;  and  "O  man,  greatly  be- 
loved, fear  not"  v.  19.  In  addition  to 
this,  they  are  unquestionably  endowed 
wixh  very  high  degrees  of  discerning  and 
discriminating  knowledge.  In  that  beau- 
tiful passage,  where  the  woman  of  Te- 
kooh  with  such  singular  eloquence  and 
effect,  pleads  with  David,  covertly  pur- 
posing to  soflen  him  towards  his  banished 
son,  these  expressions  occur: — "The  word 
of  my  lord  the  king  shall  now  be  com- 
fortable :  for  as  an  angel  of  CTod,  so  is  my 
lord  the  king  to  discern  good  and  bad ;" 
and  again,  "  My  lord  is  wise,  according  to 
the  wisdom  of  an  angel  of  God,  to  know 
all  things  that  are  in  the  earth."  2  Sam. 
xiv.  17—20.  This  wise  woman  of  Tekooh, 
whose  wisdom  appears  to  have  been  of 
a  worldly  description,  and  who  was 
prompted  by  Joab,  certainly  flattered  tlie 
king;  but  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose 
she  flattered  the  angels,  concerning  whom 
we  are  led,  on  much  better  authority,  tc 
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form  a  very  high  estimate.  How  exqui- 
iitely  beautiful  are  her  words,  in  rela- 
tion to  the  Lord^s  reconciling  mercies! 
"Wherefore  hast  thou  thought  such  a 
thing  against  the  people  of  God  ?  for  the 
king  doth  speak  this  thing  as  one  which  is 
faulty,  in  that  the  king  doth  not  fetch 
home  again  his  banished.  For  we  must 
needs  die,  and  are  as  water  spilt  on  the 
ground,  which  cannot  be  gathered  up 
again :  neither  doth  God  respect  any  per- 
son, yet  doth  he  devise  means,  that  his 
banished  be  not  expelled  from  him;" 
verses  13,  14.  The  justness  of  this  sub- 
lime picture  of  man's  helplessness  and 
God's  rescuing  power,  gives  weight  to 
what  this  singular  woman  also  said  of  an- 
gelic wisdom  and  knowledge.  Paul,  too, 
refers  to  them,  when  he  sajrs,  "  Though 
we,  or  an  angel  from  heaven,  presu^h  any 
other  gospel  unto  you  than  that  which  we 
have  preached  unto  you,  let  him  be  ac- 
cursed." Gal.  i.  8 :  and  again :  "  Though 
1  speak  with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of 
angels,  and  have  not  charity,  I  am  become 
as  sounding  brass,  and  as  a  tinkling  cym- 
bal."    1  Cor.  xiii.  1. 

But  whatever  difficulty  we  may  find  in 
ascertaining  the  extent  of  angelic  know- 
ledge, of  the  power  of  the  angels  we  are 
taught  to  form  most  stupendous  concep- 
tions; or  rather  it  is  a  power  the  great- 
ness of  which  we  cannot  conceive.  The 
terrible  slaughter  of  the  first-bom  in 
Egypt,  was  the  work  of  one  angel,  and 
accomplished  within  so  short  a  space  of 
time,  that  the  cry  rose  simultaneously 
tliroughout  the  land.  Another  display  of 
this  awful  power  took  place,  when  the 
army  of  Sennacherib  laid  siege  to  Jerusa- 
lem. "  Then  the  angel  of  the  Lord  went 
forth,  and  smote  in  the  camp  of  the  Assy- 
rians, an  hundred  and  fourscore  and  five 
thousand:  and  when  they  arose  early  in 
the  morning,  behold  they  were  all  dead 
corpses."  Isaiah  xxxvii.  36.  A  hundred  and 
eighty-five  thousand  warriors  slain  with  a 
stroke,  as  they  lay  stretched  securely 
slumbering  in  their  tents,  was  a  mighty 
achievement ;  and  in  like  manner  the  visi- 
tation provoked  by  David's  sin  in  number- 
ing the  people,  though  it  is  called  a  pesti- 
lence, was  effected  by  an  angelic  band. 
'The  Lord  sent  pestilence  upon  Israel, 
and  there  fell  of  Israel  seventy  thousand 
men.    AndGodsentanaogeluntoJerasar  I 


lem  to  destroy  it ;  and  as  he  was  destroymg 
it,  the  Lord  beheld,  and  he  repented  him  o? 
the  evil,  and  said  to  tJie  angel  thatdestroyed| 
It  is  enough  ;  stay  now  thine  hand.    And 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  stood  by  the  thresh- 
ing-floor of  Oman  the  Jebusite.  AndDa\id 
lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  saw  the  angel  of  the 
Lord  stand  between  the  earth  and   the 
heaven,  having  a  drawn  sword  in  iiis  hand 
stretched  but  over  Jerasalem :  tlien  David 
and  the  elders  of  Israel  who  were  clothed 
in  sackcloth,  fell  upon  their  faces.    And 
David  said  unto  God,  Is  it  not  I  that  com- 
manded   the  people  to    be   numbered? 
even  I  it  is  that  have  sinned,  and  dona 
evil  indeed  ;  but  as  for  these  sheep,  what 
have  they  done?  let  thine  band,  I  pray 
thee,  O  Lord  my  God,  be  on  me,  and  oo 
my  father's  house ;  but  not  on  thy  people 
that  they  should  be  plagued.    The  angei 
of  the  Lord  commanded  Gad  to  say  to 
David,  that  David,  should  go  up,  and  set 
up  an  altar  unto  the  Lord,  in  the  thresh- 
ing-floor of  Oman  the  Jebusite.    And  Dor 
vid  went  up  at  the  saying  of  Gad,  which 
he  spake  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.    And 
Oman  tumed  back  and  saw  the  angel; 
and  his  four  sons  with  him  hid  tliem- 
selves.  .  .  .    And  David  built  there  an 
altar  unto  the  Lord,  and  offered  burnt-of- 
ferings and  peace-offerings,  and    called 
upon  the  Lord;  and  he  answered  him 
from  heaven  by  fire  upon  the  altar  of 
bumt-offering.    And  the  Lord  commanded 
the  angel,  and  he  put  up  his  sword  again 
into  the  sheath  thereof.     At  tliat  time 
when  David  saw  that  the  Lord  had  an- 
swered him  in  the  threshing-floor  of  Or- 
nan   the   Jebusite,    then    he    sacrificed 
there But  David  could  not  go  be- 
fore^ it  to  inquire  of  God ;  for  he  was 
afraid,  because  of  the  sword  of  the  angel 
of  the  Lord."      1   Chron.  xxi.   14— 3a 
What  a  splendid  vision  is  here  revealed 
to  us !    A  creature  of  surpassing  strength, 
glorious  brightness,  and  probably  of  great 
magnitude,  standing  in  mid-air,  with  a 
glittering  weapon,   the  stroke  oC  which 
was  instantly  mortal,  stretched  over  the 
holy  city,  wliich  lay  in  beautiful  repose 
beneath  an  evening  sky.    In  the  act  of 
smiting,  the  angel's  hand  was  arrested, 
and  he  stood   in  suspense,  the  weapon 
still  flashing  in  his  grasp,  to  know  what 
farther  he  should  do :  David  had  offended 
the  Lord  too  deeply  by  listening  to  tha 
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•Qggesiion  of  Satan,  to  be  honoured  with 
any  direct  communication:  neither  was 
the  angel  permitted  to  address  him,  but 
through  Gad  the  seer,  who  had  announced 
the  coming  judgment  on  the  land.  The 
angel  directed  a  sacrifice,  and  continued 
Ailly  visible  in  that  menacing  position,  so 
that  tlie  sons  of  Oman  hid  themselves 
from  his  terrible  appearance.  It  was  not 
until  the  smoke  of, the  burnt-offering  had 
ascended  before  the  Lord,  at  once  ren- 
dered and  pronounced  acceptable  by  the 
kindling  of  heavenly  fire,  that  the  dreaded 
•word  was  sheathed.  Yet  even  so,  its 
terrors  remained  so  powerfully  impressed 
cm  the  mind  of  the  king,  that  he  dare  not 
approach  his  temporary  altar,  from  fear 
of  the  glorious  being  who  still  watched  his 
proceedings.  This  is  one  of  the  glimpses 
afforded  us  of  what  is  perpetually  passing 
around,  but  which  our  eyes  are  holden 
from  seeing.  We  )alk  of  casualties,  of 
epidemics,  of  contagious  disorders;  but 
we  see  not  the  hand  that  with  unerring 
fidelity  deals  forth  each  mysterious  dispen- 
iation,  according  to  the  Lord's  appoint- 
ment The  same  presumptuous  folly  that 
has  clothed  evil  spirits  with  fantastically 
frightful  grimace,  has  invested  tlie  holy 
angels  witli  a  puerile  silliness  of  appear- 
ance, wholly  at  variance  with  every  scrip- 
tural representation.  Baby  faces  between 
a  pair  of  bird's  wings,  destitute  of  bodies ; 
slim  girls  with  long,  flowing  ringlets,  and 
pinions  well  feathered — these  are  the  ima- 
ginary likenet^ses  of  things  in  heaven, 
which  we  are  warned  not  to  represent  to 
ourselves ;  and  the  terribleness  with  which 
(he  Lord,  for  hie  own  glory,  has  invested 
these  ministers  of  his,  is  wholly  lost  sight  of. 
The  angel  who  met  Balaam  in  the  way, 
was  of  a  formidable  aspect  T'le  poor 
beast,  who  showed  a  better  feeling  than 
the  mercenary  wicked  prophet,  saw  him 
and  turned  aside  each  time,  until  the  nar- 
rowness of  the  way  preventing  this,  she 
fell  down,  and  was  cruelly  chastised  for  it 
by  her  senseless  rider,  whom  she  was 
enabled  miraculously  to  reprove.  **  Then 
ihe  Lord  opened  the  eyes  of  Balaam,  and 
he  saw  tlie  angel  of  the  Lord  standing  in 
the  way,  and  his  sword  drawn  in  his 
band."  Numb.  xxii.  31.  The  angel's 
address  was  very  severe,  and  his  look  so 
alarming,  that  all  Balaam's  thirst  for  gold 
eoold  not  tempt  him  to  advance,  until  he 


received  distinct  permission  to  do  so. 
We  may  be  assured  that  the  spectacle  of 
a  hypocrite  like  Balaam,  making  use  of 
the  Lord's  name  to  forward  his  own  sel- 
fish, unprincipled  ends,  and  ready  for 
filthy  lucre's  sake  to  call  down  a  curse  on 
God's  people,  or  more  effectually  to  de- 
stroy, by  alluring  them  into  sin,  could  not 
but  be  unsupportably  odious  to  a  holy  an- 
gel, ever  zealous  to  vindicate  tlie  honour 
of  his  glorious  King;  and  to  such  a  man, 
the  face  of  a  '*  ministering  spirit"  would 
be  fearful  indeed,  if,  like  Balaam's,  his  eyes 
were  opened  to  meet  tlie  indignant  gaxe 
of  God's  true  servant 

Angelic  power  was  put  forth  to  shot 
the  mouths  of  the  hungry  lions,  among 
whom  Daniel  was  cast  to  be  devoured. 
The  prophet  tells  us  so.  ^'  My  God  hath 
sent  his  angel,  and  hath  shut  the  lion's 
mouths,  that  they  have  not  hurt  me." 
Dan.  vi.  22.  Daniel  was  indeed  most  pe- 
culiarly favoured  by  the  ministry  of  an- 
gels, and  by  the  intimate  footing  in  which 
Gabriel  appeared  to  place  him  ;  while  tlie 
prophet's  deportment  toward  his  celestial 
interpreter  was  beautifully  humble  and 
respectful;  and  in  his  communications, 
which  have  more  of  a  colloquial  and  con- 
fidential tone  than  any  recorded  in  the 
Old  Testament,  the  angel  certainly  shows 
himself  to  be  a  powerful  warrior  and 
champion,  continually  engaged  in  battle. 
"The  prince  of  the  kingdom  of  Persia 
withstood  mo  one  and  twenty  days :  and 
now  will  I  return  to  fight  with  the  prince 
of  Persia."  It  is  for  man  tliey  fight ;  for 
rebel  man,  who  is  himself  too  generally 
fighting  against  Grod,  or  at  least  neglect- 
ing, with  wanton  disregard,  those  interests 
over  which  the  angels  of  the  Lord  ten- 
derly watch.  Against  us  arc  arrayed 
principalities  and  powers,  the  rulers  of  the 
darkness  of  this  world,  and  wicked  spirits 
in  high  places :  but  in  the  unequal  contest 
we  have  great  and  potent  allies,  whom 
the  Lord  Jesus  has  commissioned  to  serve 
us  according  to  our  need,  in  warding  off, 
no  doubt,  many  bodily  dangers  not  less 
imminent  than  the  jaws  of  tlie  hungry 
lions  were  to  Daniel,  though  oRen  unseen 
and  unsuspected  by  us. 

A  simple  student  of  Scripture,  unac- 
quainted with  the  received  notions  of  po- 
ets, painters  and  sculptors,  who  should 
undertake  to  pourtray  an  angel  of  God, 
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would  probably  represent  him  under  a 
very  difterent  aspect  from  any  that  we  are 
accustomed  to  connect  with  the  idea ;  be- 
cause we,  the  bond-slaves  of  custom  ever 
ready  to  to  be  misled  by  vain  traditions 
received  from  our  fathers,  and  incapable 
of  independent  thought,  or  rather  indis- 
posed to  it,  adopt  the  prevailing  error  that 
saves  us  the  trouble  of  reflecting,  and  con- 
tent ourselves  with  grotesque  devils,  and 
namby-pamby  angels.  Surely  both  are, 
to  mortal  gaze,  most  terrible !  There  are 
men  upon  earth,  whose  withering  scowl 
of  malignant  ferocity,  treachery,  and  reck- 
less desolation  of  heart,  may  convey  to 
the  shrinking  observer  a  faint  idea  of 
what  must  emanate  from  the  countenance 
of  an  evil  spirit,  ^^  seeking  rest  and  finding 
none,"  '^  going  to  and  fro  in  the  earth,  and 
walking  up  and  down  in  it,"  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  venting  his  cruelty  on  man- 
kind: but  where  shall  we  look  for  the 
likeness  of  an  angel?  Beautiful  they 
must  be,  because  all  God's  unblemished 
works  are  so  ;  and  calm  they  must  be,  for 
holiness  and  happiness  are  always  calm : 
but  this  earth,  defiled  by  sin,  and  broken 
into  helplessness,  contains  nothing  to  fur- 
nish us  with  a  conception  of  tlie  character 
that  spotless  purity  and  over-mastering 
power  must  impart  to  those  who  possess 
both.  The  expression  of  a  very  young 
and  lovely  infant's  countenance  is  the  near- 
est approach  that  earth  can  make  to 
heaven :  but,  alas,  the  taint  is  there, 
though  as  yei  comparatively  undevel- 
oped; and  who  could  picture  the  feeble 
lump  of  clay  arrayed  in  the  terrors  of  a 
warrior  of  heaven  ? 

Let  us  but  examine  of  what  class  of  his 
works  the  Lord  principally  speaks ;  when 
answering  Job  out  of  the  whirlwind,  he 
sets  before  him  a  small  part  of  the  won- 
ders tluit,  even  in  this  visible  world,  fling 
man  into  such  a  fearful  distance  of  igno- 
rance, obscurity,  and  contempt  The 
oc^an  wttli  its  proud  waves,  and  secret 
Fprings,  its  garment  of  clouds,  and  swad- 
dling band  of  thick  darkness ;  the  horse, 
witli  his  neck  clothed  in  thunder,  pawing 
in  the  valley,  rejoicing  in  his  strength, 
mocking  at  fear,  and  swallowing  tlic 
ground  witli  fierceness  and  rage.  Behe- 
moth, taking  in  a  river  with  his  eyes,  and 
trusting  that  he  can  draw  up  Jordan  into 
his  mouthy  Leviathan,  making  the  deep 


to  boil  like  a  pot,  with  eyes  like  the  eye* 
lids  of  the  morning,  esteeming  iron  as 
straw,  and  brass  as  rotten  wood ;  these 
are  tlie  works  of  the  Almighty  on  which 
he  chiefly  dwells  when  causing  tlie  patri- 
arch to  meditate  on  the  greatness  of  bis 
majesty  and  glory :  and  we  cannot  doubt 
that  he  has  clothed  in  more  than  thunder 
the  forms  of  his  celestial  hosts,  engaged 
as  they  constantly  are  in  battle  with  myrir 
ads  of  mighty  opponents.  The  effect  pro- 
duced  on  Daniel  by  the  appearance  of  an 
angel,  and  on  the  sons  of  Oman  ;  on  Mo- 
noah  and  his  wife,  and  on  the  apostle 
John,  who  even  after  the  vision  of  the 
Lord  himself,  and  all  the  glories  of  heaveOi 
was  twice  so  overcome  by  the  greatness  of 
his  angelic  companion,  that  he  fell  down  at 
his  feet  to  worship  him,  all,  with  many 
other  instances,  tend  to  impress  us  with 
the  belief  that  an  angel,  however  beau- 
tiful, is  still  exceedingly  awful.  He  is 
the  warrior's  subject  of  a  king,  whose  boy- 
ereignty  is  resisted,  and  his  will  opposed 
by  the  wretches  whom  he  formed  out  of  no- 
thing :  how  can  the  servant's  aspect  be  that 
of  repose,  so  long  as  his  adored  Master  is 
resisted,  grieved,  and  wronged  by  the  in- 
solent rebels  of  earth  and  hell  ?  No !  a 
victory  has  to  be  won,  before  tlie  holy  an- 
gels sheath  their  flaming  swords,  or  lose 
the  terrors  of  their  stern  and  wrathiul 
looks,  now  bent  on  every  side  to  track  the 
mazes  of  the  insidious  foe,  and  to  repel 
him  from  the  invisible  boundary  of  the 
Lord's  inviolable  fold. 

In  speaking  of  angelic  power,  we  murt 
not  exclude  the  property  of  actual,  physi- 
cal strength.  The  general  opinion  as  to  a 
celestial  being,  seems  to  exclude  all  that 
is  material :  but  it  is  impossible  to  recon- 
cile this  with  the  facts  recorded  in  Scrip- 
ture. Shadowy  beings  could  not  have 
made  themselves  palpable  to  the  touch  of 
mortal  hands,  as  when  the  angels  forcibly 
drew  Lot  into  the  house,  or  when  tliey  led 
him  and  his  wife  and  daughters  from  the 
city,  or  when  Peter  felt  himself  smitten  on 
tlie  side ;  or  in  other  instances,  to  be  en- 
larged on  as  we  proceed.  A  body  per- 
fectly tangible  may  become  invisible,  as 
our  Lord,  whose  body  we  know  to  have 
been  truly  a  human  body  in  every  respecti 
repeatedly  proved;  and  tliat  our  insensi- 
bility to  tlie  presence  of  these  ministering 
spirits,  is  the  effect  ol*  blindness  on  our 
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part, — probably  the  consequences  of  our 
•in, — we  learn  from  the  prayer  of  Elisha, 
who  desiring  to  pacify  the  young  man's 
fears  did  not  ask  that  a  heavenly  guard 
might  be  sent  to  assure  him,  but  only  that 
his  eyes  might  be  opened  to  see  what  was 
actually  present     Our  Lord  says,  that  in 
\he  resurrection  his  people  shall  be  "  equal 
unto  the  angels."    Luke  xx.  36.    Now,  we 
know,  to  a  certainty,  that  men  will  rise 
with  their  bodies;   that  this  mortal  shall 
put  on,  not  immateriality,  but  immortality 
—1  Cor.  XV.  53 ;  and  if  angels  are  incor- 
poreal   spirits,    certainly   there  must  be 
either   an  inferiority  or  a  superiority  to 
those  with  whom  it  is  expressly  said  they 
ihall  be  eqiud.    Bodies  like  those  which 
we  now  inhabit,  in  substance,  they  proba- 
bly have  not,  although  we  have  sufficient 
proof  that  all  which  we  call  the  laws  of 
nature,  may  be  suspended  or  reversed  at 
the    divine    will,  without   working    any 
change  in  our  natural  frames:  as  in  the 
case  of  the  three  Jews,  who  walked  un- 
harmed in  the  midst  of  the  fiery  furnace 
of  Babylon — Dan.  iii.  27;  and  the  prophet 
Ezekiel,  who  was  lifled  up  and  borne 
through  the  air — Ezek.  iii.  14 ;  and  Jonah, 
who  remained  uninjured  for  three  days 
and  nights  in  a  place  when  in  much  less 
time,  according  to  those  laws  of  nature, 
not  only  would  his  life  have  departed,  but 
the  framework  of  his  body  become  decom- 
posed and  utterly  changed  into  corruption. 
Jonah  i.  17.     The  scepticism  of  the  human 
mind  renders  us  willing  rather  to  explain 
away  the  most  unequivocal  language  into 
shadowy  figures,  than  to  submit  our  vain 
reason  to  the  omniscience  of  God,  our  shal- 
low philosophy  to  his  omnipotence;  and 
though  the  most  delicate  petal  of  a  tiny 
flower,  or  the  tinted  particle  that  our  rude 
touch  brushes  from  the  butterfly's  wing, 
cannot  subsist  without  nutriment,  conveyed 
by  divinely-formed  mechanism  for  its  sup- 
port, we  are  unwilling  to  think  that  when 
the  Holy  Ghost,  in  reference  to  the  manna, 
says,  *'  Man  did  eat  angePs  food,"  (Psalm 
Ixxviii.  25,)  there  is  any  ground  given  for 
supposing  thut  angels  arc  actually  nour- 
ished by  substantial  aliment     We  would 
start  no  new  theory  upon  this  subject ;  nei- 
ther will  we  receive  any,  howsoever  firmly 
established  on  human  authority,  that  will 
not  stand  the  test  of  Scripture.    We  be- 
lieve that  the  unseen  world  is  of  a  much 


more  tangible  quality  than  is  commonly 
supposed;    that   angelic  forms   are   not 
made  of  vapour,  neither  are  they  when 
rendered  visible  to  man,  optical  illusions. 
We  know  that  "  all  flesh  is  not  the  same 
flesh ;  but  there  is  one  kind  of  flesh  of  men, 
another  flesh  of  beasts,  and  another  of 
fishes,  and  another  of  birds:  there  are  also 
celestial  bodies,  and  bodies  terrestrial ;  but 
the  glory  of  the  celestial  is  one,  and  the 
glory  of  the  terrestrial  is  another."   1  Cor. 
XV.   39,  40.     That  tlie  celestial  body  is 
nourished  we  have  many  indications  in 
Scripture.    Our  blessed  Lord,  speaking  of 
the  future  state,  says  to  his  disciples,  '*  I 
appoint   unto   you    a    kingdom,  as    my 
Father  hath  appointed  unto  roe ;  that  ye 
may  eat  and  drink  at  my  table  in  my  king- 
dom;   and  sit  on  thrones,  judging  the 
twelve  tribes  of  Israel."  Luke  xxiL  29,  30. 
When  we  consider  into  what  surpassing 
fragrance  and  beauty,  the  coarsest  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  are  transformed 
by  their  mysterious  circulation  through  the 
delicate  frame-work  of  a  plant,  we  may 
readily  divest  our  minds  of  all  that  per- 
tains to  the  grosser  act  of  eating   and 
drinking,  and  the  common  properties  of 
such  nutriment  as  man  is  accustomed  to 
take,  and  believe  that  in  heaven  as  on 
earth,  the  brightest,  most  perfect  of  the 
Lord's  works  is  hourly  dependent  on  his 
sustaining  mercy,  formed  by  his  power,  up- 
held by  his  grace,  and  nourished  by  the 
rich  provision  of  his  bountiful  care. 


SECTION  III. 


ANGELIC    OBEDIENCE. 


There  is  not,  in  the  whole  Bible,  an  in- 
stance where  an  angel  appears  to  act  in- 
dependently of  the  divine  command.  Per- 
fect submission  is  the  unvaried  character 
of  the  heavenly  host.  Our  Lord  ex- 
presses this,  in  the  prayer  that  he  has 
taught  us  to  use :  «  Thy  will  he  done  on 
earth  as  it  is  in  heaven."  When  John 
would  have  worshipped  the  angel  who 
showed  him  the  wonderful  things  that  he 
has  recorded  for  us,  he  was  prohibited  in 
these  words:  "See  thou  do  it  not:  fori 
am  thy  fellow-servant,  and  of  thy  brethren 
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the  prophets,  and  of  them  which  keep  the 
sayings  of  tliis  book."  Rev.  xxii.  9. 

We  cannot  doubt  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
has  so  framed  the  word  of  trutli  as  to  be  a 
perpetual  antidote  to  every  form  of  error 
that  should  creep  into  the  world :  and  the 
**  worshipping  of  angels,"  which  consti- 
tutes a  prominent  mark  of  the  Romish 
apostacy,  is  provided  against  by  continu- 
ally setting  forth  their  entire  dependence 
and  subordination.  They  never  appear 
but  as  messengers :  "  Grod  sent  an  angel 
into  Jerusalem  to  destroy  it"  1  Chron. 
xxi.  15.  "  My  God  hath  sent  an  angel, 
and  hath  shut  the  lions'  mouths,  that  they 
have  not  hurt  me."  Dan.  vi.  22.  "  The 
man  Gabriel  whom  I  had  seen  in  the 
vision  at  the  beginning,  being  caused  to 
fly  swiftly,  touched  me  about  the  time  of 
the  evening  oblation."  Dan.  ix.  21.  *•  At 
the  beginning  of  thy  supplication  the  com- 
mandment came  forth,  and  I  am  come." 
(v.  23.)  '*  And  in  the  sixth  month  the  an- 
gel Gabriel  was  sent  from  God  unto  a 
city  of  Galilee,  named  Nazareth."  Luke 
i.  26.  "  Now  I  know  of  a  surety  that  the 
Lord  hath  sent  his  angel,  and  hath  de- 
livered me  out  of  the  hand  of  Herod,  and 
from  all  the  expectation  of  the  people  of 
the  Jews,"  Acts  xii.  11 :  and  in  the  last  in- 
stance that  is  recorded  by  inspiration  of  an 
angelic  mission,  we  read,  "  I  Jesus,  have 
sent  mine  angel  to  testify  unto  you  these 
things  in  the  Church."  Rev.  xxii.  16. 
However  willingly  performed  to  men,  it  is 
still  a  service  appointed  of  God,  and  by 
him  especially  directed  ;  they  are  "  minis- 
tering spirits,"  sent  forth  to  minister  to 
them  that  shall  be  heirs  of  salvation." 
Heb.  i.  14 ;  and  it  is  on  this  principle  of 
holy  obedience  that  we  find  them  zeal- 
ously executing  God's  righteous  displeas- 
ure a  (gainst  tlie  rebellious. 

When  tlie  way  to  the  tree  of  life  was  to 
be  closed  against  fallen  man,  cherubim 
were  set  to  guard  the  entrance,  and  with 
their  flaming  sword  rendered  it  unap- 
proachable :  when  that  way  was  again  to 
be  thrown  open,  and  the  twelve  manner  of 
fruits  yielded  in  their  season,  and  the 
leaves  to  be  apphed  for  the  healing  of  the 
nations,  twelve  angels  are  represented  as 
standing  at  the  gates  that  are  never  to  be 
shut,  day  or  night,  not  armed  to  bar  the 
passage,  but  as  guards  of  honour  welcom- 
ing the  happy  comera  to  that  tceae  of  ev- 


erlasting felicity.  The  variety  of  commii- 
sions  wluch  we  know  the  angels  to  havt 
executed  among  men,  suiEciently  attest 
tlieir  prompt  obedience  to  every  command 
of  tlieir  glorious  King,  whom  to  serve  i» 
their  privilege  and  joy :  for  ^^  he  doeth  ac- 
cording to  his  will  in  the  army  of  heaven.** 
Dan.  iv.  35.  "Thinlcest  thou,"  said  our 
Lord  to  the  disciple  who  smote  the  high 
priest's  servant,  ^^  thinkest  thou  that  I  can- 
not now  pray  to  my  Father,  and  he  shall 
presently  give  me  more  than  ten  legions 
of  angels  ?  But  how  then  shall  the  scrip- 
tures be  fulfilled,  that  thus  it  must  be  V 
Matt  xxvi.  53,  54. 

We  now  proceed  to  review  the  instan- 
ces of  angelic  interference,  not  already  ex- 
hibited in  these  pages,  as  they  occur  in  the 
Holy  Scriptures :  and  as  the  work  of  ven- 
geance  is  in  no  way  consonant  to  the  char- 
acter of  a  holy  angel,  except  when  exe- 
cuted in  loyal  obedience  to  the  command 
of  his  righteous  King,  who  will  punish 
evil-doers,  we  may  class  under  the  present 
head  all  the  destructive  operations  of  the 
heavenly  host.  In  the  song  of  Deborah, 
we  have  a  curse  sternly  denounced,  in 
language  highly  expressive  of  this  feeling. 
"  Curse  ye  Meroz,  said  the  angel  of  the 
Lord,  curse  ye  bitterly  the  inhabitants 
thereof;  because  they  came  not  to  the 
help  of  the  Lord,  against  the  mighty." 
Judges  V.  23.  The  Lord  needs  no  help 
of  men  or  of  angels ;  yet  the  armies  of 
heaven  stand  around,  eager  to  be  em- 
ployed against  the  enemies  of  his  name 
and  of  his  people;  and  to  withhold  the 
hand  when  such  work  is  to  be  done,  seems 
to  them  so  hatefully  unthankful,  as  to  draw 
forth  the  most  emphatic  anathema  against 
such  oflenders.  To  render  a  recompense 
to  those  who  afflict  Christ  in  his  members^ 
is  indeed  a  part  of  smgelic  oflice,  as  David 
shows;  when  speaking  of  those  who 
sought  to  destroy  his  soul,  he  says,  "  Let 
them  be  as  chafi*  before  the  wind :  and  let 
the  angels  of  the  Lord  chase  them.  Let 
their  way  be  dark  and  slippery,  and  let 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  persecute  them." 
Psalm  XXXV.  5,  6.  In  virtue  of  this  oflice, 
they  will  fulfil  their  terrible  commission  in 
the  last  days  of  the  present  dispensation. 
'*  The  Son  of  Man  shall  send  forth  his  an- 
gels, and  tlioy  shall  gather  out  of  his  king- 
dom all  things  tliat  ofl*end,  and  them  that 
do  iniquity;  and  shall  cast  them  into  a 
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ftnrDace  of  fire:  there  shall  be  wailing?  and 
gnashing  of  teeth."  Matt  xii.  42.  They 
will  come  fully  prepared  for  the  terrible 
work  of  tliat  great  day :  ^'  It  is  a  righteous 
thing  with  God  to  recompense  tribulation 
to  them  that  trouble  you ;  and  to  you  who 
are  troubled  rest  with  us,  when  the  Lord 
Jesus  shall  be  revealed  from  heaven  with 
his  mighty  angels,  in  flamin;^  fire,  taking 
vengeance  on  them  that  know  not  God, 
and  that  obey  not  the  Gospel  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ"  2  Thess.  i.  6,  7,  8.  He 
"  who  makcth  his  angels  spirits ;  his  min- 
isters a  flaming  fire,  (Psalm  civ.  4,)  has 
pre-ordained  tliem  to  act  a  most  conspicu- 
ous part  in  the  transactions  of  tlie  last 
days,  when  they  will  execute  judgment 
with  unerring  obedience,  and  rid  the  earth 
of  those  whose  presence  upon  it  is  a  blem- 
iah  and  a  curse.  For  a  more  particular 
description  of  tlie  part  taken  by  angels  in 
the  ministry  of  wrath,  we  must  turn  to  the 
book  of  Revelations,  where  a  scene  of  aw- 
ful magnificence  is  opened  to  us,  in  lan- 
guage of  unparalleled  grandeur. 

The  apostle  saw,  amid  the  mysterious 
■plendours  of  the  heaven  which  he  was 
permitted  to  view,  seven  angels  standing 
before  God,  having  each  a  trumpet  in  his 
hand,  tlie  sounding  of  which  was  to  let 
loose  upon  the  earth  a  succession  of  woes 
very  terrible  to  experience.  In  regular 
order,  according  to  the  command  that  had 
been  given,  each  angel  blew  the  trumpet; 
and  when  it  came  to  the  turn  of  tlie  sixth, 
he  was  directed  to  loose  four  angels  tliat 
were  bound  in  the  great  river  Euphrates, 
and  who,  of  course,  were  evil  spirits,  hav- 
ing power  given  them  for  an  appointed 
aeason  to  destroy  men  by  means  of  a  peo- 
ple over  whom  they  obtained  control  In- 
terpreters expound  this  of  the  Saracens ; 
bat  our  business  is  witli  tliose  who  seduce 
their  minds  and  govern  their  movements ; 
and  these  are  Satanic  spirits,  loosed  for 
the  purpose  by  one  of  the  angels  of  God. 
Rev.  ix.  13—19.  After  this,  the  apostle 
witnessed  tiie  great  battle,  in  which  Mi- 
ehael  and  his  angels  vanquished  the 
dragon  and  his  host,  and  drove  them  from 
heaven.  Of  the  combat  no  description  is 
given,  for  however  the  mind  of  John  might 
be  expanded  and  strengthened  to  sustain 
the  tremendous  vision,  ours  are  not  so 
fitted ;  and  we  should  sink  under  any  at- 
tempt to  realize  it    If  the  sight  of  one 


mighty  angpl  of  God  preparing  to  execute 
judgment  on  a  city  was  so  terrible  to  Da- 
vid as  we  have  seen  it  was,  what  must 
have  been  the  rushing  to  war  of  myriads 
in  tlieir  most  tremendous  array ;  the  per- 
sonal encounter  of  two  such  hosts,  one 
battling  for  tlie  continued  possession  of 
^'high  places,"  where  they  retained  un- 
speakable advantages,  the  other  nerved  to 
expel  those  infernal  rebels  and  intruder! 
from  the  presence  of  God. 

We  were  told  by  our  Lord,  (Matt  xxiii.) 
that  the  reapers  are  angels ;  one  is  repre- 
sented to  us  here  as  having  a  sharp  sickle, 
to  whom  another  angel  who  had  power 
over  fire,  cries  with  a  loud  voice,  "  Thrust 
in  thy  sharp  sickle,  and  gather  the  cIua- 
tcrs  of  tlie  vine  of  the  earth,  for  her  grapes 
are  tully  ripe.  And  the  angel  thrust  in 
his  sickle  into  the  earth,  and  gathered  the 
vine  of  the  earth,  and  cast  it  into  the  great 
wine-press  of  the  wrath  of  Grod.  And  the 
wine-press  was  trodden  without  the  city, 
and  blood  came  out  of  the  wine-press, 
even  unto  the  horses'  bridles,  by  the  space 
of  a  thousand  and  six  hundred  furlongs." 
Rev.  xiv.  18—20. 

But  greater  judgments  remained ;  and 
the  seven  last  plagues  with  which  a  guilty 
world  should  be  visited,  were  committed 
to  seven  angels,  who  are  represented  as 
fulfilling  their  mission  with  more  than 
passive  obedience,  if  we  may  judge  by  the 
stern  interest  with  which  the  result  of  their 
procedings  was  watched  by  tlieir  heav- 
enly companions.  When  the  third  vial 
was  poured  out  upon  the  rivers  and  foun- 
tains of  waters  and  they  became  blood, 
John  continues,  "  I  heard  tlie  angel  of  the 
waters  say,  Thou  art  righteous,  O  Lord, 
which  art,  and  wast,  and  shall  be,  because 
thou  hast  judged  thus.  For  they  have 
shed  the  blood  of  saints  and  prophets,  and 
tliou  hast  given  thcni  blood  to  drink  ;  for 
they  arc  worthy.  And  I  heard  anotlier 
out  of  the  altar  say,  Even  so,  Lord  God 
Almighty,  true  and  righteous  are  thy 
judgments."  Rev.  xvi.  4 — 7.  But  in  no 
part  of  the  inspired  word  do  we  find  such 
a  display  of  angelic  indignation  and  high 
displeasure  as  in  the  chapters  which  fol- 
low immediately  upon  this.  The  occasion 
of  this  strong  exhibition  is  tlie  rise  of  that 
very  system  which  has  exalted  the  angels 
into  objects  of  worship ;  and  we  must  refer 
to  the  powerful  principles  of  perfect  obe- 
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dience  implanted  in  their  spotless  bosoms 
the  extreme  wrath  with  which  they  re- 
gard this  blaspheming  apostacy.  '*  There 
came  one  of  ttic  seven  angels  which  had 
the  seven  vials,  and  talked  with  me,  say- 
ing unto  me,  Come  hither,  I  will  show 
nnto  thee  the  judgment  of  the  great  whore 
that  sitteth  upon  many  waters;  with  whom 
the  kings  of  the  earth  have  committed  for- 
nication, and  the  inhabiters  of  the  earth 
have  been  made  drunk  with  the  wine  of 
her  fornication,"  Rev.  xvii.  1,  2.  Having 
taken  him  into  the  wilderness  to  show  him 
the  typical  representations  of  Papal  Rome, 
the  angel  proceeds  to  explain  to  him  the 
mystery,  ending  with  an  assurance  of  her 
coming  dissolution.  "And  after  these 
things  I  saw  another  angel  come  down 
from  heaven,  having  great  power  and  the 
earth  was  lighted  with  his  glory ;  and  he 
cried  mightily  with  a  strong  voice  saying, 
Babylon  the  great  is  fallen,  is  fallen,  and 
is  become  the  habitation  of  devils^  and  the 
hold  of  every  foul  spirit,  and  a  cage  of 
every  unclean  and  hateful  bird."  Rev. 
xviii.  1,  2.  Another  voice  from  heaven 
summons  God^s  people  out  of  her,  and 
adds,  "For  her  sins  have  reached  unto 
heaven,  and  God  hath  remembered  her 
iniquities.  Reward  her  even  as  she  re- 
warded you,  and  render  unto  her  double, 
according  to  her  works :  in  the  cup  which 
she  hath  filled,  fill  to  her  double.  How 
much  she  hatli  glorified  herself  and  lived 
dcliciously,  so  much  torment  and  sorrow 
give  her."  Verse  5^7.  These  are  terri- 
ble denunciations  from  the  lips  of  a  holy, 
loving  angel:  they  show  how  abhorrent 
to  all  godliness  is  thai  great  mystery  of 
iniquity  w^hich  assumes  to  be  the  only  true 
religion  of  Christ  How  stern  is  the  fol- 
lowing apostrophe  uttered  by  the  same 
angelic  voice,  in  the  view  of  her  terrible 
desolation  by  flaming  fire !  "  Rejoice 
over  her,  thou  heaven,  and  ye  holy 
apostles  and  prophets,  for  God  hath 
avenged  you  on  her!"  Verse  20.  Yet 
another  exulting  spirit  comes  forward  to 
swell  the  triumph.  "  A  mighty  angel 
took  up  a  stone  like  a  great  mill-stone,  and 
cast  it  in  the  sea,  saying,  Thus  with  vio- 
lence shall  tlie  great  city  Babylon  be 
thrown  down,  and  shall  be  found  no  more 
at  all."  Verse  21.  In  the  following  burst 
of  solem  rejoicing,  the  angels  are  no  doubt 
included:  "  And  after  these  thingB  I  heard 
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a  great  voice  of  much  people  in  heaven, 
saying,  AUeiulia;  salvation,  and  glory, 
and  honour,  and  power  unto  tlie  Lord  our 
God  :  for  true  and  righteous  are  his  judg- 
ment ;  for  he  hath  judged  the  great  whore 
which  did  corrupt  the  earth  with  her  for- 
nications, and  hath  avenged  tiie  blood  of 
his  servants  at  her  hand.  And  again  they 
said,  Alleluia."  xix.  1—3.  "  And  I  heard 
as  it  were  the  voice  of  a  great  multitude, 
and  as  the  voice  of  many  waters,  and  as 
the  voice  of  mighty  thunderings,  saying, 
AUeiulia:  for  the  Lord  God  omnipotent 
reigneth."  Verse  6.  It  was  in  tlie  midst 
of  all  these  glorious  sights  and  sounds  that 
John  fell  down  to  worship  the  dazzling 
creature,  who  is  represented  as  being  one 
of  the  seven  angels  holding  the  seven  last 
plagues  and  whose  reply  so  remarkably 
harmonizes  with  the  Lord's  declaration 
that  his  risen  saints  shall  be  equal  to  the 
angels.  *•  I  am  thy  fellow-servant,  and  of 
thy  brethren  that  have  the  testimony  of 
Jesaa.  Worship  God ;  for  the  testimony 
of  Jesus  is  the  spirit  of  prophecy."  Verse  10. 
There  are  two  classes  of  persons  to 
whom  the  foregoing  passages  of  holy 
writ  may  convey  a  serious  and  salutary 
warning.  One  consists  of  those  who  de- 
nounce the  study  of  unfulfilled  prophecy 
as  needless  if  not  dangerous;  tiius  indi- 
rectly charging  God  with  placing  a  snare 
in  our  way,  and  of  baiting  it  with  the 
promise  of  a  blessing  to  such  as  shall  fall 
therein ;  they  do  not  consider  that  what 
they  set  aside  is  called  by  inspiration 
"  The  testimony  of  Jesus."  Moses,  Isaiah, 
David,  and  the  rest  of  the  Old  Testament 
seers,  are  allowed  to  have  testified  of 
Jesus,  foreshowing  what  should  be  the 
nature,  what  the  object  and  effects  of  his 
first  coming  into  the  world;  and  why, 
when  they  and  the  New  Testament 
writers  also,  set  forth  the  signs,  and  judg- 
ments, the  glories  connected  with  his  sec- 
ond coming,  should  we  be  told  to  avert 
our  eyes,  to  close  our  ears,  and  to  resolve 
that  until  we  see  we  will  not  believe? 
Speculative,  no  doubt,  such  studies  ar^ ; 
for  according  to  our  great  lexicographer, 
to  speculate,  means  '^  to  meditate ;  to  con- 
template ;  to  take  a  view  of  any  tiling 
with  the  mind ;"  and  in  this  sense  faith 
itself  is  a  speculative  tiling:  God  haa 
fitted  our  minds  to  behold,  to  embrace,  to 
rest  upon  "  ihinga  hoped  for  ...  .  thinga 
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not  seen  f  and  it  is  the  highest  privilege 
not  only  of  nature  but  of  grace  so  to  do. 
Paul  prays  concerning  his  Epbesian 
Church,  "That  the  God  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Father  of  glory,  may 
give  unto  you  the  spirit  of  wisdom  and 
revelation  in  the  knowledge  of  him :  the 
•yes  of  your  understanding  being  enUght- 
ened ;  that  yc  may  know  what  is  the  hope 
of  your  calling,  and  what  the  riches  of 
the  glory  of  his  inheritance  in  the  saints, 
and  what  the  exceeding  greatness  of  his 
power  to  usward  who  believe."  Eph.  i. 
17 — 19.  Shall  we  then  thrust  from  us 
one  of  the  greatest  means  of  acquiring 
this  knowledge,  and  forget  tliat  '*  the  tes- 
timony of  Jesus  is  the  spirit  of  prophecy?" 
The  other  class  comprises  those  who 
regard  it  as  a  breach  of  Christian  charity 
to  speak  with  confident  gladness  of  the 
final,  utter,  eternal  overthrow  of  Popery, 
as  an  event  near  at  hand ;  or  as  a  thing 
not  to  be  anticipated  at  all.  They  do  not 
consider,  perhaps  they  do  not  believe,  tliat 
while  they  are  speaking  smooth  things  of 
Popery  and  hoping  good  things  concern- 
ing it,  that  foul  apostacy  perpetually  re- 
plenishing hell  with  lost  souls  provokes 
the  wrath  of  God,  and  fires  with  holy  in- 
dignation the  pure  angels  of  heaven. 
The  charity  in  which  such  well-meaning 
Christians  boast  themselves  is  not  the 
charity  of  the  Bible.  Love  to  souls  is 
what  the  Lord  inculcates;  and  propor- 
tioned to  our  love  for  the  soul  will  be  our 
unextinguishablc  hatred  of  that  which  be- 
trays and  destroys  it  Babylon  the  great, 
the  system  that  arrogates  to  itself  the  title 
of  the  holy  Catholic  Church,  that  assumes 
to  be  the  mother  and  mistress  of  all 
churches,  and  to  anatliematize  all  without 
its  pale — this  great  Babylon  deliberately 
sins  against  light  and  knowledge;  holds 
the  Bible  and  withholds  it  from  her  slaves ; 
professes  Christ,  and  blasphemes  him; 
raises  an  edifice  seemingly  on  the  founda- 
tion of  the  apostles  and  prophets,  and  fills 
it  with  idols,  tlius  committing  and  draw- 
ing  all  her  votaries  all  over  the  world  to 
commit  what  God  declares  to  be  spiritual 
adultery,  most  hateful,  most  insulting  to 
him.  The  angels  who  are  represented  in 
the  Revelation  of  Sl  John  as  loudly  ex- 
ulting over  the  violent  fall  of  this  anti- 
christian  power,  have  been  ministering 
■piritA  to  those  who  in  the  dungeon,  on  the 


rack,  aqd  amid  the  flames  glutted  her 
murderous  cruelty  with  their  life-blood, 
and  glorified  the  Lord  Jesus  by  rejecting, 
with  abhorrence,  her  sacrilegious  rites. 
We  cannot  now  enter  jnto  the  depths  of 
their  feelings  in  the  contemplation  of  her 
fearful  doom:  but  we,  if  we  belong  to 
Christ,  shall  see  what  some  of  us  now  re- 
fuse to  think  of;  and  shall  be  constrained 
to  glorify  God  by  rejoicing  over  the  fallen 
enemy  of  his  kingdom  and  of  his  people ; 
for  "  in  righteousness  doth  he  judge,  and 
make  war." 

Babylon  being  thus  doomed  and  de- 
stroyed, it  remains  but  that  all  the  ene- 
mies of  Christ  should  assemble  for  a  final 
overthrow;  and  here  we  have  another 
splendid  image  presented  to  us.  ^'  I  saw 
an  angel  standing  in  tlie  sun,  and  he  cried 
with  a  loud  voice,  saying  to  all  the  fowls 
that  fly  in  the  midst  of  heaven,  come  and 
gather  yourselves  together  unto  the 
supper  of^  the  great  God,  tliat  ye  may  eat 
the  flesh  of  kings,  and  the  flesh  of  cap- 
tains, and  the  flesh  of  mighty  men,  and 
the  flesh  of  horses,  and  of  them  that  sit 
on  them,  and  the  flesh  of  all  men,  both 
free  and  bond,  both  small  and  great" 
(xix.  17, 18.) 

The  last  act  of  the  militant  angel,  dis^ 
tinctly  recorded  in  Scripture,  is  one  which 
we  must  all  look  forward  to  with  joyful  an- 
ticipation. "  And  I  saw  an  angel  come 
down  from  heaven,  having  the  key  of  the 
bottomless  pit,  and  a  great  chain  in  his 
hand:  and  he  laid  hold  on  the  dragon, 
that  old  serpent,  which  is  the  Devil,  and 
Satan,  and  bound  him  a  thousand  years, 
and  cast  him  into  the  bottomless  pit,  and 
shut  him  up,  and  set  a  seal  upon  him,  that 
he  should  deceive  the  nations  no  more,  till 
the  thousand  years  should  be  fulfilled." 
(XX.  1,  2,  3.)  What  part  the  holy  angels 
will  take  in  the  scenes  that  are  to  close 
earth's  history,  we  are  not  told.  The 
loosing  of  Satan  from  his  prison  will  lead 
to  another  outbreak  of  human  wicked- 
ness ;  but  fire  coming  down  from  God  out 
of  heaven  is  named  as  the  instrument  of 
the  rebel's  destruction ;  and  in  the  awful 
judgment  that  follows,  no  mention  is  made 
of  angelic  ministry  in  the  execution  of 
God's  terrible  decree  on  those  who  are 
not  found  written  in  the  book  of  hfe. 
Thenceforth  nothing  but  harmony,  joy, 
and  the  peace  of  heaven,  will  remain  for 
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the  angels  and  those  who  are  made  equal 
to  them.  We  have  done  with  the  dispen- 
sation of  wrath,  and  now  go  back  to  the 
commencement  to  trace  out  the  many  in- 
stances in  which  Scripture  reveals  them 
in  the  sweet  and  gracious  offices  of  love 
and  protection  to  the  people  of  the  Most 
High. 


SECTION  IV. 


ANGELIC    MINISTRY. 


When  treating  of  angelic  ministry,  we 
must  bear  in  mind  the  sympathy  which 
exists  in  their  bosoms,  for  the  angels 
know  themselves  to  be  by  nature  liable  to 
fall,  even  as  Adam  was;  and  that  the 
same  electing  love  which  raises  the  sin- 
ner, and  sets  him  in  heavenly  places  in 
Christ  Jesus,  also  preserves  them  from  the 
guilt  and  condemnation  of  Satan  and  his 
crew.  The  rejoicing  that  takes  place  in 
heaven  when  a  soul  is  brought  to  God  in 
penitence  and  faith,  is  a  proof  of  this ;  and 
we  shall  find,  as  we  go  on,  many  indica- 
tions of  tender  sympathy  on  liie  part  of 
the  angelic  ministers  of  God's  mercy  to 
man  expressed  by  so  much  condescending 
gentleness  and  delicate  consideration,  as 
we  may  truly  call  it,  for  the  weaknesses 
of  our  poor  fallen  race,  that  when  we  di- 
vest an  angel  of  his  fabulous  character- 
istics, and  picture  him  to  ourselves  the  ex- 
ceedingly majestic,  formidable  creature 
that  Holy  Scripture  describes,  we  may 
well  feel  our  hearts  melted  into  grateful 
affection  for  these  our  glorious  and  highly 
privileged  *' fellow-servants."  May  the 
Creator  and  Preserver  alike  of  angels  and 
of  men,  be  with  us  to  direct,  to  guard,  and 
to  bless  our  inquiries  into  the  precious  re- 
cord of  these  angelic  ministrations  of 
mercy  and  love ! 

The  first  instance  we  meet  with  is  that 
of  Hagar  in  her  desolation  and  distress, 
brought  on  herself  by  despising  her  mis- 
tress. A  fugitive,  alone,  and  friendless, 
she  had  reached  a  fountain  of  water,  and 
there  rested ;  probably  unable  to  choose  a 
path  in  that  desert  "And  the  angel  of 
the  Lord  found  her  by  a  fountain  of  water 
in  the  wilderness,  by  the  fountain  in  the 


way  to  Shur.  And  he  said,  Hagar, 
Sarai's  maid,  whence  comest  thou?  and 
whither  wilt  thou  go?"  She  could  not 
answer  the  latter  part  of  the  interro- 
gatory, and  to  the  former  she  gave  a  reply 
that  included  no  acknowledgment  of  her 
own  misconduct ;  "  I  flee  from  the  face  of 
my  mistress,  Sarai."  No  reproof  was 
given :  not  a  word  of  reproach  for  her  re- 
bellious offence,  but  what  was  implied  in 
the  answer,  proving  how  well  the  celestial 
speaker  knew  the  actual  circumstances  of 
her  case.  "  And  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
said  unto  her.  Return  to  thy  mistress,  and 
submit  thyself  under  her  hands.  And  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  said  unto  her,  I  will 
multiply  thy  seed  exceedingly,  that  it  shall 
not  be  numbered  for  multitude.  And  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  said  unto  her,  Behold, 
thou  art  with  child,  and  shalt  bear  a  son, 
and  call  his  name  Ishmael ;  because  the 
Lord  hath  heard  thy  affiiction.  And  he 
will  be  a  wild  man;  his  hand  will  be 
against  every  man,  and  every  man's  hand 
against  him:  and  he  shall  dwell  in  the 
presence  of  all  his  brethren.  And  she 
called  the  name  of  the  Lord  that  spake 
unto  her,  Thou  God  seest  me:  for  she 
said,  Have  I  also  here  looked  after  him 
that  seeth  me  ?"  Gen.  xvi.  7—13.  There 
is  a  difficulty  here  that  often  meets  us  in 
similar  circumstances :  the  speaker  is  an 
angel, of  the  Lord ;  yet  the  latter  part  of 
his  address  is  delivered  as  in  the  person 
of  God  himself;  and  Hagar  evidently  con- 
sidered thai  the  voice  was  that  of  the 
Lord.  In  some  cases  we  know  that  he  is 
spoken  of  under  the  term  angel :  though 
in  the  appearance  of  the  burning  bush, 
where  Moses  says,  "  The  angel  of  the 
Lord  appeared  unto  him  in  a  flame  of  fire 
out  of  the  middle  of  the  bush,"  he  pres- 
ently adds,  "  when  the  Lord  saw  that  he 
turned  aside  to  see,  God  called  unto  him 
out  of  the  midst  of  the  bush,  and  said, 
Moses,  Moses.  And  he  said,  Here  am  I." 
Exodus  iii.  2—4.  So  that  it  may  be  sup- 
posed he  first  saw  a  glorious  angel,  and 
afterwards  heard  the  voice  of  God  himself. 
This  seems  at  first  to  be  confirmed  by 
Stephen's  narrative :  he  says,  "  There  ap- 
peared to  him  in  the  wilderness  of  Mount 
Sinai  an  angel  of  the  Lord,  in  a  flame  of 
fire,  in  a  bush.  When  Moses  saw  it,  he 
wondered  at  the  sight;  and  as  he  drew 
near  to  behold  it,  the  voice  of  the  Lord 
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eame  unto  him,  saying,  I  am  the  God  of 
thy  fatliers ;  the  God  oi*  Abraham,  and  the 
Grod  of  Isaac,  and  the  God  of  Jacob." 
AclB  vii.  30 — 32.  Yet  presently  afterwards 
lie  adds,  ^^  This  is  he  that  was  in  Uie  church 
in  the  wilderness,  with  the  angel  which 
^poke  to  him  in  Mount  Sinai,  and  with  our 
fathers,  who  received  the  lively  oracles  to 
give  unto  us,"  verse  38.  And  once  more, 
he  says,  "Ye  stifif-necked  and  uncircum- 
cised  in  heart  and  ears.  .  .  who  have  re- 
ceived the  law  by  the  disposition  of  angels, 
and  have  not  kept  it,"  (verses  51—53,) 
and  tlie  plural  is  again  used  by  Paul :  "  11' 
the  word  spoken  by  angels  was  steadfast, 
and  every  transgression  and  disobedience 
received  a  just  recompense  of  reward,  how 
•hall  we  escape  ii*  we  neglect  so  great  sal- 
vation, which  at  first  began  to  be  spoken 
by  the  Lord,  and  was  confirmed  unto  us 
by  tliem  thai  heard  him  ?  ...  .  For  unto 
the  angels  hath  ho  not  put  in  subjection 
the  world  to  come,  whereof  we  speak." 
Heb.  ii.  2 — 5. 

By  collating  these  passages  we  may 
learn  caution  in  pronouncing  ihat,  when 
the  Bible  tells  us  an  angel  appeared  or 
spoke,  it  was  God  who  appeared  or  spoke : 
and  we  may  also  remember  that  tlie  pro- 
phets very  frequently  make  abrupt  transi- 
tions from  speaking  in  their  own  persons 
to  speaking  in  the  Lord's,  witliout  the 
usual  prctUce,  Tiius  saith  the  Lord:  and 
we  can  readily  suppose  a  created  angel, 
fulfilling  the  office  of  an  ambassador  from 
tlie  Most  High,  may  do  tlic  same  thing, 
delivering  his  Master's  message  in  his 
Master's  words ;  and  so  occasioning  us  to 
draw  conclusions  not  warranted  by  the 
text  The  instances  in  which  we  are  un- 
doubtedly to  believe  that  by  the  term  angel 
our  Lord  Jesus  is  meant,  are  Gen.  xlviii. 
15,  16,  where  Jacob  says,  **God,  before 
whom  my  fathers  Abraham  and  Isaac  did 
walk,  tlie  God  which  fed  me  all  my  life 
long  to  this  day,  the  Angel  which  re- 
deemed me  from  all  evil,  bless  the  lads ;" 
'^ind  in  that  remarkable  passage,  Exod. 
xxiii.  20:  "Behold,  I  send  an  angel  before 
thee,  to  keep  thee  in  the  way,  and  to  bring 
thee  into  the  place  I  have  prepared.  Be- 
ware of  him  and  obey  his  voice,  provoke 
him  not :  for  he  will  not  pardon  your  trans- 
gressions, for  my  name  is  in  him.  But  if 
thou  shalt  indeed  obey  his  voice,  and  do 
all  that  1  Bpeak  i  then  I  will  be  an  enemy 


unto  thine  enemie«,  and  an  adversary  unto 
thine  adversaries."  This  could  hardly  be 
spoken  of  any  created  being;  and  we 
know  that  the  provocations  of  the  Israel- 
ites in  the  wilderness  are  called  by  St 
Paul  "tempting  Christ"  1  Cor.  x.  a 
These  cautions  recorded,  wc  may  be  sat- 
isfied to  proceed,  with  the  plain  word  of 
inspiration  to  guide  us. 

The  tliree  men  who  visited  Abraham 
as  he  sat  in  tlie  tent  door  in  the  heat  of  the 
day,  (Gren.  xviii.  1,)  are  no  where  called 
angels ;  but  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
two  of  them  were  the  same  who  immedi- 
ately ailerwards  went  to  Lot,  in  Sodom. 
This  we  know,  that  it  is  distinctly  said  of 
Abraham,  in  reference  to  this  event,  "  The 
Lord  appeared  unto  him ;"  and  that  in 
tlie  subsequent  part  of  the  narrative  the 
Lord  is  represented  as  communing  with 
him,  and  is  repeatedly  named.  We  will 
not  intrude  into  what  the  Holy  Spirit  has 
so  closely  veiled,  but  proceed  to  the  next 
chapter,  where  we  are  not  led  to  guess  at 
tlie  nature  of  tlie  persons  spoken  of. 
"  There  came  two  angels  to  Sodom  at 
even,"  (Gen.  xix.  1,)  evidently  in  human 
form,  for  Lot,  as  Abraham  had  done  prof- 
fered hospitable  entertainment  and  pressed 
it  upon  them  witli  earnest  importunity: 
the  whole  story  shows  that  Lot  had  then 
no  suspicion  of  their  being  other  than 
mere  mortal  men,  and  that  so  far  from 
needing  his  generous,  self-devoted  protec- 
tion, they  had  power  and  authority  to  de- 
stroy the  place,  which  was  only  respited 
until  he  and  his  should  be  delivered.  Con- 
sidering how  wholly  Satan  and  his  infer- 
nal crew  triumphed  in  those  guilty  cities, 
and  how  perfectly  conscious  of  their  pres- 
ence and  influence  tlie  holy  angels  must 
have  been,  their  patient  abiding  in  such  a 
place,  the  purely  defensive  nature  of  the 
miracle  which  they  wrought,  and  the  de- 
liberate manner  in  which  they  proceeded 
to  extricate  the  favoured  individuals  com- 
mitted to  their  charge,  are  very  striking. 
Unmoved  by  the  tumults  in  the  sireets, 
continuing  all  night,  they  quietly  awaited 
the  break  of  day,  for  Lot  was  not  to  quit 
the  place  unseen,  or  under  the  cover  of 
darkness,  nor  to  leave  his  ungodly  sons- 
in-law  unwarned ;  and  so  long  as  he  staid, 
his  presence  was  a  protection  to  the  cities, 
and  to  every  sinner  in  ihem.  The  mission 
of  the  angels  was  two-fold,  first  to  deliver 
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the  godly,  then  to  destroy  the  ungodly; 
and  this  renders  it  so  lively  a  type  of  the 
great  day  of  the  coming  of  the  Son  of 
man,  when  the  angels  will  be  sent  to 
gather  his  elect  from  tlie  four  quarters  of 
the  earth,  previous  to  the  terrible  destruc- 
tion tliat  shall  fall  upon  his  foes.  The 
angels  expressly  said  to  Lot,  "We  will 

destroy  this  place the  Lord  hath 

sent  us  to  destroy  it,"  (verse  13;)  and 
again,  ^'  I  cannot  do  any  thing  till  thou 
be  come  thither."  (verse  22.)  Yet  they 
expressed  anxiety,  as  though  delay  endan- 
gered him ;  "  Escape  for  thy  life :  look  not 
behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all  the 
plain :  escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou 
be  consumed."  (verse  17.)  Jt  is  lovely  to 
contemplate  the  earnestly  devoted  spirit  in 
which  these  blessed  creatures  fulfilled  their 
office,  even  forcing  deliverance  upon  tliose 
who  were  loth  to  quit  a  spot  containing 
their  worldly  substance,  their  kindred,  and 
neighbours ;  alienated  from  God  as  the 
latter  were  by  their  wicked  works.  The 
fate  of  Lot^s  wife  is  remarkable,  and  as 
being  peculiarly  instructive,  our  Lord  has 
commanded  us  to  remember  it  when  the 
time  comes  of  which  this  deliverance  was 
symbolical.  She  clung,  it  is  true,  to  the 
hand  of  an  angel,  but  she  disobeyed  God  ; 
and  her  celestial  guardian  could  not  avert 
the  penal  consequences  of  her  ofi'ence. 
This  may  prove  a  lesson  to  three  classes 
'  of  people ;  angel-worshippers,  worldly- 
minded  professors,  and  unbelievers  in 
what  the  Lord  has  revealed  of  his  coming 
judgments.  lie  makes  his  angel  the  means 
of  our  escape  from  danger,  but  leaves  it 
not  in  their  power  to  preserve  a  hair  of 
our  heads  from  his  righteous  visitations : 
he  saves  us  from  among  the  ungodly,  in 
answer  to  the  prayer  of  faith,  but  is  not 
pledged  to  continue  to  us  the  good  things 
of  the  world  on  which  our  hearts  are  set: 
and  if,  through  unbelief,  we  stagger  either 
at  his  promises  or  his  threats,  we  break 
our  covenant  with  him,  and  leave  our  souls 
to  be  gathered  with  the  ungodly. 

The  next  instance  of  angelic  interposi- 
tion, is  the  memorable  one  of  Abraham's 
intended  sacrifice  of  his  son ;  and  here  we 
have  tlie  ambassador  speaking  indeed  in 
the  first  person,  but  with  the  explanatory 
clause, "  Saith  the  Lord."  "  And  the  angel 
of  the  Lord  called  unto  him  out  of  heaven, 
and  said,  Abraham.    And  he  said,  Here 


am  L  And  he  said.  Lay  not  thine  hand 
upon  the  lad,  neither  do  thou  anything 
unto  him ;  for  now  I  know  that  thou  fear- 
est  God,  seeing  thou  hast  not  withheld  thy 
son,  thine  only  son  from  me. .  .  .And  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  called  unto  Abraham 
out  of  heaven  a  second  time,  and  said.  By 
myself  have  I  sworn,  saith  the  Lord,  for 
because  tliou  hast  done  this  thing,  and 
hast  not  witliheld  thy  son,  thine  only  son ; 
that  in  blessing  I  will  bless,  and  in  multi- 
plying I  will  multiply  tiiy  seed  as  the  stars 
in  heaven,  and  as  the  sand  which  is  upon 
the  sea-shore ;  and  thy  seed  shall  possess 
the  gate  of  his  enemies."  Gen.  xxii.  11 — 17. 

When  Abraham  instructed  his  faithful 
steward  Eliezer  to  seek  a  wife  for  Isaac 
from  among  his  kindred,  ho  confidently 
assured  him  that  the  Lord  would  send  an 
angel  before  him  to  prosper  his  way ;  and 
this  the  servant  repeated  to  Rebekah's 
family,  when  relating  the  extraordinary 
manner  in  which  he  had  been  guided. 
Gen.  xxiv.  7—40.  It  is  a  beautiful  instance 
of  prayerful  faith  on  man's  part,  and  an 
answering  providence  on  that  of  God. 
Eliezer  was  directed,  and  his  way  was 
prospered  in  a  most  marvellous  manner. 
And  why  marvellous?  because  of  our  un- 
belief, which  rarely  can  attain  to  such 
child-like  reliance  on  the  promises  of  God, 
or  we  should  continually  experience  the 
same  proofs,  that  what  he  hath  promised 
he  will  also  perform. 

Jacob's  vision  has  already  been  noticed : 
he  saw  a  ladder  set  upon  life  earth,  the 
top  of  which  reached  to  heaven  ;  and  the 
angels  of  God  ascended  and  descended 
upon  the  ladder.  The  interpretation  of 
this  is  seen  in  the  declaration  of  the  Lord, 
who  stood  above  the  ladder,  and  who  re- 
peated the  glorious  promise — "In  thy 
seed  shall  all  the  families  of  the  earth  be 
blessed."  Gen.  xxviii.  14.  The  incarna- 
tion and  sacrifice  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
the  Lamb  slain  from  the  foundation  of  the 
world,  is  tlie  procuring  cause  of  what  we 
are  now  considering — the  ministry  of 
those  angels  who  could  never  have  worn 
towards  man  any  other  aspect  than  tlmt 
of  stem,  irreconcilable  hostility,  had  man 
remained  under  the  dominion  of  Satan, 
to  do  forever  the  work  of  his.  conquer- 
ing master.  It  was  through  the  dying 
and  rising  again  of  the  Son  of  God,  to  be 
accomplished  in  the  fulness  of  time,  that 
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an^^ls  could  find  a  medium  of  friendly 
communication  with  earth;  and  Jacob 
knew  this,  assuredly ;  for  his  wtis  the  sav- 
ing faith  described  by  Paul,  "the  sub- 
stance of  things  hoped  for ;  the  evidence 
of  things  not  seen."   Hab.  xi.  1. 

The  cloudy  pillar  had  an  angelic  atten- 
dant "  The  angel  of  Grod  which  went 
before  the  camp  of  Israel,  removed  and 
went  beiiind  them ;  and  the  pillar  of  the 
cloud  went  from  before  their  face,  and 
stood  behind  them,  and  it  came  between 
the  camp  of  Israel  and  the  camp  of  the 
Egyptians."  Exod.  xiv.  19,  20.  We  can 
hardly  read  this  without  remembering 
what  Gabriel  said  to  Daniel,  of  Michael 
the  archangel,  calling  him  "the  great 
prince  that  standeth  for  the  children  of 
thy  people."  No  doubt  tliere  were  my- 
riads of  those  celestial  warriors  seen  after- 
wards on  the  mountain  of  Dothan ;  but 
they  had  a  leader  appointed  of  God :  and 
of  him  it  is  said  afterwards — "  I  will  send 
an  angel  before  thee;  and  I  will  drive 
out  the  Canaanite,  tlie  Amorite,  and  the 
Hittite,  and  the  Pcrrizite,  the  Hivite,  and 
Jebusite."  Exod.  xxxiii.  2.  And  to  prove 
tliat  this  was  to  be  really  a  created  angel, 
the  Lord  also  says — "  For  I  will  not  go 
up  in  the  midst  of  thee,  for  thou  art  a  stiff- 
necked  people  ;  lest  I  consume  thee  in  the 
way."  Exod.  xxxiii.  3. 

We  meet  no  more  with  angels,  until 
Balaam^s  alarming  encounter,  which  does 
not  come  under  tliis  head ;  cmd  then  we 
lose  eight  of  them  again,  until  the  people 
being  securely  settled  in  the  promised 
land,  and  proceeding,  as  usual,  to  provoke 
Uie  Lord  by  their  disobedience,  they  are 
strongly  reproved,  yet  with  much  mild 
dignity,  by  a  commissioned  minister. 
"An  angel  of  the  Lord  came  up  from 
Gilgal  to  Bochim.  and  said,  I  made  you 
go  up  out  of  Egypt,  and  have  brought 
you  unto  the  land  which  I  swear  unto 
your  fathers:  and  I  siiid,  I  will  never 
break  my  covenant  with  you.  And  ye 
shall  make  no  league  with  the  inhabitants 
of  this  land ;  ye  shall  throw  down  their  al- 
tars :  but  ye  have  not  obeyed  my  voice : 
why  have  ye  done  this  ?  Wherefore  I  also 
said,  I  will  not  drive  them  out  from  before 
you :  but  they  shall  be  as  thorns  in  your 
sides;  and  their  eodm  shall  be  a  snare 
unto  you.  And  it  came  to  pass,  when  tlie 
angel  of  the  Lord  spake  these  words  unto 


all  the  children  of  Israel,  that  the  pecyple 
lifted  up  their  voice  and  wept"  Judges 
ii.  1-— 4.  Although  the  purport  of  this 
message  was  menacing,  the  tone  was 
very  gentle,  and  the  remonstrance,  "  Why 
have  ye  done  this?"  following  close  on 
the  remembrance  of  God's  faithfulness  to 
his  great  promises,  was  well  calculated  to 
melt  tlie  people  as  it  did ;  so  that  for  a 
time  they  returned  to  their  duty,  and 
served  tlie  Lord ;  but  revolts  ensued,  and 
deliverances  were  granted  on  their  tem- 
porary repentance,  until  on  another  pro- 
vocation, the  Lord  delivered  them  into 
the  hand  of  Midian  for  seven  years.  The 
children  of  Israel,  greatly  oppressed  and 
impoverished,  cried  unto  the  Lord ;  and 
then  followed  tliis  interposition;  ^' There 
came  an  angel  of  the  Lord,  and  sat  under 
an  oak  which  was  in  Opbrah,  tliat  per- 
tained unto  Joash  the  Abe-ezrite :  and  his 
son  Gideon  threshed  wheat  by  the  wine- 
press, to  hide  it  from  the  Midianites.  And 
tlie  angel  of  the  Lord  appeared  unto  him 
and  said  unto  him,  The  Lord,  is  with  thee, 
thou  mighty  man  of  valour.  And  Gideon 
said  unto  him.  Oh  my  Lord,  if  the  Lord  be 
with  us,  why  then  is  all  this  befallen  us? 
and  where  b^  all  his  miracles  ivhich  our 
fathers  told  us  of  saying,  Did  not  the 
Lord  bring  us  up  from  Egypt  ?  But  now 
the  Lord  hath  forsaken  us,  and  delivered, 
us  into  the  hands  of  the  Midianites."  It 
does  not  appear  that  Gideon  suspected 
the  celestial  character  of  the  person  he 
conversed  witli:  indeed,  it  is  certain  he 
did  not ;  and  the  respectful  style  in  which 
he  addressed  the  stranger  must  have  re- 
sulted from  perceiving  in  him  so  much  of 
dignity,  as  demanded  it;  while  an  equal 
degree  of  benevolence  in  this  aspect, 
doubtless  led  to  so  frank  a  tone,  in  an- 
swering one  who  might  be  a  spy  of  the 
enemy.  The  narative  proceeds : — "  And 
the  Lord  looked  upon  him,  and  said.  Gro 
in  this  thy  might,  and  thou  shalt  save 
Israel  from  the  hand  of  the  Midianites: 
have  not  I  sent  thee?  And  he  said  unto 
him,  Oh  my  Lord,  wherewith  shall  I  save 
Israel  ?  Behold  my  family  is  poor  in  Ma- 
nasseh,  and  I  am  the  least  in  my  fatlier's 
house.  And  the  Lord  said  unto  him, 
Surely  I  will  be  witli  thee,  and  thou  shalt 
smite  the  Midianites  as  one  man."  This 
seems  to  have  excited  Gideon's  hope  that 
his  companion's  was  indeed  a  message 
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from  the  Lord :  probably  he  took  him  for 
a  prophet  "  And  he  said  unto  him,  If 
now  I  have  found  grace  in  thy  sight,  then 
fihow  me  a  sign  that  thou  talkest  with  me. 
Depart  not  hence  I  pray  thee,  until  I  come 
unto  thee,  and  bring  forth  my  present,  and 
set  it  before  thee.  And  he  said,  I  will 
tarry  until  thou  come  again.  And  Gideon 
went  in,  and  made  ready  a  kid,  and  un- 
leavened cakes  of  an  ephah  of  flour :  the 
flesh  he  put  in  a  basket,  and  he  put  the 
broth  in  a  pot,  and  brought  it  out  unto 
him  under  the  oak,  and  presented  it.  And 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  said  unto  him. 
Take  the  flesh,  and  the  unleavened  cakes 
and  lay  them  upon  this  rock,  and  pour  out 
the  broth.  And  he  did  so.  Then  the  an- 
gel of  the  Lord  put  forth  the  end  of  the 
staflf  that  was  in  his  hand,  and  touched 
the  flesh,  and  the  unleavened  cakes ;  and 
there  rose  up  Are  out  of  the  rock,  and  con- 
sumed the  fleeh  and  the  unleavened  cakes. 
Then  the  angel  of  the  Lord  departed  out 
of  his  sight  And  when  Gideon  perceived 
that  he  was  an  angel  of  the  Lord,  Gideon 
said,  Alas,  O  Lord  God:  for  because  I 
have  seen  an  angel  of  the  Lord  face  to 
face.  And  the  Lord  said  unto  him.  Peace 
be  unto  thee,  fear  not:  thou  shaltnotdie." 
Judges  vi.  11—23.  ' 

Afler  this  remarkable  interview  with  an 
angel  messenger,  we  find  Gideon  receiv- 
ing communications  direct  from  the  Lord 
himself;  but  the  way  in  which  he  was 
prepared*  for  these  revelations  was  exceed- 
ingly beautiful.  The  angel  probably  ap- 
peared as  a  wayfaring  man,  since  we 
read  of  the  staff  that  he  had  in  his  hand  ; 
and  the  language  in  which  he  addressed 
the  young  thresher  of  wheat,  was  exqui- 
sitely adapted  at  once  to  encourage  and 
to  prepare  him  for  fuller  manifestations  of 
the  divine  favour.  Afler  this,  we  hear  of 
no  more  angeUc  visits:  the  language  is 
uniformly,  "  The  Lord  said  unto  Gideon," 
and  under  the  immediate  direction  of  Je- 
hovah, he  wrought  all  his  stupendous  ex- 
ploits, delivering  Israel,  and  preserving 
peace  within  her  borders  to  the  end  of  a 
long  life. 

There  is  something  remarkable  in  the 
frequently  abrupt  transitions  from  the  de- 
scription and  language  of  an  angel  to  the 
presence  and  the  voice  of  God  himself. 
We  have  seen  this  in  the  first  communica- 
tion made  to  Moses,  from  the  flaming 


bush ;  and  surely  it  is  at  least  equally 
consonant  with  reason  and  Scripture  to 
suppose  the  Lord  graciously  prepared  his 
weak,  sinful  creatures  to  hear  His  voice, 
and  to  be  sensible  of  his  special  presence, 
by  this  method  of  heralding  Himself,  as  to 
insist  that  when  an  angel  is  distinctly 
named,  the  Lord  Jesus  is  the  person  in- 
tended. It  is  dangerous  to  put  arbitrary 
interpretations  on  God's  words,  for  which 
we  have  no  direct  authority  from  Himself; 
the  determination  fully  to  comprehend  and 
account  for  "secret  things,"  which  "be- 
long unto  the  Lord  our  God,"  may  lead  to 
presumption,  to  "foolish  and  unlearned 
questions,"  and  perhaps  to  very  danger- 
ous errors  connected  with  the  person  and 
oflice  of  the  Lord  Jesus :  while  by  receiv- 
ing in  its  most  obvious  sense  what  the 
Holy  Spirit  has  moved  his  servants  to 
write  for  our  learning,  we  cannot  greatly 
mistake.  An  inspired  aj^ostle  has  told  us, 
that  the  created  angels  are  "  ministering 
spirits,  sent  fordi  to  minister  to  them  that 
shall  be  heirs  of  salvation."  We  find 
throughout  the  Old  Testament,  and  in  the 
book  of  Revelation,  angels  constantly  de- 
scribed as  engaged  in  this  very  work ; 
and  why  should  we  question  their  iden- 
tity? why  persist  in  understanding  tiie 
greaier  part  of  these  descriptions  of 
angelic  ministry  as  referring  to  Him  of 
whom  it  is  especially  testified  that  "  He 
took  not  upon  Him  the  nature  of  angels." 
Heb.  ii.  16. 

Gideon  being  gathered  to  his  fathers, 
and  Israel,  as  usual,  continuing  to  revolt, 
and  to  provoke  the  Lord,  they  were  repeat- 
edly chastised  by  the  hands  both  of  for- 
eign and  domestic  tyrants.  At  length,  af- 
ter more  than  one  generation  had  passed 
away,  tlie  gracious  and  mercifbl  God 
whose  Holy  Spirit  they  grieved  with  their 
iniquities,  prepared  to  raise  up  another  de- 
liverer, and  sent  a  heavenly  messenger 
with  the  tidings.  The  history  is  remark- 
able, and  deserves  particular  attention. 
Manoah,  a  Danite,  had  a  wife  who  was 
barren ;  "  And  the  angel  of  the  Lord  ap- 
peared unto  the  woman,  and  said.  Behold 
now,  thou  art  barren,  and  bearest  not :  but 
thou  shalt  conceive,  and  bear  a  son.  Now, 
therefore,  beware,  I  pray  tliee,  and  drink 
not  wine  nor  strong  drink,  and  eat  not  any 
unclean  thing :  for  lo,'*t)iou  shalt  conceive, 
and  bear  a  son ;  and  no  razor  shall  come 
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on  his  head :  for  the  child  shall  be  a  Naz- 
arite  unto  God  from  the  womb;  and  he 
•hall  begin  to  deliver  Israel  out  of  the 
hands  of  tlie  Philistines.  Then  the  wo- 
man came  and  told  her  husband,  saying, 
A  man  of  God  came  unto  me,  and  his 
countenance  was  like  the  countenance  of 
an  angel  of  God,  very  terrible :  but  I  asked 
him  not  whence  he  was,  neither  told  he  me 
his  name."    Judges  xiii.  3 — 6. 

Here  we  see  that  the  angels,  on  such  oc- 
casions, appeared  in  a  perfectly  human 
form,  so  as  to  be  taken  for  mortal  men ; 
but  there  was  that  in  their  countenances — 
probably  the  emanation  of  minds  perfectly 
holy,  obedient,  and  faithful,  and  habitually 
engaged  in  the  contemplation  of  the  Deiiy 
— which,  to  the  corrupt  nature  of  fallen 
man,  appeared  "  very  terrible."  To  such 
"beauty  of  holiness"  had  the  countenance 
of  Moses  attained,  while  wholly  separated 
from  earth,  and  the  grosser  elements  of 
man's  ordinary  sustenance,  having  "  seen 
God"  for  forty  successive  days  on  the 
mount.  So,  likewise,  shone  the  face  of 
Stephen  on  the  very  verge  of  that  martyr- 
dom which  was  peculiarly  honored  in  be- 
ing the  first  under  the  Christian  dispensa- 
tion. The  woman  does  not  appear  to 
have  taken  the  angel  for  more  than  what 
she  called  him,  '*  A  man  of  Grod ;"  a  pro- 
phet ;  and  the  expression  that  she  used  in 
describing  the  majesty  and  brightness  of 
his  aspect  was  not  an  unfrequent  one,  in 
days  when  angelic  faces  were  not  so 
strange  upon  earth  as  now  they  are.  We, 
probably,  associate  no  idea  of  terribleness 
with  that  trite  expression,  "an  angelic 
countenance ;  we  know  not,  alas !  what 
man  has  lost,  even  in  outward  show,  by 
revolting  from  his  God. 

Manoah's  wife  went  on  to  repeat  ex- 
actly what  the  angel  had  said :  "  Then 
Manoah  entreated  the  Lord,  and  said,  O 
my  Lord,  let  the  man  of  God  which  ihou 
didst  send  come  again  unto  us.  and  teach 
us  what  we  shall  do  unto  the  child  that 
shall  be  born."  A  beautiful  instance  of 
simple  faith  I  He  makes  no  question  of 
the  matter,  refers  it  all  to  God,  and  speaks 
of  the  child,  which  as  yet  existed  but  in 
the  divine  promise,  as  though  it  was  even 
then  about  to  be  born.  We  may  safely 
assert  that  Manoah  was  a  man  of  prayer, 
who  thus  calmly,  thankfully  received  the 
answer  to  his  accustomed  supplications. 


The  lovely  and  instructive  history  pro- 
ceeds :   "  And  Grod  hearkened  to  the  voice 
of  Manoah  :  and  the  angel  of  Grod  came 
again  unto  the  woman  as  she  sat  in  the 
field:  but  Manoah  her  husband  was  not 
will)  her.    And  the  woman  made  haste, 
and  ran,  and  showed  her  husband,  and 
said  unto  him,  Behold,  the  man  hath  ap- 
peared unto  me,  that  came  unto  me  the 
other  day.    And  Manoah  arose,  and  went 
af\er  his  wife,  and  came  to  the  man,  and 
said  unto  him,    Art  thou  the  man  that 
spakest  unto  the  woman  ?     And  he  said, 
I  am.    And  Manoah  said.  Now,  let  thy 
words  come  to  pass  I    How  shall  we  order 
the  child,  and  how  shall  we  do  unto  him  ? 
And  the  angel  of  the  Lord  said  unto  Ma- 
noah, Of  all  that  I  have  said  unto  the  wo- 
man, let  her  beware.    She  may  not  eat  of 
any  thing  that  cometh  of  tlie  vine,  neither 
let  her  drink  wine  or  strong  drink,  nor  eat 
any  unclean  thing:  all  that  I  command 
her,  let  her  observe.    And  Manoah  said 
unto  the  angel  of  the  Lord,  I  pray  thee,  let 
us  detain  thee,  until  we  shall  hav^e  made 
ready  a  kid  for  thee.     And  the  angel  of 
the  Lord  said  unto  Manoah,  Though  thou 
detain  me,  I  will  not  eat  of  thy  bread : 
and  if  thou  wilt  offer  a  burnt  offering,  tliou 
must  offer  it  unto  the  Lord.    For  Manoah 
knew  not  that  he  was  an  angel  of  the 
Lord.      And  Manoah  said  unto  the  angel 
of  the  Lord,  What  is  thy  name,  that  when 
thy  sayings  come  to  pass  we  may  do  thee 
honour?"     It  is  impossible  to  pass  over 
this  grateful,  and  doubtless  patriotic  senti- 
ment, for  Manoah  would  have  proclaimed 
that  there  was  a  prophet  in  Israel,  and 
have  sent  his  oppressed,  afflicted,  guilty 
countrymen,  to  inquire  of  the  Lord  at  his 
mouth.      There  is  a  nobleness  in  the  lan- 
guage of  this  Israelilish  pair  the  more 
striking  from  the  simplicity  and  humility 
that  accompany  it      His  request  was  not 
granted.     "  The  angel  of  the  Lord   said 
unto  him,  Why  asketh  thou  thus  afler  my 
name,  seeing  it  is  secret?"      The  margin 
reads.  Wonderful :   and  because  "  Won- 
derful" is  one  of  the  names  by  which  our 
blessed  Lord  is  called,  some  have  assured 
themselves  that  it  was  Christ  himself  who 
spake.      We  see  no  ground  whatever  for 
the  assumption ;    the  angel  Gabriel  an- 
nounced to  Zacharias  the  promised  birth 
of  a  son  in  his  old  age;  one  far  greater 
than  Samson;   and  he  too  was  sent  to 


IN  HEAVENLY  PLACES. 


417 


Mary  with  tidings  infinitely  more  impor- 
tant than  either :  it  is  surely,  therefore,  too 
much  to  catch  at  a  single,  doubtful  word, 
to  introduce  the  Lord  of  angels  on  such  an 
occasion  as  this.  Considering  how  prone 
the  Israelites  at  that  time  were  to  idolatry, 
the  very  reason  of  Memoah's  question  was 
sufficient  to  prevent  his  obtaining  an  an- 
swer. The  holy  angel  would  not  give  his 
name  to  be  enrolled  among  the  new  gods 
of  Israel.  "  So  Manoah  took  a  kid  with  a 
meat-offering,  and  offered  it  upon  the  rock 
unto  the  Lord ;  and  the  angel  did  won- 
drously ;  and  Manoah  and  his  wife  looked 
on.  For  it  came  to  pass,  when  the  flame 
went  up  toward  heaven  from  off  the  altar, 
that  the  angel  of  the  Lord  ascended  in  the 
flame  of  the  altar.  And  Manoah  and  his 
wife  looked  on  it,  and  fell  on  their  faces  to 
the  ground.  But  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
did  no  more  appear  to  Manoah  and  to  his 
wife.  Then  Manoah  knew  that  he  was 
an  angel  of  the  Lord.  And  Manoah  said 
unto  his  wife,  We  shall  surely  die,  because 
we  have  seen  God."  The  greatness  of 
the  miracle,  and  his  surprise  at  discovering 
the  celestial  character  of  the  Being  with 
whom  he  had  so  familiarly  conversed, 
were  such  that  he  went  beyond  the  mark, 
as  he  had  before  fallen  short  of  it,  and  im- 
agined that  he  had,  instead  of  a  mere  pro- 
phet, seen  Him  whom  none  can  look  upon 
and  live.  His  wife's  encouraging  reply  is 
admirable :  *^  If  the  Lord  were  pleased  to 
kill  us,  he  would  not  have  received  a 
burnt-offering  and  a  meat-offering  at  our 
hands,  neither  would  he  have  shown  us  all 
these  things,  nor  would  as  at  this  time 
have  told  us  such  things  as  these.''  Verse 
23.  They  would  not  have  received  in- 
structions as  to  the  bringing  up  of  a  child 
yet  unborn,  if  their  own  lives  were  about 
to  terminate  ;  nor  could  it  be  in  wrath  that 
the  Lord  had  made  known  to  them  pur- 
poses so  gracious  towards  themselves, 
and  towards  the  whole  nation  who  were 
to  have  a  deliverer  in  their  offspring,  whose 
birth  and  destiny  were  probably  thus  in- 
timated in  order  to  impress  men's  minds 
more  deeply  with  the  assurance  that  the 
promised  deliverance  was  wholly  of  the 
Lord. 


SECTION  V. 


ANGELIC   SYMPATHY. 


V01„   II. 


53 


Under  this  head  may  properiy  be  classed 
those  peculiar  ministrations  that  had  refer- 
ence to  the  prophets  of  Israel,  from  Elijah 
onward  ;  and  following  the  order  in  which 
they  stand  in  the  Bible,  in  preference  to 
the  chronological  dates,  we  will  briefly  note 
them  all.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the 
angel  who  showed  the  Apostle  John  the 
glorious  things  by  him  recorded,  declared, 
"I  am  thy  fellow-servant  and  of  thy 
brethren  the  prophets ;  and  of  them  which 
keep  the  sayings  of  this  book:"  (Rev. 
xxii.  9:)  from  which  we  may  at  least 
gather,  that  the  interest  taken  by  that 
heavenly  guide  in  these  wondrous  revela- 
tions, was  intense.  When,  therefore,  an 
angel  is  deputed  to  communicate  with  an 
inspired  prophet,  we  feel  that  there  is 
somewhat  more  than  a  general  ministra- 
tion in  it;  the  divine  knowledge  which 
the  celestial  being  is  commissioned  to  im- 
part to  his  earth-born  brother  fills  his  own 
mind,  and  he  appreciates  the  high  distinc- 
tion conferred  on  himself,  as  the  vessel 
chosen  to  contain  and  to  convey  a  treasure 
of  which  all  the  excellency  is  of  Qod.  The 
glory  of  itB  Master  is  concerned  in  what 
he  communicates ;  its  prospective  fulfil- 
ment interests  him  deeply,  as  tending  to 
show  forth  the  Lord's  faithfulness ;  and  ar- 
rayed as  he  perpetually  is  against  the 
dark,  subtle  enemies  of  man,  he  rejoices  ia 
every  accession  of  strength,  wisdom  and 
knowledge  gained  by  his  poor,  feeble  ally. 
To  one  who  is  accustomed  to  dwell  upcn 
those  beautiful  portions  of  Scripture,  the- 
tenderness  that  bespeaks  perfect  sympathy 
is  constantly  apparent  on  the  angel's  part ; 
together  with  an  alacrity  that  shows  how 
much  heart  the  divine  creature  puts  into 
his  work. 

First  among  those  we  have  now  to  no- 
tice, stands  the  touching  picture  of  Elijah, 
weary,  exhausted  and  well-nigh  despair- 
ing, in  the  wilderness.  He  had  been  very 
jealous  for  the  Lord  Grod  of  Hosts,  even 
to  the  braving  of  Ahab's  power  afid  Jeze- 
bel's hate.  He  had  openly  defied,  most 
signally  disgraced,  and  with  determined 
justice  had  slain  the  four  hundred  and 
fifly  prophets  of  Baal  in  the  sight  of  all 
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Israel ;  whom  he  believed  to  be,  with  the 
single  exception  of  himself,  forsakers  of 
God's  covenant,  destroyers  of  his  wor- 
ship, and  murderers  of  his  prophets. 
Throughout  this  transcendent  work  of 
faith  and  zeal  he  had  not  flinched;  but 
now  pursued  by  the  sanguinary  menaces 
of  Jezebel,  and  believing  that  every 
man  sought  his  life,  the  solitary  outcast 
stretched  himself  under  a  juniper-tree, 
and,  asking  for  death,  became  overpow- 
ered by  sleep.  With  what  pitying  ten- 
derness must  the  angel's  heart  have 
yearned  over  the  unconscious  slumberer, 
while  employed  in  the  humble  office  of 
baking  a  cake  on  the  coals,  and  filling  a 
cruse  with  water  to  place  beside  him! 
What  a  spectacle  of  want,  and  sorrow, 
and  destitution,  did  the  prophet  present, 
immediately  after  that  glorious  display  of 
triumphant  faith  and  power  on  the  sides 
of  Mount  Carmel !  When  all  was  pre- 
pared, "  the  angel  touched  him,  and  said, 
Arise  and  eat"  1  Kings  xix.  5.  Having 
done  BO,  the  prophet  again  laid  down,  and 
slept :  ^*  And  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came 
again  the  second  time,  and  touched  him, 
and  said,  Arise  and  eat;  because  the  jour- 
ney is  too  great  for  thee."  He  not  only 
sets  before  him  the  nourishment  provided, 
bat  graciously  and  tenderly  urges  on  him 
the  necessity  of  strengthening  himself  for 
the  unusual  exertion.  Oilen  have  the  af- 
flicted children  of  God  found  comfort  in 
this  sweet  record  of  his  watchful  care,  and 
of  the  willing  service  that  the  holy  angels 
render,  when  no  human  hand  can  help. 
When,  under  the  pressure  of  bodily  pri- 
vation or  mental  anxiety  they  are  heark- 
•ening  to  the  suggestions  of  Satan,  and 
^murmuring  to,  if  not  against  the  Lord, 
some  ministering  angel  is  on  the  wing, 
bearing  the  succour  they  need,  the  com- 
fort they  pine  for ;  and  putting  to  shame 
the  language  of  their  unbelieving  minds. 
Elijah,  we  are  told,  "went  in  the 
strength  of  that  meat  forty  days  and  forty 
nights,  unto  Horeb,  the  Mount  of  God." 
1  Kings  xix.  8.  Whether  that  day's  re- 
past was  made  sufficient  for  the  whole  pe- 
riod, or  whether  his  strength  was  daily 
renewed  by  a  miraculous  supply  of  bread 
and  water,  like  that  of  his  fathers  in  the 
wUdemess,  is  not  made  plain :  in  either 
case,  the  Lord  fed  him  by  the  hand  of  a 
jninistering  spirit,  and  he  whom  Grod  fed 


could  know  no  want:  he  whom  God 
strengthened,  no  weariness.  He  fulfiiled 
his  mission,  not  witliout  farther  eommu- 
nion  with  angelic  helpers;  for  though,  in 
general,  the  expression  is,  '^  the  word  of 
the  Lord  came  to  Elijah,"  without  speci- 
fying the  medium  through  which  it 
reached  him,  we  are  told  when  Ahaziah 
sent  to  inquire  of  Dkalzebub,  the  god  of 
Pkron,  concerning  the  event  of  his  dis- 
ease, "the  angel  of  the  Lord  said  to  Elijah 
the  Tishbite — Arise,  go  up  to  meet  the 
messengers  of  the  king  of  Samaria,"  and 
told  him  the  prophetic  words  that  he 
should  speak  to  them.    2  Kings  i.  3,  4. 

Elijah's  translation  into  heaven  was  by 
"  a  chariot  of  fire,  and  horses  of  fire,"  do 
doubt  forming  a  part  of  the  magnificent 
array  of  which  we  are  next  to  speak  as 
belonging  to  the  armament  of  heaven: 
for  when  the  servant  of  Elisha,  terrified 
at  the  sight  of  the  besieging  host  of  Syria 
compassing  the  city,  cried  out,  "  Alas,  my 
master !  how  shall  we  do  ?"  the  prophet's 
answer  was,  "Fear  not;  for  they  that  be 
with  us  are  more  than  they  that  be  with 
them."  In  answer  to  his  prayer,  the 
young  man's  eyes  were  opened ;  ^  and  he 
saw;  and  behold  the  mountain  was  full 
of  horses  and  chariots  of  fire  round  about 
Elisha."  2  Kings  vi.  15—17.  Angels  are 
not  mentioned  here;  but  however  the 
blaze  of  the  glory  might  enwrap,  and  so 
render  them  invisible,  we  may  be  sure  it 
was  not  of  chariots  and  horses  that  Elisha 
spoke  when  alluding  to  the  number  of  his 
unseen  allies.  We  may  rather  suppose 
the  scene  to  have  resembled  what  is  very 
glowingly  described  by  a  first-rate  poet  of 
our  day,  in  referring  to  this  passage : 

At  the  word  nisbed  a  cloud 

From  the  crown  of  the  tky : 
In  its  tplendonri  the  ton 

Seemed  to  sicken  and  die. 
From  its  depths  poored  a  host 

Upon  mountain  and  (riain. 
There  was  seen  the  starred  helm, 

And  the  sky-tinctured  vane ; 
And  the  armour  of  dre^ 

And  the  seraph's  broad  wing ; 
But  no  eye-ball  dared  faze 
On  the  pomp  of  the  blaae, 
An  their  banner  unfolded 

The  name  of  their  Kino. 

Aflcr  Elisha,  Isaiah  had  proof  of  the 
being,  the  brightness,  and  the  benevo- 
lence of  God's  angels.  He  has  related  a 
very  remarkable  vision :  "  In  the  year  that 
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king  Uzziah  died,  I  saw  the  Lord  sitting 
upon  a  throne,  high  and  lifled  up,  and  his 
train  filled  the  temple.  Above  it  stood 
the  seraphim :  each  had  six  wings !  with 
twain  he  covered  his  face,  and  with  twain 
he  covered  his  feet,  and  with  twain  he  did 
fly.  And  one  cried  unto  another,  and 
said,  Holy,  holy,  holy  is  the  Lord  of  hosts : 
the  whole  earth  is  full  of  his  glory.  And 
the  posts  of  the  door  moved  at  the  voice 
of  him  that  cried,  and  the  house  was  filled 
with  smoke.  Then  said  I,  wo  is  me !  for 
I  am  undone ;  because  I  am  a  man  of  un- 
clean lips :  and  I  dwell  in  the  midst  of  a 
people  of  unclean  lips:  for  mine  eyes 
have  seen  the  King,  the  Lord  of  hosts. 
Then  flew  one  of  the  seraphim  unto  me, 
having  a  live  coal  in  his  hand,  which  he 
had  taken  with  the  tongs  from  oS  the 
altar ;  and  he  laid  it  upon  my  mouth,  and 
said,  Lo,  this  hath  touched  thy  lips ;  and 
thine  iniquity  is  taken  away,  and  thy  sin 
purged."    Isaiah  vi.  1 — 7. 

This  sublime  vision  was  the  prepara- 
tion for  that  wonderful  strain  of  prophecy 
which  has  caused  some,  not  inaptly,  to 
term  Isaisih  the  fiAh  evangelist  It  was 
Christ's  glory  that  he  saw,  and  it  was  of 
him  that  he  spake — (John  xii.  41 ;)  and 
this  bright  company  of  the  seraphim  were 
veiling  their  faces  with  awe  before  Him 
who  was  despised  and  rejected  of  men. 
In  the  midst  of  their  solemn  alternate 
song  of  adoration,  the  voice  of  a  con- 
science-stricken man  was  heard,  bewail- 
ing his  sinfulness,  and  lamenting  over  his 
undone  estate,  the  uncleanness  of  his  lips, 
and  the  guilt  of  his  people.  Immediately 
a  seraph  is  commissioned  to  remove  his 
grief;  and  he,  with  the  earnest  alacrity 
that  we  have  remarked,  Jlies  to  the  dis- 
tressed seer,  bearing  not  only  a  message, 
but  a  token  of  reconciling,  sanctifying 
grace,  repeating  the  impressive  assurance, 
**  thine  iniquity  is  taken  away,  and  thy  sin 
purged."  It  appears  to  have  been  in  the 
material  temple  in  Jerusalem,  that  this 
revelation  was  made;  but  it  is  very  re- 
markable how  much  the  temple  imagery 
prevails  in  representations  of  heaven 
itself;  even  in  the  descriptions  given  by 
John,  who  wrote  in  an  especial  manner  for 
Gentile  churches.  In  this  vision  of  Isaiah, 
He  was  present  who  gives  substance  to 
the  shadow,  efficacy  to  the  means;  and 
a  coal  from  off  the  altar  was  used,  typical 


at  once  of  the  purifying  influences  of  the 
Holy  GHiost,  and  of  the  flaming  zeal  that 
should  burst  forth  in  strains  of  glowing 
eloquence  from  the  prophet's  now-conse- 
crated lip.  This  is  the  only  place  in  the 
Bible  where  our  translators  have  intro- 
duced the  word  seraphim. 

We  next  come  to  the  mysterious  reve- 
lations made  to  Ezekiel,  who  uses  the  ap- 
pellation ^^  cherubim,"  in  describing   the 
heavenly  beings  whom  he  saw.   It  seems, 
so  far  as  our  dim  faculties  may  penetrate 
the  mysterious  veil,  as  though  these  were 
a   peculiar  order  of  angelic  creatures. 
The  title  is  constantly  given  to  those  ap- 
pearances which  the  Lord  instructed  Mo- 
ses to  place  at  each  end  of  the  ark  of  the 
testament,  over  the  mercy-seat  of  which 
they  extended  their  wings ;  and  who  are 
nowhere  called  by  the  general  term  of 
angda.    Their  station,  we  may  venture  to 
think,  is  one  of  more  immediate  proximity 
to  the  throne  of  glory  than  that  of  others; 
both  from  the  position  assigned  to  them  in 
the  material  temple,  which  we  are  told 
was  a   figure  of  the  true,  or  heavenly 
house  of  God,  and  from  the  descriptions 
given  by  Ezekiel    Cherubim  also  were 
placed  at  the  gate  of  the  garden  of  Eden, 
to  wield  the  terrible  sword  of  flame  which 
barred  all  approach ;  keeping  the  way  to 
the  tree  of  life.    It  is  a  most  inviting  field 
for    the  imagination   to    rove   in,  these 
glimpses  of  the  heavenly  territory,  and 
its  angelic  inhabitants;  but  imagination 
must  not  enter  where  we  are  humbly  fol- 
lowing  the    footsteps  of  inspiration,   to 
speak  according  to  the  word  of  the  Lord, 
neither  more  nor  less;  and  we  must  be 
content  to  believe,  without  expecting  fully 
to  understand,  what  the  prophet  was  en- 
abled to  convey  of  his  own  impression  of 
those  things  which  he  beheld ;  so  far,  at 
least,  as  he  makes  distinct  mention  of  be- 
ings whom  we  are  taught  to  consider  as  a 
part  of  the  armies  of  heaven.    Whether 
or  not,  these  appearances  were  real ;  whe- 
ther the  angels  are  immaterial,  invisible 
essences,  and  therefore  impossible  to  be 
seen  by  us  in  their  natural  state,  and  only 
clothed  in  the  semblance  of  something 
tangible  for  occasional  revelation  to  man, 
or  whether  tlie  weakness  of  our  powers, 
defiled  and  debilitated  by  original  guilt, 
shuts  them  out  from  our  mortal  kgi,  is  a 
point  tliat  never  will  be  fully  cleared  up 
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until  we  come  to  know  even  as  we  are 
known ;  but  tliere  is  quite  as  much  to  be 
said  for  the  latter  as  for  the  former  propo- 
sition, although  the  weight  of  names  is 
certainly  against  us ;  men  having  inher- 
ited the  opinions  of  their  predecessors  as 
a  matter  of  course,  and  battled  for  all  as 
belonging  to  them  by  rightful  descent. 
By  such  means  have  successive  genera- 
tions been  blinded  to  the  meaning  of 
many  a  rich  promise  and  glorious  predfc- 
tion  now  on  the  eve  of  fulfilment ;  and 
the  consequence  of  such  mistaken  impres- 
gions  is  but  too  likely  to  be  that  com- 
plained of  by  the  prophet : — "  Lord,  when 
thine  arm  is  stretched  out,  they  will  not 
see !"  Most  ingenious  explanations  have 
been  affixed  by  various  commentators  to 
the  minute  particulars  recorded  by  Ezekiel 
of  the  visions  that  he  beheld;  but  with 
these  we  have  nothing  to  do;  our  business 
being  with  the  literal  descriptions. 

Ezekiel,  being  among  the  captive  Jews 
carried  into  Babylon,  was  commissioned 
to  bear  to  them  many  rebukes  and  remon- 
stances,  mingled  with  most  glorious  prom- 
ises, from  the  Lord.  In  the  first  chapter, 
he  gives  a  full  account  of  the  appearance 
that  he  beheld ;  which  is  thus  introduced : 
— "  A  whirlwind  came  out  of  the  north,  a 
great  cloud,  and  a  fire  unfolding  itself,  and 
a  brightness  was  about  it,  and  out  of  the 
midst  thereof  as  the  colour  of  amber,  out 
of  the  midst  of  the  fire.  Also  out  of  the 
midst  thereof  came  the  likeness  of  four 
living  creatures.  And  this  was  their  ap- 
pearance ;  they  had  the  likeness  of  a  man." 
He  proceeds  to  describe  the  four  faces, 
four  wings,  and  other  peculiarities  of  these 
living  creatures,  who,  he  says,  "  ran  and 
returned  as  the  appearance  of  a  flash  of 
lightning ;"  and  of  the  immense  wheels 
that  were  beside  them ;  the  crystal  firma- 
ment that  was  directly  over  their  heads, 
and  the  appearance  of  a  sapphire  throne 
placed  above  all,  "  and  upon  the  likeness 
of  the  throne  was  the  likeness  as  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  man  above  upon  it."  From 
the  Lord,  whose  glory  he  thus  beheld,  he 
received  a  message  to  his  people,  ihe  chil- 
dren of  the  captivity:  and  having  thus 
given  an  outline  of  that  which  he  beheld, 
the  brightness  of  the  objects  being  so  daz- 
zling that  he  could  but  speak  of  "  the  like- 
ness of  the  appearance"  as  it  then  im- 
pressed his  mind,  he  records  in  his  eighth 


chapter  a  farther  revelation  made  to  him 
in  the  presence  of  the  same  mysterious 
glory,  when  he  was  taken  to  behold  the 
various  idolatrous  abominations  practised 
in  Jerusalem  to  provoke  the  Lord,  and 
show  also  the  terrible  judgments  about  to 
fall  upon  the  offenders.  An  angel,  de- 
scribed as  "  a  man  clothed  with  linen,  hav- 
ing a  writer's  inkhom  by  his  side,"  is  sent 
through  the  city,  to  set  a  mark  upon  the 
foreheads  of  the  men  who  sighed  and  cried 
for  the  abominations  that  were  done ;  and 
six  others,  each  with  a  slaughtering  weapon 
in  his  hand,  then  proceeded  to  slay  all  who 
were  not  so  marked,  beginning  at  the  sanc- 
tuary. This  being  done,  and  reported  by 
the  man  in  the  linen  garment  to  Him  who 
sat  on  the  throne,  "  he  spake  unto  the  man 
clothed  with  linen,  and  said,  Go  in  between 
the  wheels,  even  under  the  cherub,  and 
fill  thine  hand  with  coals  of  fire  from  be- 
tween the  cherubim,  and  scatter  them  over 
the  city.  And  he  went  in  my  sight  Now 
the  cherubim  stood  on  the  right  side  of 
the  house,  when  the  man  went  in;  and 
the  cloud  filled  the  inner  court  Then  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  went  up  from  the  cherub, 
and  stood  over  the  threshold  of  the  house ; 
and  the  house  was  filled  with  the  cloud, 
and  the  court  was  full  of  the  brightness  of 
the  Lord's  glory.  And  the  sound  of  the 
cherubim's  wings  was  heard  even  in  tlie 
outer  court,  a^  the  voice  of  the  almighty 
God  when  he  speaketh.  And  it  canie  to 
pass  tliat  when  he  had  commanded  the 
man  clothed  with  linen,  saying.  Take  fire 
from  between  the  wheels,  from  between 
the  cherubim,  then  he  went  in  and  stood 
beside  the  wheels.  And  one  cherub 
stretched  forth  his  heind  from  between  the 
cherubim  unto  the  fire  that  was  between 
the  cherubim,  and  took  thereof,  and  put  it 
into  tlic  hands  of  him  that  was  clothed 
with  linen ;  who  took  it,  and  went  out" 
X.  2 — 7.  The  conclusion  of  tlie  vision  is 
thus  related:  "Then  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  departed  from  off  the  threshold  of 
the  house,  and  stood  over  the  cherubim : 
and  the  cherubim  lifted  up  their  wings, 
and  mounted  up  from  the  earth  in  my 
eight:  when  they  went  out,  the  wheels 
also  were  beside  them:  and  every  one 
stood  at  the  door  of  the  east  gate  of  the 
Lord's  house :  emd  the  glory  of  Israel  was 
over  them  above,"  (verses  18,  19.) 
The  word  cherulnm  signifies  flaming 
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ones ;  and  we  find  either  flame  or  its  con- 
comitant, a  cloud  of  smoke,  generally  pres- 
ent, when  the  Lord  was  pleased  to  meui- 
ifest  himself,  under  the  Old  Testament, 
either  in  the  temple  or  to  his  people  apart 
from  it ;  we  are  also  told  that  the  second 
coming  of  our  Lord  in  great  glory,  accom- 
panied witli  the  holy  angels,  shall  be  in 
"  flaming  fire."    We  have  just  enough  in- 
formation respecting  this  order    of  the 
celestial  servants  of  our  God  to  believe 
that  they  have  some  special  office  of  pe- 
culiar attendance  on  their  King.    David 
says,  ^^  He  rode  upon  a  cherub,  and  did 
fly,"  (Psalm  xviii.  10 ;)  and  again — "  The 
chariots  of  God  are  twenty  thousand,  even 
thousands  of  angels :  the  Lord  is  among 
them,  as  in  Sinai,   in  the  holy  place." 
Psalm  Ixviii.  17.    We  may  compare  such 
expressions  with  the  chariots  and  horses 
of  fire  seen  by  Elisha's  servant,  and  that 
which  took  up  Elijah  into  heaven;   and 
without  intruding  improperly  into  things 
not  seen,  we  may  be  allowed  to  believe 
that  glimpses  have  been  given  into  reali- 
ties hereafler  to  be  fully  known  and  un- 
derstood, while  the  assurance  that  such 
glorious  intelligences  do  exist,  and  in  great 
multitudes  surround  us,  fulfilling  each  the 
will  and  rendering  prompt  service  to  their 
Master  and  ours,  is  most  soothing  to  the 
child  of  earth  who,  exiled  from  the  bright 
company  of  sinless  beings  pursues  his  way 
in  loneliness  of  spirit,  often   feeling  as 
though  throughout  the  wide  creation  there 
was  no  being  to  sympathise  with  him  now, 
thougli  he  may  look  forward  to  such  com- 
munion hereafler  as  disembodied  spirits 
can  together  enjoy. 

Ezekiel  had  another  vision,  in  which  an 
angel  showed  him  marvellous  things: 
things  that  to  this  day  are  unfulfilled,  and 
concerning  which  the  church  remains  in 
greater  perplexity  than  in  almost  any 
other  prophetic  matter.  Having  been 
brought  in  the  visions  of  Grod  to  a  very 
high  mountain  in  the  land  of  Israel,  he 
says,  ^'  Uiere  was  a  man  whose  appearance 
was  like  the  appearance  of  brass,  with  a 
line  of  flax  in  his  hand,  and  a  measuring 
reed."  Ezek.  xl.  3.  This  divine  messen- 
ger measures  out  and  describes  to  the 
prophet  with  most  minute  exactness,  a  city 
and  a  temple  of  which  we  as  yet  know  no- 
thing ;  but  it  is  a  marvellous  instance  of 
prediction  and  direction,  continued  through 


no  fewer  than  eight  chapters,  by  the  means 
of  this  angelic  instructor,  who  almost  ap- 
pears identical  with  the  angel  described 
by  St  John,  as  employed  in  like  manner 
for  his  instruction. 

We  now  arrive  at  that  lovely  portion  of 
Scripture,  the  book  of  Daniel,  and  may 
trace  more  at  large  what  has  already  been 
repeatedly  noticed.    Daniel  was  greatly 
favoured  by  direct  revelations  fVom  the 
Lord :  the  king's  dream  and  its  interpre- 
tation were  made  known  to  him,  to  the 
conversion,  as  we  may  hope,  of  the  once 
proud  and  blood-thirsty  tyrant,  Nebuchad- 
nezzar.   In  like  manner,  he  was  enabled 
to  show  forth  to  the  miserable  Belshazzar 
his  coming  doom,  with  the  downfall  of 
great  Babylon,  the  vivid  prototype  of  that 
idolatrous  harlot-city,  Rome,  which  in  our 
day  rules  and  riots,  and  ripens  for  sudden 
destruction.    Under  Darius,  the  prophet 
again  enjoyed  such  favour,  influence  and 
command,  as  moved  to  envy  the  selfish 
princes  of  the  kingdom.    They  sought  oc- 
casion, but  found  none,  to  carry  an  unfa- 
vourable report  against  him,  to  his  royml 
patron :  and  at  length  they  were  driven  to 
the  expedient  of  inventing  an  oflcnce,  that 
Daniel  was  sure  to  commit,  by  making  it 
penal  to  pray  to  the  Grod  of  heaven.    The 
device  succeeded :  Daniel  prayed  repeat- 
edly and  without  disguise;   and  a  few 
hours  saw  him  cast  into  a  den,  where 
hungry  hons  were  impatiently  awaiting 
their  accustomed  meal.    We  are  not  in- 
troduced to  that  scene  of  peril,  of  darkness, 
and  of  horror — the  noisome  abode  of  fero- 
cious beasts  of  prey;   strewed  with  the 
splintered  bones  of  the  many  human  vic- 
tims that  Babylonish  cruelty  delighted, 
even  as  its  antitype  delights,  to  prepare 
for  barbarous  slaughter.    We  only  know, 
that  afler  remaining    there    during  the 
night,  the  faithful  servant  of  the  Lord  was 
able  to  answer  the  king's  sorrowful  in- 
quiry, by  saying,  "  My  God  hath  sent  his 
angel,  and  hath  shut  the  lions'  mouths, 
that  ihey  have  not  hurt  me."  Dan.  vL  22. 
He  had  otlier  company  than  the  ravenous 
beasts,  who  were  thus  chained  back  into 
the  innocuous  character  that  they  bore  in 
the  garden  of  Eden,  and  to  which  they 
shall  again  be  restored,  when  the  Con- 
queror of  sin  and  of  death  comes  to  reign 
over  a  renovated  earth.    The  darkness  of 
the  dungeon  was  no  doubt  chased  awaf 
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by  the  same  "  bright  light**  that  shone 
around  Peter  in  his  prison;  and  angelic 
converse  cheered  the  hours,  while  tlic 
noble  beasts  were  crouching  around,  un- 
conscious whence  arose  tlie  calm,  under 
the  influence  of  which  their  ferocious  feel- 
ings were  so  lulled  that  a  lamb  might  have 
lain  down  among  them  in  safety.  The 
angel  had  doubtless  power  to  intimidate, 
and  forcibly  to  restrain  the  ravenous  beasts ; 
or  the  terribleness  of  his  aspect  might 
have  awed  them  into  trembling  submis- 
sion: but  it  is  more  consistent  with  the 
loving,  cpmpassionate  disposition  of  an 
angel,  when  dealing  with  those  who  are 
not  at  enmity  with  God,  to  use  gentleness, 
and  to  bring  peace. 

But  it  was  in  the  course  of  his  prophetic 
visions  that  Daniel  has  related  the  fulness 
of  angelic  communication  repeatedly  made 
to  him.  These  visions,  in  point  of  time, 
preceded  his  deliverance  from  the  lions; 
the  first  being  in  the  first  year  of  Belshaz- 
zar.  Here,  the  rise  of  the  little  horn,  the 
Papacy,  was  revealed ;  cmd  its  final  de- 
struction is  thus  awfully  described.  "I 
beheld  till  the  thrones  were  cast  down, 
and  the  Ancient  of  Days  did  sit,  whose 
garment  was  white  as  snow,  and  the  hair 
of  his  head  like  the  pure  wool :  his  throne 
was  like  the  fiery  flame,  and  his  wheels  as 
burning  fire.  A  fiery  stream  issued,  and 
came  fortli  from  before  him :  thousand 
thousands  ministered  unto  him,  and  ten 
thousand  times  ten  thousand  stood  before 
him :  the  judgment  was  set,  and  the  books 
were  opened.  I  beheld  then  because  of 
the  voice  of  the  great  words  which  the 
horn  spake ;  I  beheld  even  till  the  beast 
was  slain,  and  his  body  destroyed,  and 
given  to  the  burning  flame."  Dan.  vii. 
9 — 11.  Troubled  and  grieved  at  the  mys- 
teriousness  of  these  fearful  things,  the  pro- 
phet "  came  near  unto  one  of  them  that 
stood  by,  and  asked  him  the  truth  of  all 
this,"  (verse  16,)  and  he  received  an  in- 
terpretation, distinct  and  full,  setting  forth 
the  grand  outline  of  this  world's  history, 
until  the  glorious  termination,  when  '*  the 
kingdom  and  dominion,  and  the  greatness 
of  the  kingdom  under  the  whole  heaven, 
shall  be  given  to  the  people  of  tlie  sai  :ts 
of  the  Most  High ;  whose  kingdom  is  an 
everlasting  kingdom,  and  all  dominions 
shall  serve  and  obey  him."  Verse  27. 
Whether  the  mterpreter  in  this  instance  I 


was  the  same  who  aflerwards  became  his 
teacher,  Daniel  does  not  say;  but  when 
at  the  end  of  two  years  another  visioD  ap- 
peared, he  says,  "  It  came  to  pass  when  I, 
even  I  Daniel,  had  seen  the  vision,  and 
sought  for  the  meaning,  then,  behold  there 
stood  before  me  as  the  appearance  of  a 
man.  And  I  heard  a  man's  voice,  be- 
tween the  banks  of  Ulai.  which  called  and 
said,  Gabriel,  make  this  man  to  understand 
the  vision.  So  he  came  near  where  I 
stood ;  and  when  he  came,  I  was  afraid, 
and  fell  upon  my  face :  but  he  said  unto 
me.  Understand,  O  son  of  man ;  for  at  the 
end  of  the  time  shall  be  the  vision."  (viiL 
15 — 17.)  This  is  the  first  time  we  have 
mention  made  of  Gabriel,  the  honoured 
messenger  of  so  much  mercy  to  man ;  but 
indeed  the  latter  part  of  the  book  of  I^miel 
brings  us  more  in  contact  with  angels  than 
any  that  precede  it ;  enabling  us  to  form, 
as  it  were,  an  acquaintance  with  those 
whom  we  humbly  hope  to  associate  with 
through  eternity. 

Some  years  ader  this,  when  Darius  had 
been  made  king  over  Chaldea,  Daniel, 
computing  the  time  revealed  to  Jeremiah, 
found  tliat  the  restoration  of  his  people  to 
Jerusalem  could  not  be  far  distant,  and 
accordingly  set  himself  to  seek  by  prayer 
and  supplications,  with  fasting,  the  pro- 
mised mercy.  He  made  a  touching  con- 
fession of  sins,  personal  and  national; 
pleaded  the  cause  of  Grod's  afflicted  exiles, 
and  implored  the  removal  of  his  chasten- 
ing— the  renewal  of  his  former  love  to  Is- 
rael. The  prayer  is  one  that  we  cannot 
too  generally  adopt,  in  reference  to  the 
present  state  of  the  Jews,  and  the  sure 
word  of  prophecy  which  testifies  that  their 
second  restoration  is  now  drawing  nigh. 
Having  continued  in  this  beautiful  prayer 
for  some  time,  Ihe  prophet  says, — "  And 
while  I  was  speaking,  and  praying,  and 
confessing  my  sin  and  the  sin  of  my  peo- 
ple Israel,  and  presenting  my  supplications 
before  the  Lord  my  Grod  for  the  holy 
mountain  of  my  Gk)d ;  yea,  while  I  was 
speaking  in  prayer,  even  the  man  Gkibriel, 
whom  I  had  seen  in  the  vision  at  the  be- 
ginning, being  caused  to  fly  swiftly, 
touched  me  about  the  time  of  the  evening 
oblation.  And  he  informed  me,  and  talked 
with  me,  and  said,  O  Daniel,  I  am  now 
come  forth  to  give  thee  skill  and  under- 
standing." Dan.  ix.  20—22.    The  sequel 
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has  already  been  qooted :  and  the  revela- 
tion made  tc^aniel  is  so  conclusive  as  to  the 
time,  the  object,  and  the  consequences  of 
our  Lord's  first  coming,  that  the  Rabbini- 
cal teachers  to  this  day  withhold  that  part 
of  God's  word  from  their  people,  assured 
that  it  must  at  once  enlighten  them  on  a 
subject  where,  being  themselves  in  dark- 
ness, they  earnesdy  desire  to  keep  their 
brethren  shrouded  from  the  light  of  day. 
Three  years  aflerwards,  when  Daniel 
again  was  fasting  and  mourning  before 
the  Lord,  another  revelation  was  vouch- 
safed to  him,  more  full,  comprehensive, 
and  remarkable,  thaa  any  we  can  point 
out ;  for  it  embraces  a  period  commencing 
with  Daniel's  time,  and  stretching  out  to 
the  end  of  all  things.  The  vision  which 
he  saw  is  very  mysterious ;  one  of  the  de- 
scriptions so  closely  resembling  that  which 
John  gives  of  his  glorified  Lord,  that  we 
must  pause  to  apply  it  to  a  created  angel. 
"  Then  I  lifted  up  mine  eyes,  and  looked, 
and  behold  a  certain  man  clothed  in  linen, 
whose  loins  were  girded  with  fine  gold  of 
Uphaz :  his  body  also  was  like  the  beryl, 
and  his  face  as  the  appearance  of  light- 
ning, and  his  eyes  as  lamps  of  fire,  and  his 
arms  and  his  feet  like  in  colour  to  polished 
brass,  and  the  voice  of  his  words  like  the 
voice  of  a  multitude."  Dan.  x.  5,  6.  This 
vision  was  unseen  by  Daniel's  companions ; 
'^  but  a  great  quaking  fell  upon  them,  so 
that  they  fled  to  hide  themselves."  He 
was  lef\  alone,  and  fell  into  a  trance :  and 
in  this  state,  '^  Behold  a  hand  touched  me, 
which  set  me  upon  my  knees  and  the 
palms  of  my  hands.  And  he  said  unto  me, 
O  Daniel,  a  man  greatly  beloved,  under- 
stand the  words  which  I  speak  unto  thee, 
and  stand  upright :  for  unto  thee  am  I  now 
sent  And  when  he  had  spoken  this  word 
unto  me,  I  stood  trembling.  Dan.  x.  10, 
11.  It  appears  that  there  may  have  been 
a  change  of  persons  here :  we  are  not  told 
that  the  speaker  was  the  same  with  him 
whose  glorious  appearance  so  overpow- 
ered a  man  accustomed  to  awful  sights  of 
heavenly  splendour,  and  whose  presence, 
though  unseen,  was  so  felt  by  his  com- 
panions, as  to  send  them  trembling  to  a 
hiding-place.  This  last  circumstance  has 
no  parallel  in  any  record  of  the  kind ;  for 
in  all  other  cases  the  individuals  were  ter- 
rified only  by  what  they  saw  and  heard. 
We  would,  however,  be  reverently  cau- 


tious in  deciding  a  matter  infinitely  too 
high  for  any  child  of  man.  When  this  last 
speaker  had  spoken  farther,  and  told  him 
of  the  opposition  made  by  the  prince  of  the 
kingdom  of  Persia,  and  the  help  given  to 
him  by  Michael,  and  added  that  he  was 
about  to  tell  what  should  befall  the  Jew- 
ish people  in  the  latter  days,  Daniel  says, 
— "  And  when  he  had  spoken  such  words 
unto  me,  I  set  my  face  towards  the  ground, 
and  I  became  dumb.  And  behold,  one 
like  the  similitude  of  ihe  sons  of  men 
touched  my  lips ;  then  I  opened  my  mouth, 
and  spake,  and  said  unto  him  that  stood 
before  me,  O  my  Lord,  by  the  vision  my 
sorrows  are  turned  upon  me,  and  I  have 
retained  no  strength :  for  how  can  the  ser- 
vant of  this  my  Lord  talk  with  this  my 
Lord,  for  as  for  me,  straightway  there  re- 
maineth  no  strengtli  in  me,  neither  is  there 
breath  leA  in  me.  Then  there  came 
again  and  touched  me  one  like  the  appear- 
&mce  of  a  man,  and  he  strengthened  me, 
and  said,  O  man  greatly  beloved,  fear  not: 
peace  be  unto  thee;  be  strong,  yea  be 
strong."  Dan.  x.  15 — 19.  It  is  probable 
that  this  angel  was  Gabriel  who  had  used 
language  exactly  similar  on  a  former  oc- 
C€Lsion,  as  being  sent  to  instruct  him,  the 
man  *•  greatly  beloved."  He  proceeds  to 
relate  tlie  wonderful  things  that  it  pleased 
the  Lord  to  reveal  for  the  comfort  and  en- 
couragement no  less  than  for  the  instruc- 
tion of  his  church;  and  as  we  are  told, 
"  In  the  mouth  of  two  or  three  witnesses 
shall  everything  be  established."  Such 
confirmation  was  added  to  the  angel's  as- 
surance, "  Then  I  Daniel  looked,  and  be- 
hold, there  stood  other  two,  the  one  on 
this  side  the  bank  of  the  river,  &md  the 
other  on  that  side  of  the  bank  of  the  river. 
And  one  said  to  the  man  clothed  in  linen 
which  was  upon  the  waters  of  the  river, 
How  long  shall  it  be  to  the  end  of  these 
wonders?  And  I  heard  the  man  clothed 
in  linen,  which  was  upon  the  waters  of  the 
river,  when  he  held  up  his  right  liand  and 
his  left  hand  unto  heaven,  and  sware  by 
him  that  liveth  forever,  that  it  shall  be  (or 
a  time,  times,  and  a  half;  and  when  he 
shall  have  accomplished  to  scatter  the 
power  of  the  holy  people,  all  things  sliall 
be  finished.  And  I  heard,  but  I  under- 
stood not :  then  said  1,  O  my  Lord,  what 
shall  be  the  end  of  these  things  ?  And  he 
said.  Go  tliy  way,  Daniel ;  for  the  words 
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are  closed  up  and  sealed  till  the  time  of 
the  end."  Dan.  xiL  5 — 9. 

When  we  read  of  things  being  shown 
in  a  vision,  we  are  apt  to  regard  it  all  as 
the  imagery  of  a  dream ;  and  those  who 
find  it  difficult  to  realize  to  themselves  the 
actual  existence  of  spiritual  beings,  always 
apply  the  word  vision  as  opposed  to  what 
it  actually  imports:  they  interpret  it  to 
mean  not  something  seen,  but  something 
not  seen :  a  mental  phantasmagoria,  un- 
real, and  easily  produced  by  a  disordered 
■tate  of  tlie  bodily  functions,  affecting  the 
brain.  This,  of  course,  no  believer  can  for 
a  moment  venture  upon  connecting  with 
any  thing  declared  in  Scripture ;  but 
many  seem  to  think  that  what  the  in- 
■pired  writers  are  described  to  have  seen 
of  angelic  beings,  was  only  a  sort  of  alle- 
gorical representation ;  a  vehicle  for  con- 
veying to  their  minds  certain  impressions 
concerning  the  divine  will  and  purpose. 
So  far  from  agreeing  in  these  phantoroiz- 
ing  interpretations,  we  believe  Daniel  to 
have  truly  seen  with  his  bodily  eyes  the 
angels  of  God,  even  as  the  keepers  at  the 
sepulchre  and  the  disciples  saw  them  at 
the  Lord's  resurrection ;  and  as  we  shall 
■ee  them  when  he  comes  in  the  glory  of 
his  Father,  with  the  holy  angela  God 
can  speak  to  his  servants  without  any 
■ach  intermediate  agency,  as  we  find  in  a 
multitude  of  instances  throughout  the 
Scriptures ;  but  in  some  cases  he  has  seen 
fit  to  employ  one  or  more  of  the  heavenly 
host,  and  has  also  commanded  his  wit- 
nesses to  record  it  for  our  instruction. 
We  surely  owe  it  to  our  Divine  Teacher 
to  receive  with  thankful  humility  and  un- 
doubting  credence,  what  he  has  vouch- 
■afed  thus  to  reveal  to  us  of  the  interest 
taken  by  liis  angels  in  the  concerns  of 
men ;  and  to  believe  that  a  book,  not  one 
thing  contained  in  which  may  we  dare  to 
take  away  or  to  alter,  the  whole  being 
given  by  Uie  inspiration  of  God,  and  pro- 
fitable for  doctrine,  for  reproof,  for  correc- 
tion, for  instruction  in  righteousness,  that 
such  a  book  is  not  a  volume  of  riddles  and 
allegories ;  but  is  a  plain,  comprehensible 
declaration,  no  less  of  what  we  are  to  be- 
lieve than  of  what  we  are  to  do. 
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It  may  appear  strange  to  devote  a 
parate  section  to  this  subject,  seeing  that 
the  whole  is,  so  far,  essentially  Jewish: 
but  we  Uve  in  a  time  so  peculiar,  and  iht 
portion  of  the  Old  Testament  which  re- 
mains to  be  considered,  bears  so  directly 
upon  what  we  in  our  day  look  for,  while 
it  primarily  treated  of  a  former  and  very 
partial  work  of  mercy,  that  we  must  es- 
pecially point  it  out  Zechariah  was  co- 
temporary  with  Daniel  during  the  later 
years  of  that  great  prophet's  ministry; 
and  in  the  abundance  of  the  prophetic  re- 
velations made  to  him,  he  was  acarcely 
less  favoured:  but  his  visions  have  this 
distinguishing  mark,  that  they  refer  al- 
most exclusively  to  the  literal  restoration 
of  the  literal  Israel  to  the  land  which  God 
gave  unto  their  fathers,  and  to  their,  seed 
afler  them,  for  an  inheritance  to  the  end 
of  the  world. 

Daniel  sometimes  beheld  several  indi- 
viduals of  the  angelic  legions  uniting  their 
testimony  as  to  the  divine  authority  of 
what  was  declared  to  him ;  but  Zechariah 
saw  them  in  larger  numbers,  and  astir 
with  great  vivacity  in  the  work  of  prepa- 
ration for  the  return  of  his  people  from 
captivity.  It  is  a  glorious  spectacle  that 
this  sublime  book  opens  to  us,  and  may 
well  shame  our  cold-heartedness  in  a 
cause  so  dear  to  the  inhabitants  of  hea- 
ven. For  our  example,  no  doubt,  as 
equally  for  the  encouragement  of  Israel 
afler  the  flesh,  is  all  this  written  down; 
and  howsoever  we  may  delude  ourselves 
by  the  so-called  spiritualizing  of  these 
things,  if  not  to  the  exclusion  at  least  to 
the  national  extinguishment  of  the  Jews 
as  a  separate  people,  we  sliall  yet  find 
that  a  hterai  accomplitthment  will  be  given 
to  every  word  which  the  Lord  has  spoken 
of,  or  to,  the  natural  descendants  of  Jacob 
—yea,  that  one  jot  or  one  tittle  shall  in  no 
wise  pass  away,  until  all  be  fulfilled. 

We  camiot  fully  enter  upon  the  extra- 
ordinary instances  of  angelic  kindness, 
and  we  may  call  it  affectionate  freedom 
of  discourse,  displayed  in  the  book  of 
Zechariah.     He  begins  by  relating,  **I 
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■aw  by  night,  and  behold  a  man  riding 
upon  a  red  horse,  and  he  stood  among  the 
myrtle  trees  that  were  in  the  bottom ;  and 
behind  them  there  were  red  horses, 
speckled  and  white.  Then  said  I,  O  my 
Lord,  what  are  these?  And  the  angel 
that  talked  with  me  said  unto  me,  I  will 
show  thee  what  these  be.  And  the  man 
that  stood  among  the  mjrrtle  trees  an- 
swered and  said,  These  are  they  whom 
the  Lord  hath .  sent  to  walk  to  and  fro 
through  the  earth.  And  they  answered 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  that  stood  among 
the  myrtle  trees,  and*  said,  We  have 
walked  to  and  fro  through  the  earth,  and 
behold,  all  the  earth  sitteth  still,  and  is  at 
rest"  Zech.  i.  8 — 11.  It  has  been  de- 
cided by  expositors  in  general,  that  the 
man  who  stood  among  the  myrtle  trees 
was  the  Lord  Jesus;  and  this  decision 
seems  to  be  grounded  on  the  sequel: 
<<  Then  the  angel  of  the  Lord  answered 
and  said,  O  Lord  of  Hosts,  how  long  wilt 
thou  not  have  mercy  on  Jerusalem,  and 
on  the  cities  of  Judah,  against  which  thou 
hast  had  indignation  these  threescore  and 
ten  years  ?  And  the  Lord  answered  the 
angel  tliat  talked  with  me,  with  good 
words  and  comfortable  words."  (Verses 
12,  13.)  Christ  being  the  one  appointed 
Mediator  between  Grod  &md  Man,  it  is 
alike  vain  and  sinful  to  seek  the  interces- 
sion of  any  created  being;  but  are  we 
therefore  justified  in  denying  to  the  an- 
gels a  privilege  that  we  know  from  holy 
writ  the  spirits  of  the  redeemed  enjoy  ? 
John  heard  the  souls  of  them  that  were 
slain  for  the  testimony  of  Jesus,  asking 
how  long  it  would  be  ere  their  blood  was 
avenged  on  them  that  dwelt  upon  the 
earth ;  and  surely  an  angel  might  venture 
to  remind  the  Lord  that  the  time  spoken 
of  by  Jeremiah,  threescore  and  ten  years, 
was  now  come  to  an  end ;  and  to  ask  how 
long  it  should  be  ere  he  would  have  mercy 
on  Jerusalem,  and  on  the  cities  of  Judah, 
which  were  to  be  rebuilt  and  inhabited 
again.  In  the  first  year  of  Darius,  Daniel 
made  his  accepted  prayer,  grounded  on 
his  understanding  by  the  books  that  the 
number  of  the  years  revealed  to  Jere- 
miah was  almost  fulfilled:  and  in  the  sec- 
ond year  of  Darius,  Zechariah  hears  an 
angel  remarking  the  same  thing,  in  a  tone 
of  reverential  entreaty. 

Surely  those  holy,  zealous  servants  of 
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the  Lord  are  not  less  concerned  than  we 
are  for  the  glory  of  his  name,  and  confu- 
sion of  his  enemies  in  the  exact  perfor- 
mance of  all  his  gracious  promisea  The 
Lord  having  answered  the  angel  (hat 
talked  to  Zechariah  "with  good  words 
and  comfortable  words,"  the  purport  of 
that  answer  was  joyfully  proclaimed  by 
the  angel;  who  then  dictated  to  Zech- 
ariah what  he  was  to  declare  in  the  Lord's 
name,  of  his  merciful  purposes  to  Zion, 
and  his  sore  displeasure  "  with  the  hea- 
then that  are  at  ease."  The  angel  next 
showed  the  prophet  a  symbol  of  the  power 
of  the  Gentiles,  scattering  Judah,  Israel, 
and  Jerusalem;  and  of  the  destruction 
that  awaited  them  for  so  doing. 

It  is  very  beautiful  to  mark  the  bustle 
and  joyous  activity  among  the  heavenly 
hosts,  when  the  Lord's  purpose  of  imme- 
diate mercy  to  his  people  and  his  land 
was  made  known.  "  I  lifted  up  mine  eyes, 
and  looked,  and  behold  a  man  with  a  meas- 
uring line  in  his  hand.  Then  said  I,  whi- 
ther goest  thou  ?  And  he  said  unto  me. 
To  measure  Jerusalem,  to  see  what  is  the 
breadth  thereof,  and  what  is  the  length 
thereof.  And  behold,  the  angel  that  talked 
with  me  went  forth,  and  another  angel 
went  out  to  meet  him,  and  said  unto  him, 
Run,  speak  to  this  young  man,  saying, 
Jerusalem  shall  be  inhabited  as  towns 
without  walls,  for  the  multitude  of  men 
and  cattle  therein :  for  I,  saith  the  Lord 
will  be  unto  her  a  wall  of  fire  round  about, 
and  will  be  the  glory  in  the  midst  of  her." 
Zech.  iL  1 — 5.  A  splendid  strain  ensues, 
expressive  of  the  coming  revival,  and 
more  distant  triumph  of  Israel  in  Jeru- 
salem ;  after  which,  says  the  prophet, "  He 
showed  me  Joshua  the  high-priest  stand- 
ing before  the  angel  of  the  Lord,  and 
Satan  standing  at  his  right  hand  to  resist 
him.  And  the  Lord  said  unto  Satan,  The 
Lord  rebuke  thee,  O  Satan:  even  the 
Lord  that  hath  chosen  Jerusalem,  rebuke 
thee:  is  not  this  a  brand  plucked  out  of 
the  fire  ?  Now  Joshua  was  clothed  with 
filthy  garments,  and  stood  before  the  an- 
gel." Zech.  iii.  1—3.  Whoever  is  meant 
by  this  angel  before  whom  Joshua  stood, 
one  thing  is  certain;  we  have  here  the 
great  adversary  himself  in  person  resist- 
ing the  re-establishment  of  Israel  as  a  na- 
tion, and  the  Lord  silencing  his  malignant 
opposition,  and  repeating  the  blessed  as- 
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surance,  that  the  brand  which  he  desired 
to  consume  was,  indeed,  by  the  Almighty 
arm,  plucked  from  the  burning.  Joshua 
was  then  re-clad,  and  a  mitre  placed  on 
his  head,  "And  the  angel  ot  the  Lord 
stood  by :  and  the  angel  of  the  Lord  pro- 
tested unto  Joshua,  saying,  Thus  saith 
the  Lord  of  Hosts ;  if  thou  wilt  walk  in 
my  ways,"  &c.  The  prophet  appears  to 
have  been  lost  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
things  then  promised  to  his  beloved  peo- 
ple, but  he  was  recalled  to  witness  farther 
wonders:  "The  angel  that  talked  with 
me  came  again  and  waked  me,  as  a  man 
that  is  wakened  out  of  his  sleep,  and  said 
unto  me.  What  seest  thou  ?"  (iv.  1.)  He 
sees  some  typical  objects:  and  with  the 
respectful  freedom  that  the  condescension 
of  his  guide  was  well  calculated  to  en- 
courage, he  asked,  "  What  are  these,  my 
Lord  ?  Then  tlie  angel  that  talked  witli 
me  answered  mid  said  unto  me,  Knowest 
thou  not  what  these  be  ?  And  I  said,  No, 
my  Lord ;"  (verses  4,  5.)  The  same  form 
of  interrogation,  and  an  explanatory  reply 
from  the  angel,  occurs  again  five  times  j 
exhibiting  most  beautifully  the  indulgent 
temper  of  the  holy  angel,  who  continually 
invites  inquiry,  and  evidently  takes  a  high 
pleasure  in  making  everything  known  to 
the  prophet  The  very  expression  used 
by  our  angel  to  another,  "Run,  speak  to 
this  young  man,"  when  the  word  to  be 
spoken  was  an  assurance  of  the  coming 
restoration,  abundance,  and  security  of 
Jerusalem,  indicates  a  feeling  perfectly 
similar  to  that  with  which  we  would  all 
hasten  to  communicate  to  a  beloved  friend 
any  tidings  of  especial  gladness  and  ad- 
vantage. It  gives  rise  to  reflections,  that 
ought  at  once  to  awaken  our  gratitude, 
and  doubly  to  increase  our  zeal ;  for 
surely  we  cannot  make  light  of  such  in- 
dications of  sympathy  on  the  part  of 
creatures  who  have  far  less  cause  than 
we  to  rejoice  in  the  Lord's  returning  love 
to  his  ancient,  chosen  people.  The  angels 
who,  at  different  periods  of  his  wonderful 
history,  communed  with  Abraham,  and 
made  known  to  him,  on  some  occasions, 
the  will  of  the  Lord,  which  at  other  times 
he  knew  by  direct  inspiration — those  very 
angels,  with  all  the  perfection  of  memory 
belonging  to  their  high  natures  and  facul- 
ties, never  impaired  by  sin,  are  watching 
the  fulfilment  of  every  tittle  of  what  was 


then  foreshown.  He  who,  by  the  thresh- 
ing-floor of  Oman  the  Jebusite,  pointed 
his  drawn  sword  over  Jerusalem,  and 
gladly  sheathed  it  at  the  command  of  her 
forgiving  Lord,  still  looks  upon  her  deso- 
lations, and  yearns  over  the  royal  city  of 
David,  trodden  under  foot  of  the  Gentiles ; 
while  a  sword,  more  destructive  than  that 
which  he  wielded  in  the  three  days'  pesti- 
lence, is  upon  her  children  from  genera- 
tion to  generation,  consuming  not  merely 
the  life  of  the  body,  but  extinguishing  also 
that  of  the  soul.  Gabriel,  who  6o  mi- 
nutely set  forth  to  Daniel  the  dates  of 
things  which  were  to  come,  is  watching 
for  the  time  when  Michael,  the  great 
prince  that  standeth  for  the  Jewish  people, 
shall  ^  stand  up,"  and  bring  the  afflictions 
to  an  issue.  He  who  reminded  the  Lord 
that  his  indignation  against  Jerusalem 
and  the  cities  of  Judah,  had  already 
burned  on  to  the  predicted  threescore  and 
ten  years,  is  waiting  now  to  see  the  days 
fulfilled,  when  a  far  longer  and  fiercer 
visitation  of  the  divine  displeasure  shall 
have  an  end,  and  one  angelic  messenger 
may  hasten  another  to  run  with  the  glad 
tidings  of  pardon,  of  jealousy  for  Jeru- 
salem, of  sore  displeasure  against  the 
heathen  who  are  at  ease,  and  of  the  final 
fraying  of  every  horn  of  pride  that  has 
contributed  to  scatter  Judah  and  Israel. 
We  naturally  take  a  livelier  interest  in 
events  of  which  we  have  ourselves  seen 
the  commencement,  and  fully  expect  to 
see  the  termination,  than  in  those  which 
began  before  our  days,  and  are  not  likely 
to  come  to  an  end  till  we  Eu-e  gone.  Thus 
it  is  that  we  may  in  some  measure  com- 
prehend the  feeling  of  earnest  expectation 
with  which  the  holy  angels  must  regard 
the  winding  up  of  this  world's  history, 
the  creation  whereof,  in  its  bright,  un- 
clouded morning,  called  forth  their  songs 
and  shouts  of  joy.  Every  word  of  God 
to  man  was  spoken  in  the  presence  of 
spirits  both  good  and  bad ;  and  while  the 
devils,  who  themselves  are  constrained  to 
believe,  and  tremble,  would  fain  retard  the 
accomplishment  of  the  Lord's  merciful 
purposes,  by  stirring  up  the  vile  principle 
of  unbelief,  rebellion,  and  ingratitude  in 
man's  heart,  the  angels,  though  they  can 
have  no  sympathy  with  unholy,  unthankful, 
disobedient  men,  yet  mourn  over  the  de- 
linquency that  originated  in  the  success- 
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ibl  wiles  of  a  powerful  and  subtle  foe,  and 
long  for  the  time  when  their  King  shall 
take  to  himself  his  great  power,  and  reign 
triumphant  over  the  earth,  according  to 
the  sure  promises,  which  they  have  oQen 
been  commissioned  to  repeat  and  reiterate 
in  his  name.  Regarding  with  holy  indig- 
nation the  work  of  malignant  sin,  as 
wrought  by  their  apostate  fellows  in  a 
creature  once  so  fair  and  so  good,  they 
rejoice  in  the  presence  of  God  over  even 
one  repenting  sinner,  and  celebrate  each 
individual  triumph  of  divine  grace,  as  an 
earnest  of  what  is  ultimately  to  be  accom- 
plished throughout  the  whole  earth.  The 
glory  of  the  Lord  is  intimately  concerned 
in  the  exact  fulfilment  of  every  word  that 
he  has  spoken ;  and  no  marvel  if  ^  the  an- 
gels desire  to  look  into"  the  gradual  de- 
velopment of  that  mighty  plan  which  is 
known  to  none  but  Qod  alone,  except  as 
far  as  he  has  foreshown  it  in  prophetic 
revelations,  and  gradually  brings  it  to 
pass  in  the  sight  of  angels,  of  devils,  and 
of  men. 

All  this  we  know  from  the  sure  word 
of  God ;  and  can  we  doubt  of  their  in- 
tense interest  in  that  particular  family 
which  for  a  long  period  of  time  constituted 
their  only  care  ?  We  say  their  only  care 
as  regards  this  earth;  for  throughout 
the  Gentile  world  the  system  of  devil- 
worship  prevailed,  all  being  sunk  in  idol- 
atry; and  it  is  moraUy  impossible  that 
with  such  the  angels  of  God  could  have 
any  fellowship,  or  behold  without  horror 
those  detestable  perversions  of  human  in- 
tellect, those  bold  strivings  against  the  in- 
ward law  of  man's  conscience,  that  re- 
fused to  acknowledge  the  glorious  Crea- 
tor in  his  visible  works ;  and,  turning  his 
trutli  into  a  lie,  gave  that  honour  to  stocks 
and  stones,  to  beasts,  reptiles,  and  their 
own  vilest  passions,  embodied  and  deified, 
which  was  due  alone  to  him  who  gave 
them  rain  and  sunshine,  and  fruitful  sea- 
sons, filling  their  hearts  with  food  and 
gladness.  The  only  work  that  we  can 
suppose  the  angels  to  have  been  engaged 
in  among  the  heathen  nations  is  that 
which  we  believe  they  are  continually 
performing  throughout  the  whole  world — 
the  bearing  away  Crom  earth  those  rescued 
souls  whose  clay  tenements  are  dissolved 
in  infancy;  and  who,  not  having  sinned 
afler  the  similitude  of  Adam's  transgres- 


sion— that  is  to  say,  knowingly  and  wil- 
fully, are  yet  laid  under  the  sentence  of 
bodily  death — while  the  all-atoning  blood 
of  the  Lamb  is  applied  to  them,  cancelling 
the  original  debt,  and  they  are  eternally 
saved.  This  we  firmly  believe  to  be  the 
case  with  every  human  being  who  dies  in 
infancy;  not  that  their  quitting  the  body- 
before  they  have  wilfully  sinned  gives 
them  any  title  to  heaven ;  but  that  God, 
who  will  surround  his  throne  with  a  great 
multitude  whom  no  man  can  number,  out 
of  every  kindred,  and  people,  nation,  and 
tongue,  sets  the  seal  of  his  electing  love 
on  a  certain  number,  and  takes  them 
away ;  such  early  departure  not  being  the  ' 
cause  but  the  effect  of  their  salvation. 
Over  these,  we  may  well  believe  the  an- 
gels have  an  especial  charge,  tenderly 
watching  them  during  their  transitory 
sojourn  in  the  flesh,  perhaps  communing 
with  their  spirits,  which  though  yet  unable 
to  act  by  the  bodily  functions,  may  be  free 
to  hold  high  and  glorious  intercourse  with 
the  unseen  world — to  us  unseen — and 
then  rejoicingly  taking  charge  of  their  li- 
berated souls,  as  our  Lord  informs  us  they 
did  that  of  Lazarus,  who  "  died,  and  was 
carried  by  the  angels  into  Abraham's  bo- 
som."   Luke  xvi. 

But  with  this  exception,  we  repeat,  one 
family  of  the  human  race  monopolized  the 
favouring  care  of  the  heavenly  hosts  du- 
ring many  successive  generations.  The 
angels  cannot  move  a  step,  save  as  com- 
missioned by  their  King ;  and  he  says  to 
the  people  of  Israel,  "  You  only  have  I 
known  of  all  the  families  of  the  earth." 
Amos  iii.  2.  They  alone  were  the  recog- 
nisecl  objects  of  his  love ;  to  them  only 
were  committed  the  revelation  of  his  will ; 
they  were  chosen,  called,  preserved,  led, 
and  by  a  succession  of  miraculous  mer- 
cies, forgiven  their  trangressions,  because 
of  them,  as  concerning  the  flesh,  Christ 
was  to  come ;  and  because  to  them  the 
gifl  and  calling  of  God  which  are  without 
repentence,  insured  a  pre-eminence  of  na- 
tional privilege  forever. 

And  what  a  pre-eminence  of  privilege 
do  they  now,  through  the  long  period  of 
the  Grentile  dispensation  and  their  own 
dreadful  depression,  enjoy?  Gigantic 
empires  have  arisen,  and  towered  on  high, 
and  crumbled  into  dust:  Babylon,  the 
queen  and  the  hammer  of  the  whole  earth, 
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is  broken,  and  become  heaps  of  burnt  rub- 
bish, and  pools  of  stagnant  mud.  Of 
JNineveh  no  trace  remains,  by  which  to 
identify  its  very  site ;  Greece,  Persia,  sur- 
vive in  name,  but  whai  now  are  the  men 
whose  fatliers  ruled  the  world  1  Rome 
indeed  continues,  and  rules,  but  how  ?  the 
battle  axe  and  weapons  of  war  have  been 
superseded  by  the  monk's  cowl  and  the 
harlot's  cupj  and  she  is  reserved  to  light 
up  with  the  blaze  of  her  burning  the  scene 
of  Israel's  predicted  jubilee.  In  the  midst 
of  all  these  changes,  the  Jew  abides  the 
same ;  in  every  particular  the  same  as 
when  God  led* him  out  of  Egypt,  with  one 
creed,  one  language,  one  liturgy,  one  sor- 
row, and  one  hope,  he  lb  found  in  every 
corner  of  the  globe,  a  severed  fragment  of 
that  exquisite  design  which  the  Lord  shall 
again  arrange  as  of  old,  to  be  the  beauty 
and  the  glory  of  earth.  Other  people 
have  changed  their  gods,  which  be  no 
gods,  and  assimilaied  themselves  to  the 
abominations  of  neighbouring  or  invading 
unbelievers ;  and  even  Christianity,  apart 
fr>m  tlie  Papal  apostacy  which  wholly  un- 
christianizes  itself,  has  separated  into  so 
many  varying  sects  and  denominations, 
that,  to  a  superficial  or  ignorant  observer, 
it  appears  to  consist  of  a  multitude  of  reU- 
giuns,  each  contradicting  the  rest ;  but  in 
the  midst  of  this  stands  Judaism,  a  blighted, 
but  still  a  stately  tree,  unaltered  in  form 
and  undiminished  in  size  by  the  visitation 
that  has  bound  up  its  sap,  and  shrivelled 
the  once  verdant  leaf  into  dryness  and 
corruption.  Upon  this  noble  ruin  is  fixed 
the  eyes  of  the  angelic  squadron,  the  Ma- 
ranaim  who  once  met  Jacob  on  hia  mys- 
terious way ;  who  surrounded  the  march 
of  his  descendants  when  traversing  the 
depths  of  the  sea,  and  the  pailis  of  the  wil- 
derness that  so  long  shut  them  in ;  who 
heralded  the  presence  o^  the  Most  High, 
when  in  clouds  and  darkness,  with  mighty 
thunderings  and  bursting  flames  of  fire  he 
descended  on  Sinai  to  commune  with  a 
man  of.  that  unspeakably,  favoured  and 
privileged  race,  and  to  estabUsh  a  cove- 
nant with  the  whole  people  of  Israel. 
Those  angels  well  knew  that  the  covenant 
is  as  immutable  as  the  ordinances  of  day 
and  night ;  and  that  though  their  offences 
be  visited  with  the  rod,  and  their  iniqui- 
ties with  scourges,  yet  the  Lord  will  not 
utterly  withdraw  his  loving  kindness,  nor 


suffer  his  truth  to  fail.  Blighted  and  dis- 
honoured as  the  leafless  ftree  may  appear 
in  the  sight  of  man,  they  know  that  the 
Lord  hath  said  it  shall  again  strike  root 
downward  and  bear  fruit  upward;  and 
that  the  glory  of  the  coming  deliverance 
and  final  honour  shall  so  exceed  whatever 
the  people  of  Israel  have  aforetime  en- 
joyed, as  to  cause  even  the  stupendous  mi- 
racles of  their  wonderful  beginning  to  be 
comparatively  forgotten.  "Behold  the 
days  come,  saith  the  Lord,  that  they  shall 
no  more  say,  the  Lord  Uveth,  which 
brought  up  the  children  of  Israel  out  of 
the  land  of  Egypt;  but,  The  Lord  liveth, 
which  brought  up  and  which  led  the  seed 
of  the  house  of  Israel  out  of  the  north 
country,  and  from  all  countries  whither  I 
had  driven  them,  and  they  shall  dwell  in 
their  own  land.'*  Jer.  xxiii.  7,  8.  These 
declarations  are  disbelieved  or  explained 
away  by  men,  and  the  hope  of  poor  Israel 
is  esteemed  a  vain  thing,  while  yet  walk- 
ing in  darkness  and  having  no  spiritual 
light,  he  stays  himself  upon  this  word  of 
tlie  God  of  his  fathers ;  but  the  angels, 
well  knowing  that  word  is  not  yea  and 
nay,  look  forward  with  earnest  expecta- 
tion to  the  triumphant  proof  of  his  faith- 
fulness with  whom  is  no  variableness 
neither  shadow  of  turning. 

We  have  no  reason  to  suppose  that  the 
angels  knew  beforehand  how  our  Lord 
would  be  rejected  of  his  own  when  he 
came  into  the  midst  of  them.  Many 
among  the  Jews,  like  Hannah  and  Simeon, 
were  waiting  for  the  consolation  of  Israel : 
and  when  the  aged  believer  held,  tlie 
child  Jesus  in  his  arms,  and  proclaimed 
him  a  light  to  lighten  tlie  Gentiles,  and  to 
be  the  glory  of  his  people  Israel,  it  is  pro- 
bable that  like  the  disciples  afler  our 
Lord's  resurrection,  and  even  after  he  had 
opened  their  understanding  to  understand 
tlie  Scriptures,  he  expected  the  kingdom 
to  be  at  that  time  restored  to  tlieir  nation. 
Such  would  be  the  impression  on  the 
minds  of  the  angels,  so  far  as  we  can 
judge  J  and  the  joy  with  which  tlie  mes- 
sages were  borne  successively  of  the  ap- 
proach of  his  forerunner,  of  his  own  con- 
ception, and  of  his  birth,  was  undoubtedly 
a  joy  in  which  the  chosen  people  of  God, 
the  Jews,  were  a  very  principal  object 
When  Gabriel  appeared  to  Zecharias  in 
the  temple,  and  announced  the  honour 
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about  to  be  put  on  the  house  of  the  aged 
priest,  he  said  of  the  promised  child, "  And 
many  of  the  children  of  Israel  shall  he 
turn  to  the  Lord  their  God."  Luke  i.  16. 
It  was  in  the  Jewish  temple,  in  the  midst 
of  the  Aaronic  rites,  and  standing  beside 
the  altar  of  incense,  that  this  bright  angel 
was  revealed  to  the  officiating  priest ;  and 
surely  the  heart  of  GabrieUmust  have 
glowed  with  holy  joy,  while  remembering 
the  promise  that  the  glory  of  that  latter 
house  should  exceed  the  glory  of  the  for- 
mer, immeasurably  as  it  came  short  of  it 
in  external  and  internal  magnificence; 
and  a  measure  of  resentful  displeasure 
might  well  mingle  itself  with  his  gladness, 
when  the  chilling  doubt  of  Zecharias  was 
opposed  to  his  declaration.  The  lan- 
guage of  his  reply  is  exceedingly  lofty ;  "  1 
am  Gabriel,  that  stand  in  the  presence  of 
God ;  and  am  sent  to  speak  to  thee,  and  to 
show  thee  these  glad  tidings."  Luke  i.  19. 
He  could  not  but  remember  Dsuiiers 
simple  faith  and  holy  joy,  when  welcom- 
ing his  more  dim  and  distant  communica- 
tion of  things  that  should  come  to  pass 
long  after  the  prophet's  departure.  Da- 
niePs  language  was  not,  "  Whereby  shall 
I  know  tliis  ?"  but,  "  O  my  lord,  how  long 
shall  it  be  to  the  end  of  these  wonders  ?" 
The  angel  proceeds  to  inflict  the  gentle 
but  necessary  chastisement  provoked  by 
the  old  Israelite's  want  of  faith.  "And 
behold,  thou  shalt  be  dumb,  and  not  be 
able  to  speak,  until  the  day  that  these 
things  shall  be  performed,  because  thou 
belie  vest  not  my  words,  which  shall  be 
fulfilled  in  their  season."  Luke  i.  20. 
Here  he  seems  abruptly  to  have  departed. 
Six  months  after,  the  same  zealous 
angel  was  despatched  on  a  mission  for 
which  the  heart  of  each  one  who  reads 
these  pages,  whetlier  Jew  or  Gentile, 
ought  to  send  up  a  song  of  thanksgiving 
to  the  Lord.  It  strictly  belongs  to  this 
branch  of  our  subject,  since  it  was  most 
peculiarly  and  exclusively  a  Jewish  event, 
so  far.  He  in  whom  all  the  families  of 
the  earth  were  to  be  blessed,  was  emphat- 
ically the  seed  of  Abraham ;  and  we  shall 
see  how' peculiarly  this  was  marked  in  the 
language  of  Gabriel.  He  "  was  sent  from 
God  unto  a  city  of  Galilee,  named  Naza- 
reth, to  a  virgin  espoused  to  a  man  whose 
name  was  Joseph,  of  ihe  house  of  David : 
and  the  virgin's  name  was  Msury.    And 


the  angel  came  in  unto  her,  and  said, 
Hail,  thou  that  art  highly  favoured,  the 
Lord  is  with  thee :  blessed  art  thou  among 
women."  This  glowing  and  beautiful 
salutation,  so  expressive  of  delight  in  the 
honour  to  be  put  upon  the  simple  maiden 
of  Israel,  and  in  the  stupendous  mercy 
about  to  be  shown  to  man,  has  been  per- 
verted into  an  atrocious  piece  of  blasphe- 
mous idolary  by  the  apostate  Church  of 
Rome,  which  like  Satan  himself,  chooses 
the  holiest  things  to  pollute,  and  to  make 
occasions  of  sin.  Gabriel,  seeing  her 
troubled  and  perplexed  at  such  an  address 
from  so  glorious  a  personage,  proceeded 
to  encourage  her ;  and  telling  her  of  the 
Son  whom  she  was  chosen  to  bear,  he 
said,  "He  shall  be  great,  and  shall  bo 
called  the  Son  of  the  Highest :  and  the 
Lord  God  shall  give  unto  him  the  throne 
of  his  father  David  :  and  he  shedl  reign 
over  the  house  of  Jacob  for  ever."  Luke  i. 
32,33. 

Now  it  is  certainly  very  difficult,  with 
any  respect  for  scriptural  example,  or  any 
regard  to  the  inspired  phraseology,  to 
take  tliat  expression,  "  the  house  of  Ja- 
cob," otherwise  than  as  literally  signifying 
the  actual  descendants  of  that  patriarch. 
Believers  of  every  nation  Eu-e  the  children 
of  Abraham  by  faith :  they  are  spiritually 
called  Israel  in  some  passages :  and  Jeru- 
salem which  is  above  is  the  mother  oQ  us 
all;  but  "the  house  of  Jacob"  is  as  defi- 
nite in  its  meaning  as  is  "  the  house  and 
lineage  of  David ;"  and  we  have  just  as 
much  right  to  make  a  figure  of  the  latter 
as  of  the  former. 

Our  Lord's  personal  ministry  also  was 
so  far  exclusively  among  the  Jews,  that 
when  the  Syro-Phenician  woman  besought 
him  to  heal  her  daughter,  he  answered,  1 
am  not  sent  but  to  the  lost  sheep  of  the 
house  of  Israel :  nay,  he  so  far  established 
the  exclusiveness  of  the  Jewish  son-ship, 
up  to  that  time,  as  to  add,  "  It  is  not  meet 
to  take  the  children's  bread  and  cast  it  to 
dogs."  Moreover,  if  those  were  Gentiles 
who  came  from  the  East  to  seek  the  new 
bom  King  of  the  Jews,  the  revelation  of 
his  birth  being  made  to  them  not  by  an- 
gelic messengers,  but  by  the  appearance 
of  a  star  in  the  visible  heavens,  and  that 
when  they  were  to  be  warned  not  to  return 
to  Herod,  it  was  by  an  intimation  from 
Qod  in  a  dream,  confirms  tlie  fact,  that  so 
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fkr  the  family  of  Israel  after  the  flesh  was 
that  branch  of  mankind  on  which  the  an- 
gels of  God  fixed  their  regards,  and  to 
whom  they  ministered,  and  concerning 
whom  they  anticipated  most  glorious 
things.  When  Joseph  was  minded  to  put 
away  Mary,  an  angel  satisfied  him  that 
she  had  in  no  way  deserved  the  suspicion 
that  he  naturally  harboured  concerning 
her ;  and  this  angel  addressed  him,  '*  Jo- 
seph, thou  son  of  David,"  with  an  obvious 
allusion  to  the  promise  so  fondly  cherished 
by  every  believing  Jew.  Accordingly  to 
this  head  belongs  in  part  the  subject  of 
the  next  section,  and  however  disposed 
the  wild  grafl  may  be  to  boast  itself 
against  the  natural  branches,  we  may  rest 
assured  that  there  is  no  event  in  man's  his- 
tory so  intensely  watched  and  anxiously 
waited  for  by  the  holy  angels  as  that  of 
the  literal  Israel,  no  longer  abiding  in  im- 
belief,  being  once  more  grafled  into  their 
own  olive  tree,  to  blossom  and  bud,  and  fill 
the  face  of  the  worid  with  fruit 


SECTION  VII. 

CHRIST  SEEN   OF  ANGELS. 

One  part  of  "  the  mystery  of  godliness" 
consists  in  "God  manifest  in  the  flesh" 
being  "  seen  of  angels."  1  Tim.  iii.  16. 
The  Aposde  Paul,  who  declares  this, 
elsewhere  speaks  of  himself  and  his  breth- 
ren as  being  "  made  a  spectacle  unto  the 
world,  and  to  angels,  and  to  men."  1  Cor. 
iv.  9.  But  in  order  to  acquire  some  little 
understanding  of  that  amazing  scene 
which  opened  upon  the  eyes  of  the  holy 
angels,  when  "the  Word  became  flesh 
and'  dwelt  among  us,"  we  must  revert 
again  to  the  magnificent  vision  of  Isaiah, 
who  saw  the  Lord  high  and  lifled  up,  and 
his  train  filling  the  temple ;  the  winged 
seraphim  standing  before  him,  covering 
their  faces  with  their  wings,  and  crying 
one  to  another,  as  though  too  deeply 
struck  to  address  the  mighty  One  himself, 
"  Holy,  holy,  holy  is  the  Lord  of  Hosts." 
We  must  remember  the  prophet's  excla- 
mation of  dismay  and  despair,  for  that  he, 
a  man  of  unclean  lipe,  had  seen  the  Lord ; 


and  the  process  by  which  one  of  the  sera- 
phim  was  commissioned  to  remove  his 
fear  of  present  destruction.  Then  turning 
to  tlie  twelflh  chapter  of  St.  John's  gospel, 
we  find  it  written  concerning  Jesus  of  Na- 
zereth,  "  These  words  spake  Isaiah  when 

HE   SAW   HIS  GLORT,  AND  WROTE  OF  HIM." 

He,  therefore,  who  was  thus  seen  of  an- 
gels, manifest  in  the  flesh,  being  formed  in 
fashion  as  a  man,  making  himself  of  no 
reputation,  taking  upon  him  the  form  of  a 
servant,  and  humbling  himself  even  to  the 
death  of  the  cross.  He  was  the  King,  the 
Lord  of  Hosts,  to  whom  the  seraphim 
could  not  lift  their  faces,  and  of  whose  glo- 
rious holiness  they  spoke  one  to  another 
in  tones  of  solemn  awe.  Great  indeed 
must  be  the  love  of  those  celestial  crea- 
tures to  our  fallen  race,  when  they  could 
even  rejoice  in  triumphant  songs,  because, 
for  our  sakes,  that  terribly  glorious  King 
of  Heaven  had  become  a  "  babe  wrapped 
in  swaddling  clothes,  and  ]3ring  in  a  man- 
ger." Oh,  that  we  could,  in  any  degree,' 
realize  what  was  then  seen  of  angels,  that 
our  cold  hearts  might  glow  with  a  portion 
of  gratitude  and  love  to  Him!  The 
greatest  wonder  in  redemption  is  the  fro- 
zen indifierence  with  which  man  contem- 
plates his  Redeemer's  work.  Even  the 
best  of  men  in  his  best  moments  must  be 
a  spectacle  to  angels  through  his  luke- 
warm composure,  and  the  feebleness  of 
his  efforts  to  make  known  to  his  fellow- 
sinners  what  the  angels,  whf  themselves 
gained  nothing  by  it,  rushed  in  troops  to 
communicate,  and  celebrated  with  songs 
of  enraptured  praise. 

They  had  seen  the  Lord's  Christ,  as  a 
mortal  infant,  his  birth-place  a  stable,  and 
his  companions  the  beasts  of  the  stalL 
Under  the  divine  direction,  they  then  pro- 
ceeded to  make  known  to  some  of  the 
Lord's  people  the  miracle  of  divine  love. 
It  is  certainly  the  most  exquisite  picture  in 
the  whole  Bible,  if  we  can  divest  our  minds 
of  the  absurdly  childish  idea  which  our 
prejudices  have  probably  associated  with 
the  appearance  of  an  angel,  and  portray 
to  ourselves  the  majesty,  no  less  than  the 
beauty  in  which  those  splendid  creatures 
are  arrayed,  when  not  walking  the  earth 
in  the  form  and  the  garb  of  men. 

There  were  "  Shepherds  abiding  in  the 
field,  keeping  watch  over  their  flocks  by 
night :  and  lo,  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came 
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upon  them,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord 
shone  round  about  them,  and  they  were 
sore  afraid."  This  angelic  herald,  who 
came  to  proclaim  his  King  and  theirs, 
seems  to  have  worn,  as  it  were,  his  robe 
of  state  for  the  occasion.  He  "  came  upon 
them,"  probably  standing  between  earth 
and  heaven,  as  the  mighty  angel  whom 
David  saw,  but  not  armed  with  a  destroy- 
ing sword  ;  and  the  brightness  that  shone 
in  his  countenance,  a  glory  derived  like 
that  of  Moses'  face,  from  contemplating 
the  presence  of  God,  shed  a  broad  light  on 
the  group  of  astonished  shepherds,  who 
beheld  in  a  moment  the  darkness  of  night 
tumfljd  into  the  blaze  of  day ;  and  were 
terrified  at  the  spectacle  of  so  august  a 
being.  "  And  the  angel  said  unto  them, 
Fear  not;  for  behold  I  bring  you  good 
tidings  of  great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all 
people.  For  unto  you  (Israelites)  is  bom 
this  day,  in  the  city  of  David,  a  Saviour, 
which  is  Christ  the  Lord.  And  this  shall 
be  a  sign  unto  you,  Ye  shall  find  the  babe 
wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes,  lying  in  a 
manger."  How  grand  is  the  sequel! 
<^  And  suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel 
a  multitude  of  the  heavenly  host,  praising 
God,  and  saying,  Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest,  and  on  earth,  peace,  good  will 
toward  men  !"  It  would  seem  as  though 
the  very  wonder,  not  to  say  consternation, 
occasioned  by  seeing  the  Lord  of  heaven 
and  earth  so  abased  as  they  described 
him  to  be,  were  lost  in  the  joyful  assu- 
rance, that  since  he,  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
was  come  down  to  dwell  on  earth,  peace 
must  ensue  in  all  her  borders;  and  that 
such  a  token  of  good  will  to  men  was  the 
sure  earnest  of  defeat  and  destruction  to 
the  evil  spirits  who  had  so  long  borne  rule 
over  her  population.  The  seed  of  the 
woman  had  appeared ;  the  serpent^s  head 
would  therefore  now  be  effectually  bruised ; 
and  since  we  may  well  believe  it  utterly 
impossible  that  angelic  natures  should 
conceive  the  extent  to  which  man's  hard- 
ened depravity  could  be  driven  by  Satan, 
even  to  the  crucifying  of  the  Lord  of  glory, 
their  benevolent  joy  knew  no  drawback ; 
and  with  a  sudden  burst  revealmg  them- 
selves, as  they  were  permitted  to  do,  to 
those  favoured  Jews,  they  filled  the  visible 
space  with  their  glorious  forms,  and  poured 
forth  the  divine  harmony  of  their  combined 
voices,  until  ascending  in  the  view  of  the 


shepherds,  they  went  away  from  them 
into  heaven.  Upon  this  scene  the  mind 
of  infancy  always  seems  to  fasten  with  a 
peculiar  feeling  of  its  tender  beauty ;  and 
**  the  child  Jesus,"  the  **  babe  wrapped  in 
swaddling  clothes,  lying  in  a  manger," 
oflen  becomes  the  hope  of  a  heart  too 
young  to  comprehend  the  nature  of  its 
faith — a  saving  faiih,  we  may  not  dare  to 
doubt — in  many  cases  where  the  wilful 
sin  of  childhood  requires  that  such  a  hold 
should  be  taken  of  the  atoning  Saviour : 
and  when  the  neglect  of  those  whose  gen- 
eral custom  it  is  to  defer  the  work  of  in- 
structing a  soul  in  the  knowledge  of  Grod, 
until  long  afler  Satan  has  set  his  infernal 
imps  to  familiarize  it  with  evil,  would  have 
the  little  one  to  perish,  but  for  such  merci- 
ful provision  on  the  part  of  the  Most  High 
for  those  whom  he  purposes  to  remove  by 
an  early  death,  but  not  before  they  have 
sinned  afler  the  similitude  of  Adam's  trans- 
gression. 

The  next  appearance  of  an  angelic 
watcher  over  the  incarnate  Lord,  was  in  a 
dream  to  Joseph,  warning  him.  "  Arise, 
and  take  the  young  child  and  his  mother, 
and  flee  into  Egypt,  and  be  thou  there 
until  I  bring  thee  word;  for  Herod  will 
seek  the  young  child  to  destroy  him." 
Matt  ii.  13.  "  Until  I  bring  thee  word," 
— how  zealously  affected  were  these  heav- 
enly creatures  in  the  good  work  it  was 
their  privilege  to  labour  in  !  This  angel 
was  apprized  of  the  bloody  purpose  of  the 
tyran^  and  knew  that  he  should  be  per- 
mitted to  watch  the  progress  of  his  impi- 
ous conspiracy  against  the  new-bom  King, 
and  to  convey  to  the  believing  guardian 
of  that  most  sacred  charge,  tidings  of 
safety,  when  all  peril  was  past  He  seems 
to  have  cautioned  Joseph  against  any  pos- 
sible deception  from  other  quarters;  he 
was  not  to  return  from  Egypt  until  the 
some  messenger,  who  now  bade  him  flee 
thither,  should  agcun  appear  to  authorize 
his  quitting  it  We  may  readily  assure 
ourselves  that  bright  squadrons  of  the 
highest  angels  of  God,  surrounded  those 
poor  fugitives,  and  kept  at  bay  every  foe 
that  might  have  crept  on  their  nocturnal 
path.  Christ  was  at  all  times  "  seen  of 
angels,"  and  in  one  way  or  another  they 
perpetually  "  ministered  unto  him."  The 
assurance  of  safety,  through  Herod's  death, 
was  at  length  given  by  the  angel  in  an- 
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other  dream;  and  once  more  in  the  full 
sense  of  which  the  former  deliverance  had 
been  but  a  prophetic  type,  out  of  Egypt 
God  called  his  Son. 

Of  our  Lord's  early  years  no  record  is 
given,  and  we  ore  not  warranted  in  sup- 
plying the  blank  from  any  stores  of  ima- 
gination. Of  this  we  are  sure,  that  the 
Lord  Jesus  exhibited  alike  to  angels  and 
to  men  an  all-perfect  model  of  holiness, 
harmlessness,  undefiled  purity,  perfect 
obedience,  and  that  glorious  righteousness 
by  the  imputation  of  which,  all  who  be- 
lieve on  him  are  justified  from  all  things : 
that  he  magnified  the  law  and  made  it 
honourable,  showing  forth  the  sublime 
beauty  of  that  in  which  man  sees,  alas ! 
little  to  desire,  and  much  to  shrink  from  as 
grievous  and  burdensome.  Thus  he  con- 
tinued, to  his  thirtieth  year,  when  he  went 
forth  to  John  in  the  wilderness  to  be  bap- 
tized, and  to  receive  that  public  testimony 
from  heaven,  the  voice  of  the  Almighty 
Grod,  proclaiming,  "  This  is  my  beloved 
Son,  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased  ;"  while 
the  mysterious  spirit  descended  and  abode 
on  him.  John  beheld  this,  and  others,  his 
disciples,  chosen  to  bear  testimony  to  this 
solemn  anointing  of  our  great  High  Priest ; 
but  their  eyes  were  not  opened  to  behold 
the  glory  that  surrounded  them — the  sap- 
phire throne,  the  fiery  cherubim,  the  innu- 
merable company  of  angels,  and  the  many 
thousands  of  Israel,  with  the  multitude  of 
those  who  in  all  ages  had  looked  forward, 
and  by  faith  embraced  the  promise  of  the 
Seed  of  the  woman,  and  having  seen  the 
day  of  Christ  afar  off,  now  witnessed  his 
actual  entrance  on  the  arena  of  that  terri- 
ble conflict  which  he  came  to  wage.  We 
can  have  but  very  poor  conceptions  of  that 
awful  hour,  if  we  consider  not  the  great 
cloud  of  witnesses,  angels,  and  disembo- 
died souls  of  men,  who  thronged  to  gaze 
upon  the  spectacle ;  and  who,  beyond 
doubt,  likewise  surveyed  the  personal  en- 
counter that  followed  it 

Of  this  we  have  before  spoken,  and  ex- 
hibited the  successive  wiles  of  the  devil  to 
allure  his  mighty  antagonist  into  some 
concession  on  which  he  might  lay  hold. 
He  led  the  man  Christ  Jesus  on  a  pinna- 
cle of  the  temple,  whither  he  had  been 
permitted  to  bear  him  for  the  last  trial  of 
his  steadfastness ;  and  then  it  was  that 
'^  angels  came  and  ministered  unto  him." 


Up  to  that  moment  they  were  not  permit- 
ted to  interfere :  Michael  and  his  holy  an- 
gels might  form  in  bright  array,  and  the 
dragon's  fallen  angels  might  eagerly  look 
on,  panting  for  their  master's  success,  but 
none  durst  interpose.    The  strife  was  per- 
sonal, and  the  triumphant  issue  certain ; 
for  who  among  created  beings,  ever  hard- 
ened himself  against  Grod,  and  prospered? 
''  Seen  of  angels"  at  all  times,  it  was  not 
often  that  they  were  privileged  to  succour 
their  incarnate  Lord  as  now  we  are  told 
they  did.    The  cake  and  the  cruse  of  wa- 
ter provided  by  the  angel  for  Elijah's  re- 
freshment, were  cheerfully  prepared  and 
courteously  bestowed ;    but    with  ^hat 
eager  gladness  of  heart  must  those  minis- 
tering spirits  have  brought  to  their  gra- 
cious King  the  sustenance  that  his  body, 
exhausted  by  the  prolonged  fast,  then  re- 
quired !    We  may  believe  it  to  have  been 
an  epoch  in  the  existence  of  the  holy, 
happy  creatures  who  were  chosen  to  ren- 
der this  service  and  gently  too  ;  to  facili- 
tate his  return  from  the  giddy  height  to 
which  Satan  had  borne  him ;  and  to  listen 
to  the  gracious  words  that  spoke  accep- 
tance of  their  devotion :  for  he  who  with 
such  authority  rebuked  and  commanded 
the  unclean  spirits  whenever  they  crossed 
his  path,  had  surely  words  of  another  ten- 
dency whereby  to  encourage  the  obedient, 
and  to  animate  the  zealous  servant 

But  from  thenceforth  unmitigated  suf- 
fering was  to  be  the  lot  of  the  Lord  Jesus, 
in  order  that  ours  might  be  the  lot  of  un- 
mingled  blessedness:  foxes  have  holes, 
and  tlie  birds  of  the  air  have  nests,  but  the 
Son  of  Man  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 
Disbelieved  on  by  his  brethren,  who  also 
mocked  and  aspersed  him;  slighted  if  not 
opposed  by  other  kindred  after  the  flesh ; 
not  openly  acknowledged  or  countenanced 
by  any  but  the  poor  of  the  people ;  and 
subsisting  on  the  litde  aid  that  such  could 
afford  to  give ;  it  does  not  appear  that  the 
angels  were  allowed  to  yield  relief  to  his 
bodily  necessities,  or  to  cheer  his  human 
spirit  by  any  perceptible  sympathy  in  his 
griefs.  They,  however,  furnished  him 
with  a  continual  theme  of  discourse ;  so 
constantly  adverted  to,  indeed,  that  were 
no  mention  made  of  them  in  any  other 
part  of  Grod's  word,  we  could  gather 
enough  from  our  Lord's  incidental  allu- 
sions to  inform  us  what  are  their  natures, 
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their  employmehta,  tlieir  dispoeitionB,  and 
their  present  and  futnre  privileges.  It  is 
remarkable  how  of\en  he  dwells  upon 
them  as  interested  spectators  of  the  adairs 
of  tliis  world ;  and  witnesses  of  what  shall 
hereafter  come  to  pass.  "Whosoever 
shall  confess  me  before  men,  him  shall  the 
Son  of  Man  also  confess  before  the  angels 
of  God :  but  he  that  denieth  me  before 
men,  shall  be  denied  before  the  angels  of 
God!"  Luke  xii.  8.  9.  "  Whosoever  shall 
be  ashamed  of  me  and  my  words,  of  him 
shall  the  Son  of  Man  be  ashamed,  when 
he  shall  come  in  his  own  glory,  and  in  his 
father's,  and  of  the  holy  angels."  Luke  ix. 
26.  "  When  the  Son  of  Man  shall  come 
in  his  glory,  and  all  the  holy  angels  v,i\h 
him,  then  shall  he  sit  upon  the  throne  of 
his  glory ;  and  before  him  shall  be  gath- 
ered all  nations."  Matt  xxv,  31,  32.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  reconcile  such  ex- 
pressions as  these  with  any  ignorance  on 
the  part  of  the  heavenly  host  as  to  what 
passes  among  men ;  on  the  contrary  it 
clearly  implies  that  they,  having  looked 
upon  every  transaction  in  the  human 
family  throughout  its  continuance,  will  be 
summoned  as  witnesses  to  the  exact  just- 
ness of  the  final  award,  when  all  are  gath- 
ered together  in  one  vast  assemblage,  to 
receive  their  everlasting  doom. 

But  we  must  return  to  the  story  as  re- 
gards angelic  .interpositions,  recorded  in 
the  narrative  of  our  Lord's  personal  so- 
journ on  earth.  After  the  close  of  his 
combat  with  the  Evil  One,  we  read  no 
more  of  their  appeeu'ance,  until  that  most 
awful  scene  when,  with  his  soul  exceeding 
sorrowful  even  unto  death,  the  Redeemer 
withdrew  a  little  way  from  his  drowsy  dis- 
ciples, and  poured  out  before  his  Father 
that  prayer  which  betokened  the  extreme 
death  of  his  humiliation,  in  submitting  to 
endure  the  mortal  anguish  of  human  fear, 
the  fear  of  approaching  death.  Far  be  it 
from  us  to  follow  the  example  of  some  who 
would  fain  pry  into  the  impenetrable  mys- 
tery of  that  hour's  suffering!  Wo  are 
told  that  it  was  the  hour  of  the  powers  of 
darkness ;  when  the  prince  of  this  world 
came  to  find  that  he  had  nothing  in  the 
Son  of  God ;  when  the  supplication  was 
wrung  from  the  Redeemer's  lip,  that  if  it 
were  possible  the  cup  might  pass  from 
him ;  yet  qualified  by  the  submissive  ad- 
dition, "Nevertheless,  not  my  will,  but 
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thine  be  done."  Then  it  was  that  "there 
appeared  an  angel  unto  him,  from  heaven, 
strengthening  him,"  Luke  xxiL  40,  and 
what  a  mission  that  angel  had  ! 

The  mind  sinks  under  this  scene;  not 
the  bright  throng  of  chariots  and  horses  of 
fire  that  surrounded  Elisha ;  not  the  array 
of  seraphim,  seen  by  Isaiah,  giving  glory 
to  the  Lord  of  hosts ;  not  tlie  great  muhi^ 
tude  of  the  heavenly  host  who  appeared 
to  celebrate  his  incarnation ;  not  even  the 
party  of  those  who  came  to  minister  untp 
him  when  Satan  had  departed ;  but  one 
single  solitary  angel  appeared,  coming  di- 
rect from  heaven,  from  the  immediate 
presence  of  God  the  Father,  advancing 
through  the  gloom  and  stillness  of  nighty 
and  for  what  purpose  ?  to  strengthen  him 
from  whom  all  strength  is  derived  !  We 
cannot  tell  of  what  nature  was  the 
strength  conveyed:  we  have  the  word, 
and  nothing  more ;  and  we  know  that, 
notwithstanding  the  strength  thus  im* 
parted,  "being  in  an  agony  he  prayed 
more  earnestly,  and  his  sweat  was  as  it 
were  great  drops  of  blood  falling  down  to 
the  ground."  Luke  xxii.  44.  Of  this  spec- 
tacle the  angel  was  a  witness ;  and  a  wit- 
ness he  will  prove  against  such  as  rejeet 
the  salvation  wrought  out  for  them  at  such 
a  fearful  price  by  the  Son  of  God !  We 
cannot  pretend  to  descant  on  this  heart- 
piercing  scene ;  we  have  it,  indeed,  most 
clearly  set  forth  for  our  trembling  contem- 
plation, and  deeply  ought  we  to  ponder  it 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  the  King  of  glory, 
prostrated  on  the  earth  that  he  created, 
offering  up  "prayers  and  supplications^ 
with  strong  crying  and  tears,"  Heb.  v.  7^ 
in  an  agony  that  wrung  a  bloody  sweat 
from  every  pore,  while  one  of  the  bright- 
est of  his  creatures,  sent  from  the  invisible 
throne  of  God,  stood  by,  imparting  such 
strength  as  he  was  commissioned  to  bring, 
and  beholding  the  sons  of  men,  for  whom 
all  this  was  undergone — unmindful  of  the 
repeated  admonition  to  watch  and  pray, 
and  not  even  sufficiently  alive  in  their 
Master's  cause,  at  this  extreme  point  of 
his  distress,  to  watch  with  him  one  hour — 
slumbering  at  the  distance  of  a  stone's 
cast  Surely  this  was  the  lowest  point  of 
the  Saviour's  humiliation,  when  he  could 
accept  strength  from  a  created  angel :  and 
surely  it  ought  also  to  lay  ub  in  the  lowest 
depth  of  self-accusing  shame,  that  for  our 
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grievous  sins  and  provocations  he  was  so 
bruised,  so  put  to  grief;  while  not  one  of 
the  three  especially  selected  out  of  the 
chosen  twelve,  no  not  even  the  beloved 
and  loving  John  had  a  word  of  consolation, 
or  a  gesture,  or  a  look  of  sympathy  to  ten- 
der ;  nor  a  movement  of  the  heart  towards 
him  who  could  have  read  its  most  secret 
throb.  All  were  sleeping,  sleeping  indeed 
for  sorrow,  but  not  with  a  sorrow  like  hie, 
who  was  suffering  for  them.  It  seems  to 
endear  the  holy  angels,  that  one  of  their 
number  should  have  been  found,  seeking 
to  soften  that  unutterable  bitterness  of  our 
Master's  grief;  and  to  strengthen  him, 
when  forsaken  of  all  help,  assailed  by  Sa- 
tan, and  with  the  keen  prophetic  anticipa- 
tion of  all  the  morrow's  torments  full  on 
his  spirit 

But  though  only  one  appeared  to  help 
him,  many  were  the  angelic  spectators  of 
that  night's  agony.  We  know  that  Christ 
was  "  seen  of  angels ;"  and  we  cannot  believe 
that  ever,  for  one  moment  of  time,  were 
their  regards  withdrawn  from  him.  There 
is  a  remarkable  passage  in  the  Epistle  to 
the  Ephesians,  iii.  9 — 11,  where  the 
Apostle  speaks  of  "  the  fellowship  of  the 
mystery,  which  from  the  beginning  of  the 
world  hath  been  hid  in  Grod,  who  created 
all  things  by  Jesus  Christ ;  to  the  intent 
that  now  under  the  principcdities  and  pow- 
ers in  heavenly  places  might  be  known,  by 
the  church,  the  manifold  wisdom  of  God, 
according  to  the  eternal  purpose  which  he 
proposed  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord."  By 
these  principalities  and  powers  in  heavenly 
places,  the  angels  must  necessarily  be 
meant:  and  the  making  known  to  them, 
the  manifold  wisdom  of  God  by  the  church, 
fleems  no  less  clearly  to  imply  that  the 
contemplation  of  the  adorable  m3rstery  of 
Man's  redemption  by  the  incarnation,  suf- 
ferings, obedience,  death,  and  resurrection 
«f  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  brought  a  vast 
accession  of  the  knowledge  of  the  glory  of 
Ood,  even  to  the  highest  of  created  intel- 
ligences. To  the  rebellious,  "  the  wicked 
spirits  in  high  places,"  was  thereby  shown 
forth  in  dazzling  display,  the  immensity 
of  the  mercy  and  goodness  against  which 
they  had  irretrievably  sinned ;  and  of  the 
wisdom  that  could  devise,  and  the  power 
that  could  accomplish  the  restoration  of 
man  from  the  ruin  into  which  Satan  had 
plunged  him,  in  a  way  perfectly  consistent 


with  that  solemn  declaration,  "  In  the  day 
thou  eatest  thereof,  thou  shalt  surely  die," 
and  with  every  attribute  of  the  Most  High. 
To  the  holy  angels,  who  have  joy  in  the 
presence  of  God  over  pvery  sinner  that  re- 
penteth,  how  inexpressibly  beautiful  and 
glorious  must  be  this  work  of  their  Divine 
Master.  Theirs  was  a  privilege  to  behold 
him  throughout  every  stage  of  its  arduous 
progress,  and  we  cannot  enter  into  the 
deep  feeling,  the  full  comprehension,  with 
which  they  pour  forth  the  everlasting 
song,  "Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was 
slain !"  It  is  marvellous  how  little  some 
excellent  people  allow  themselves  to  think 
about  the  angels,  as  connected  with  this 
theme :  the  blank  left  in  their  system  by 
the  omission  of  so  very  rich  a  part  of  GSod's 
revelation  would,  at  least  to  us,  be  a  very 
dreary  one.  We  could  not  afford  to  for- 
get that  the  Lord  Jesus  in  all  that  he  did 
and  suffered  for  us  was  watched,  marvelled 
at,  and  exceedingly  glorified  by  those  with 
whom  we  look  to  be  herea(\er  equal,  but 
to  whom  we  are  now  so  immeasurably  in- 
ferior, that  a  single  individual  among  them 
could,  with  a  movement  of  his  powerful 
arm,  depopulate  this  land;  or  by  the 
brightness  of  this  appearadce,  if  fuUy  re- 
vealed to  our  sight,  turn,  as  Daniel  ex- 
pressed it,  "our  comeliness  into  corrup- 
tion." 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  what  must 
have  been  the  emotions  with  which  the 
angelic  host  looked  on,  while  the  dreadful 
work  proceeded  from  the  moment  of  our 
Lord's  agony  in  the  garden,  to  that  of  his 
being  taken  down  from  the  cross.  We 
can  hardly  read  those  words,  "  Thinkest 
thou  that  I  ccmnot  now  pray  to  my  Father, 
and  he  shall  presently  give  me  more  than 
ten  legions  of  angels  ?"  without  fancying 
every  flaming  sword  among  the  listening 
myriads  starting  from  its  sheath,  and  every 
countenance  blazing  with  ardour,  to  re- 
ceive the  command.  They  had  witnessed 
the  detestable  act  of  the  mercenary  trai- 
tor ;  they  had  seen  Satan  enter  into  him, 
and  lead  him  to  the  guilty  chief  priests, 
and  animate  him  to  grasp  with  avaricious 
delight  the  wretched  bribe,  a  goodly  price 
that  they  valued  Him  at,  whose  is  the 
silver,  and  whose  is  the  gold,  and  whose 
is  the  round  world  and  all  that  it  contains ! 
and  now  they  beheld  the  wretched  man 
conducting  his  midnight  band  to  the  gar- 
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den,  the  scene  of  that  terrible  agony,  and 
that  beauteous  submission  to  the  Father's 
will ;  they  beheld  him  approach  and  sa- 
lute his  Divine  victim ;  they  saw  the  in- 
constant Peter,  now  fully  roused  from 
deep,  fighting  for  him  with  whom  he 
would  not  watch ;  they  saw  the  bands,  the 
cords  and  fetters,  the  preparation  for  such 
horrors,  as  surely  they  could  not  expect  to 
have  beheld  their  heavenly  King  sub- 
jected to ;  and  they  heard  those  words  of 
conscious  power  and  majesty,  in  which  he 
named  tliem — them^  his  own  loyal,  loving 
angels,  as  ready  to  appear  tp  the  rescue. 
Oh,  what  a  blaze  would  have  burst  upon 
that  night  of  black  blackness,  had  not 
Omnipotence  restrained  the  glowing  le- 
gions! "But  how  then  shall  the  Scrip- 
tures be  fulfilled,  that  thus  it  must  be  ?" 
added  the  meek  Saviour,  and  the  thought 
of  deliverance  was  past  Gabriel  could 
not  forget  his  own  message  to  Daniel; 
the  seventy  weeks  were  accomplished, 
and  Messiah  must  be  cut  off.  Their  in- 
timate acquaintance  with  all  that  God  has 
revealed,  and  the  sure  confidence  they 
have,  that  whatever  he  hath  spoken  shall 
come  to  pass,  even  as  he  has  said  it,  are 
to  the  angels  instead  of  a  foreknowledge 
that  no  creature  may  attain  to :  and  if  we 
give  the  like  heed  to  what  God  has  de- 
clared, and  with  the  same  simple  faith  and 
plain  understanding  receive  it,  we  should 
find  ourselves  far  better  forewarned  than 
now  we  are  for  the  changes  of  this  worldly 
scene,  and  armed  with  a  more  perfect  sub- 
mission to  what  betides  us. 

The  sad  events  of  that  evening  in  Geth- 
semane  were  followed,  as  we  all  know,  by 
others  more  terrible  far;  and  equally  in 
the  Jewish  sanhedrim,  in  Pilate's  house, 
and  Herod's  judgment  hall,  in  the  streets 
of  Jerusalem,  and  on  Calvary,  was  the. 
Lord  Jesus  ^'seen  of  angels."  They 
^eard  the  false  witness  borne,  the  infa- 
mous sentence  given;  they  saw  the 
scourging,  the  crowning  with  a  diadem  of 
thorns,  the  reed  placed  in  that  hand, 
which  in  its  protecting  shadow  had  so 
long  hidden  the  house  of  Israel  from  their 
foes!  They  heard  the  scofiing  homage 
tendered  by  rude,  idolatrous  heathen  sol- 
diers to  Him,  whose  regal  glories  filled  all 
heaven  with  splendour:  they  saw  the 
heavy  cross  laid  on  that  shoulder  where 
God  has  laid  the  govemnwiit  of  all  crea- 


ted things ;  and  they  were  constrained  to 
witness  the  payment  of  that  world's  ran- 
som in  the  trickling  drops  that  oozed  from 
those  pierced  hands  and  feet  The  rocks 
were  rent,  but  those  awe-struck  angels 
could  not  if  they  would,  have  burst  the 
bonds  of  obedience  to  the  voice  that  bade 
them  be  sull:  the  sun  hid  himself,  but 
through  the  darkness  of  that  unnatural 
night,  the  bleeding  Lamb  of  God  was  still 
"  seen  of  angels." 

Where  were  the  heavenly  hosts,  while 
for  the  appointed  time  the  dead  body  of 
Jesus  lay  in  the  sepulchre?  It  was  a 
Jewish  sabbath,  and  it  seems  to  have  be- 
come a  blank  in  time,  because  the  light  of 
the  world  was  resting  in  the  darkness  of 
the  grave.  It  was  passed  over — the  ordi- 
nance transferred  to  the  next  glorious 
morning ;  and  ever  since  the  first  day  of 
the  week  has  been  the  Sabbath  of  the 
Christian  world. 

But  now  we  shall  find  the  holy  angels 
thronging  a  spot  of  earth,  with  all  their 
glowing  characteristics  developed  in  a  re- 
markable manner.  The  suspicious  mur- 
derers entertained  a  fear  lest  their  Victim 
might  yet  rise  again ;  and  they  obtained 
firom  the  Roman  governor  permission  to 
seal  the  stone  that  covered  the  entrance 
of  the  sepulchre,  and  to  set  a  watch  of  sol- 
diers over  it  The  strict  discipline  of  the 
Roman  army  made  this  a  most  efficient 
guard ;  but  the  debt  was  now  fully  can- 
celled. He  who  had  died  for  our  sins  was 
to  rise  again  for  our  justification:  death 
had  no  more  dominion  over  him.  Nothing 
in  the  Bible  is  more  splendid  than  the  pic- 
ture presented  to  the  mind  by  the  very 
brief  recital  of  that  glorious  event  "  And 
behold,  there  was  a  great  earthquake;  for 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  descended  from 
heaven,  and  came  and  rolled  back  the 
stone  from  the  door,  and  sat  upon  it  His 
countenance  was  like  lightning,  and  his 
raiment  white  as  snow ;  and  for  fear  of 
him  the  keepers  did  shake,  and  became  as 
dead  men."  Matt  xxviii.  2,  3.  There  is 
something  very  real  in  this  description — 
very  much  opposed  to  the  incorporeality 
of  the  angelic  host  The  act  of  rolling 
away  the  massive  stone  which  the  gdod 
Joseph  of  Arimathea  had  placed  as  a 
security  against  the  enemies  of  that  sa- 
cred body,  and  which  the  high  priests  had 
farther  made  sure,  aod  moreover  sealed  it, 
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a  barrier  against  his  friends,  and  his 
•eating  himself  upon  it,  we  can  hardly  be- 
lieve to  have  been  only  in  semblance. 
The  angel,  the  highly-privileged  angel, 
who  was  sent,  or  rather  who  was  permit- 
ted to  rush  upon  this  enrapturing  service, 
seems  to  have  alighted  upon  ^th  with  a 
force  that  made  it  quiver;  and  to  have 
rent  or  spumed  from  its  place  the  stone 
that  barred  the  egress  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
from  his  dark  prison.  No  mortal  eye  beheld 
that  egress ;  the  countenance  of  the  angel 
caused  the  keepers  to  become  as  dead 
men :  knowing  as  they  did  that  any  viola- 
tion of  the  seal  upon  the  stone  would  be 
visited  on  them  with  the  extreme  of  pun- 
ishment, they  had  no  power  to  resist ;  they 
fell  prostrate,  rendered  senseless  by  terror ; 
and  no  marvel,  seeing  what  was  the  as- 
pect of  the  angel.  Our  foolish  and  im- 
proper habit  of  using  the  most  hyperbolical 
comparisons  on  ordinary  occeisions,  de- 
prives Scripture  of  much  of  its  due  force. 
As  quick  as  lightning^  as  vivid  as  lightning, 
are  expressions  in  ordinary  use  among  us ; 
and  when  we  read  that  the  angePs  counte- 
nance was  like  lightning,  we  do  not  per- 
haps recall  one  of  those  terrific  flashes  or 
blazes  of  electric  fire,  from  which  the  bold- 
est is  constrained  to  avert  his  eyes ;  and 
add  to  it  the  highest  possible  expression 
of  intellectual  power.  We  do  not  even 
try  to  render  that  small  measure  of  justice 
which  our  very  imperfect  faculties  would 
enable  us  to  yield  to  the  might  and  ma- 
jesty of  an  angelic  envoy  from  Him  who 
maketh  his  ministers  a  flaming  fire.  And 
we  may  well  believe,  that  the  triumphant 
joy,  the  holy  indignation,  of  the  angel, 
who  came  to  open  the  Lord's  sepulchre, 
would  shine  forth  from  his  countenance 
with  a  most  heavenly  radiance.  The  mi- 
serable children  of  the  dust  had  so  far  been 
allowed  to  work  their  wicked  will,  and  Sa- 
tan, utterly  crushed  as  his  head  now  was 
through  the  assumption  of  all  power,  both 
in  heaven  and  in  earth,  by  his  almighty 
Conqueror,  and  still,  with  his  inferior 
spirits,  an  hour  during  which  they  could 
boast  that  their  conquest  over  vile  man 
had  laid  the  Lord  of  life  in  the  grave. 
Very  short,  and  fearfully  embittered  was 
that  season  of  helUsh  exultation ;  but  it 
was  enough  to  rouse  the  keenest  emo- 
tions in  the  breast  of  a  celestial  spirit; 
and  we  may  be  assured,  that  when  the 


longed-for  command  was  issued,  and 
the  waiting  angel  sped  his  way  to  the 
garden  of  Joseph,  the  poor,  wretched  sol- 
diers of  Rome  engaged  but  little  of  his  at- 
tention, fixed  as  it  must  have  been  on  the 
baffling  of  the  malice  of  Satan.  Not 
against  the  miserable  sinners  of  earth,  the 
poor  heathen  slaves  who  occupied  an  as- 
signed post  at  the  sepulchre,  did  the  light- 
ning of  his  countenance  flash  forth  ;  but 
against  those  hostile  legions  who  had 
wrough  so  much  wo ;  against  him  who, 
having  had  the  power  of  death,  was  now 
virtually  destroyed  by  the  dying  of  the 
Lord  Jesus. 

Although  only  one  angel  is  named  as 
having  executed  this  commission,  we  know 
that  many  were  present  No  mortal  was 
found  worthy  to  witness  that  greatest 
event  that  creation  ever  viewed — the  rising 
of  the  Son  of  God  from  the  tomb ;  but 
"  seen  of  angels"  it  unquestionably  was ; 
and  they  seem  to  have  become  visible  un- 
der different  circumstances,  singly  or  not, 
to  the  individuals  who  came  to  the  sepul- 
chre. Thus  we  find  that  the  angel  who 
in  the  sight  of  the  keepers  sat  upon  the 
stone  which  he  had  just  rolled  away,  was 
not  found  there  by^the  women,  but,  find- 
ing the  stone  rolled  away,  *^  and  entering 
into  the  sepulchre,  they  saw  a  young  man 
sitting  on  the  right  side,  clothed  in  a  long 
white  garment;  and  they  were  affright- 
ed. And  he  saith  unto  them,  Be  not 
affrighted :  Ye  seek  Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
which  was  crucified:  he  is  risen;  he  ih 
not  here :  behold  the  place  where  they 
laid  him.  But  go  your  way :  tell  his  dis- 
ciples and  Peter  that  he  goeth  before  you 
into  Galilee :  there  shall  ye  see  him,  as  he 
said  unto  you."  Mark  xvi.  5—7.  Hero 
we  read  of  no  lightning,  nothing  to  ter- 
rify :  the  angePs  aspect  is  that  of  a  young- 
man,  and  his  words  full  of  gentleness  and 
peace.  He  speaks  as  one  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  all  that  so  thrillingly  inter- 
ested them :  he  refers  to  what  had  been 
spoken  to  them  by  their  Lord ;  and  Peter, 
whose  heart  was  still  writhing  under  the 
conscious  guilt  of  his  denial,  is  particularly 
named,  to  assure  him  of  his  being  still  in- 
cluded among  the  beloved  followers  of  the 
Lord. 

Again,  when  Mary  Magdalen  was  there 
alone  indulging  her  grief,  ^*  as  she  wept, 
she  stooped  down,  and  looked  into  the  sep- 
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ulchre.  and  secth  two  angels  in  white,  sit- 
ting, tlie  one  at  the  head,  and  the  other  ai 
the  feet,  where  the  body  of  Jesus  had  lain. 
And  they  say  unto  her,  Woman,  why 
weepest  thou  1  She  saith  unto  them,  Be- 
cause they  have  taken  away  my  Lord,  and 
I  know  not  where  they  have  laid  him." 
John  XX.  11 — 13.  It  seems  as  though  the 
angel,  knowing  how  oflen  our  Lord  had 
spoken  of  his  resurrection  from  the  dead, 
marveled  how  any  one  who  loved  him 
could  weep  at  the  evident  fulfilment  of  that 
glorious  prediction. 

During  the  forty  days  of  our  Lord's  far- 
ther continuance  on  earth,  we  may  be  as- 
sured that  he  was  still  ^'  seen  of  angels," 
who  surrounded  his  path,  adoring  him, 
ministering  unto  him,  and  eagerly  looking 
forward  to  the  moment  when  they  should 
escort  him  to  his  throne  above,  with  the 
rejoicing  song,  "  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye 
gates,  and  be  ye  lifted  up,  ye  everlasting 
doors,  and  the  King  of  Glory  shall  come 
in !"  Those  forty  days  that  intervened 
between  the  rising  again  and  tlie  ascen- 
sion into  heaven  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  were 
a  precious  type  of  the  coming  time,  when 
earth  shall  once  more  enjoy  the  presence 
of  her  heavenly  King,  and  bask  in  the 
brightness  of  his  divine  glory,  while  angels 
tread  her  peaceful  surface,  and  that  which 
is  now  but  a  howling  wilderness  of  sin, 
shall  blossom  like  a  rose,  and  become  as 
the  garden  of  Eden.  May  the  Lord 
hasten  that  day,  when  his  children,  no 
longer  buffeted  by  messengers  of  Satan, 
and  pining  for  communion  with  Him,  too 
often  in  vain  through  the  abounding  of 
temptations,  and  the  deep  knowledge  and 
subtlety  of  those  with  whom  they  must 
continually  wrestle,  shall  serve  him  with- 
out fear,  while  dwelling  in  the  presence  of 
his  millennial  glory ! 


SECTION  VIII. 

THE  APOSTLES  A  SPECTACLE  TO  ANGELS. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumstance,  that 
whereas  we  do  not  read  of  any  visible  in- 
terposition of  angels  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
as  ministering  spirits,  until  after  the  call 


I  of  Abraham,  and  the  promise  to  aim  of 
Christ  as  his  seed,  or,  to  the  very  last, 
with  the  single  exception  of  Cornelius  the 
centurion,  ail  to  whom  we  are  told  they 
appeared  in  that  capacity,  were  of  Abra- 
ham's race.  We  are  fully  assured,  that 
to  every  child  of  God  tliey  render  the 
same  offices  of  love  and  care  as  to  the 
ancient  people  of  the  Lord ;  but,  together 
with  the  Jewish  dispensation,  under  which 
we  include  tlie  Church  of  the  circumcision 
in  Judea,  up  to  the  final  scattering  of  the 
people,  ended  the  personal  intercourse  of 
angels  with  the  children  of  men  in  the 
fiesli ;  and  those  concerning  whom  we  are 
now  to  speak,  were  Jews. 

When  our  Lord  was  about  to  ascend 
into  heaven,  his  disciples,  true  to  their  na- 
tional feelings  and  scriptural  expectations, 
asked  him,  '^  Lord,  wilt  thou  at  this  time 
restore  again  the  kingdom  unto  Israel  ?" 
But  that  period  was  yet  far  distant,  and 
he  answered  them,  "  It  is  not  for  you  to 
know  the  times  or  the  seasons  which  my 
Father  hath  put  in  his  own  power."  Act« 
i.  6,  7.  It  was  enough  that  the  promise 
had  been  given,  and  that  the  restoration 
of  tlie  kingdom  of  Israel  was  sure ;  but  a 
militant,  not  a  triumphant  church,  wai 
that  of  which  they  were  to  be  constituted 
pillars;  and  they  must  sow  in  tears,  in 
humiliations,  persecutions,  afflictions,  and 
distresses,  the  great  harvest  to  be  reaped 
when  the  King  should  come,  and  all  his 
saints  whh  him,  to  that  restored  kingdom. 

The  Lord  was  parted  from  them;  a 
cloud  received  him  up  out  of  tlieir  sight; 
but  they  were  loath  to  believe  he  was  in- 
deed gone.  Knowing  him  of  a  certainty 
as  tlieir  Messiali,  and  also  knowing  that 
their  Messiah  would  assuredly  be  a  deli- 
verer, a  prince,  a  ruler,  over  the  Jewish 
nation  in  particular,  while  his  dominion 
should  extend  throughout  the  whole  earthy 
tliey  who  had  now  seen  the  great  work  of 
man^s  redemption  perfected,  looked  for  the 
glorious  sequel,  of  which  they  knew  that 
a  leading  sign  would  be  tlie  restoration  of 
the  kingdom  of  Israel.  They  seem  to 
have  expected  that  he  would  no  longer 
delay  tliis  great  consummation,  but  fulfil 
now  his  own  and  his  Father's  repealed 
promise ;  and  the  ascension  of  their  Lord 
left  them  very  desolate,  disappointed,  per- 
haps shaken  in  faith.  "They  looked 
steadfastly  toward   heaven  aa  he  went 
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up ;"  and  from  the  context  we  may  infer, 
that  their  feeling  was  one  of  dread  and 
dismay.  Can  he  have  forsaken  us?  Is 
Israel  not  to  be  gathered?  will  he  not 
even  now  relent,  and  return  and  finish  the 
mighty  work  ?  or  can  it  be  that  we  have 
suffered  so  many  things  in  vain,  and  are 
now  left  to  mourn  a  hope  that  has  mocked 
us  ?  must  we  take  up  the  language  of 
Jeremiah,  and  say  **  O,  the  hope  of  Israel, 
the  Saviour  thereof,  why  shouldest  thou 
be  as  a  stranger  in  the  land,  and  as  a 
wayfaring  man,  that  turneth  aside  to  tarry 
for  the  night?  Why  shouldest  thou  be  as 
a  man  astonished,  as  a  mighty  man  that 
cannot  save  ?  yet  thou,  O  Lord,  art  in  the 
midst  of  us,  and  we  are  called  by  thy 
name ;  leave  us  not"  Jer.  xiv.  8,  9.  That 
their  secret  thoughts  were  of  this  com- 
plexion we  have  every  reason  to  suppose 
from  what  follows:  *'And  while  they 
looked  steadfastly  toward  heaven  as  he 
went  up,  behold  two  men  stood  by  them 
in  white  apparel;  which  also  said.  Ye 
men  of  Galilee,  why  stand  ye  gazing  up 
into  heaven  ?  This  same  Jesus,  which  is 
taken  up  from  you  into  heaven,  shall  so 
come  in  like  manner  as  ye  have  seen  him 
go  into  heaven."  Acts  i.  10.  11.  To  gaze 
afler  tlieir  Lord,  to  keep  their  eyes  fixed 
on  that  spot  whither  He,  their  only  help 
in  time,  their  only  hope  in  eternity,  was 
gone,  and  to  contemplate  the  pathway  by 
which  He,  their  forerunner,  had  even  then 
entered  beyond  the  veil,  to  appear  in  the 
presence  of  God  for  them,  was  surely  na- 
tural and  seemly:  but  their  feeling  was 
probably  so  far  tinctured  with  dismay  and 
doubt,  as  to  call  forth  the  gende  remon- 
strance of  these  two  angels,  who  lingered 
behind  their  fellows  to  bear  a  message  of 
consolation  to  the  perplexed  disciples,  that 
should  be  for  the  encouragement  of  the 
Church  until  the  Lord  come. 

Afler  this  we  have  many  instances  of 
the  care  and  diligence  with  which  the  an- 
gels fulfilled  their  ministry  to  the  Church 
in  Jerusalem.  When  the  apostles,  by  their 
preaching  and  miracles,  had  so  roused  the 
indignation  of  the  high  priest  and  the 
Sadducees,  that  they  laid  hands  on  them, 
and  put  them  in  the  common  prison,  "  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  by  night  opened  the 
prison-doors,  and  brought  them  forth,  and 
said.  Go,  stand  and  speak  in  the  temple  to 
the  people  all  the  words  of  this  life."  Acts 


V.  19,  20.  This  deliverance  was  wrought 
in  so  quiet  a  manner,  that  no  one  was 
aware  of  it  until  the  next  day:  the  doors 
were  shut,  and  the  keepers  standing  be- 
fore them  when  the  officers  came,  who 
were  sent  to  bring  the  prisoners  before 
their  cruel  and  unjust  judges.  Yet  even 
this  marked  deliverance  had  no  effect  on 
the  hardened  opposer's  of  God's  word ; 
all,  save  Gamaliel,  were  disposed  to  slay 
them,  and  when,  by  God's  providence, 
that  was  overruled,  Uiey  were  beaten  and 
threatened,  and  commanded  to  speak  no 
more  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  In  the  beau- 
tiful narrative  of  Stephen,  no  mention  is 
made  of  angelic  ministry,  although  we 
cannot  doubt  that  they  surrounded  on  all 
sides  the  heavenward  steps  of  the  proto- 
martyr;  but  in  the  persecution  that  fol- 
lowed his  death,  we  find  them  actively 
employed  in  aiding  the  spread  of  the  gos- 
pel. ^  The  angel  of  the  Lord  spake  unto 
Philip,  saying.  Arise  and  go  toward  the 
south,  unto  the  way  that  goeth  down  from 
Jerusalem  unto  Gaza  which  is  desert" 
Acts  viii.  26.  This  embassy  was  for  the 
conversion  of  the  Ethiopian,  who  was  evi- 
dently a  proselyte  to  Judaism;  but  soon 
another  Gentile  was  to  be  brought  into 
the  fold,  a  Pagan,  and  one  holding  a  com- 
mand that  would,  of  necessity,  ol\en  ren- 
der him  liable  to  act  as  an  enemy  against 
the  Lord's  people.  He  was,  however,  a 
sincere  believer  in  God,  as  the  creator 
and  preserver  of  men ;  and  He  who  has 
said,  '*  Unto  him  that  hath  it  shall  be  given, 
and  he  shall  have  more  abundantly,"  was 
now  to  be  revealed  to  him,  as  the  Re- 
deemer, the  merits  of  whose  all-sufficient 
sacrifice  rendered  the  prayers  and  alms 
of  the  devout  Roman  officer  acceptable 
before  God.  Being  in  Cesarea,  ^^  he  saw 
in  a  vision  evidently  about  the  ninth  hour 
of  the  day,  an  angel  of  God  coming  in  to 
him,  and  saying  unto  him,  Cornelius.  And 
when  he  looked  on  him  he  was  afraid,  and 
said.  What  is  it.  Lord  ?  and  he  said  unto 
him,  thy  prayers  and  thine  alms  are  come 
up  for  a  memorial  before  God.  And  now 
send  men  to  Joppa,  and  call  for  one  Simon, 
whose  surname  is  Peter ;  he  lodgeth  witli 
one  Simon  a  tanner,  whose  house  is  by 
the  seaside :  he  shall  tell  thee  what  thou 
oughtest  to  do."  Acts  x.  3 — 6.  Thus,  by 
angelic  ministry,  were  the  Gentiles  first 
called  into  a  participation  with  tlie  chil- 
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dreD  of  Israel  in  the  rich  blesBings  and 
privileges  of  the  Gospel.  * 

It  is  indeed  customary  to  date  that 
event  from  the  visit  of  the  eastern  wise 
men  to  Bethlehem ;  but  concerning  them, 
Scripture  tells  us  nothing ;  and  it  is  quite 
as  probable,  that  they  were  descendants 
from  some  of  the  scattered  tribes  as  that 
they  were  of  Gentile  origin.  Respecting 
Cornelius,  no  doubt  exists :  the  summons 
sent  to  Peter  by  the  angel's  direction,  was 
the  immediate  cause  of  breaking  down  the 
middle  wall  of  partition;  Grod  showed  that 
unto  the  Gren tiles  too  he  had  granted  re- 
pentance unto  life ;  salvation  was  of  the 
Jews ;  but  through  their  mercy  all  nations 
of  the  world,  *'all  the  families  of  the 
earth,"  were  to  obtain  mercy.  Henceforth 
it  was  seen,  that  in  Christ  Jems^  neither 
circumcision  availetli  anything,  nor  un- 
circumcision.  The  national  promises  re- 
main firm,  unbroken,  unrecalled,  and  shall 
be,  to  their  fullest  extent,  most  gloriously 
fulfilled  to  the  whole  house  of  Jacob ;  the 
land  of  Canaan,  the  city  of  Jerusalem, 
shall  be  theirs,  in  full,  exclusive,  unalien- 
able possession;  but  every  spiritual  ad- 
vantage becomes  alike  the  property  of  the 
believer,  of  whatsoever  name,  or  blood, 
or  nation  he  be.  In  Christ  Jesus,  there  is 
neither  male  nor  female:  the  woman's 
natural  position  is  still  that  of  subordina- 
tion :  she  is  commanded  to  obey,  to  honour 
the  man,  to  call  him  lord,  to  reverence  her 
husband,  and  to  learn  in  silence  with  all 
subjection ;  but  in  Christ  Jesus  her  privi- 
legesL  are  precisely  the  same  as  his: 
equally  a  child  of  God,  equally  an  heir  of 
salvation,  equal  with  the  man  and  with 
the  angels  too,  in  the  resurrection  from  the 
dead.  So  with  Jew  and  Gentile;  the  for- 
mer has  a  rank,  a  headship,  a  precedence, 
not  to  be  done  away  with,  as  regards 
present  things,  only  held  back  from  him 
so  long  as  he  withholds  his  fealty  from  his 
promised  Messiah ;  but  this  is  an  earthly 
distinction ;  and  in  Christ  Jesus — that  is, 
in  the  full  participation  of  all  the  blessings 
promised  to  believers,  as  there  is  neither 
male  nor  female,  so  is  there  neither  Jew 
nor  Gtetile.  The  woman  does  not,  on 
embracing  the  Gospel,  become  a  man,  nor 
the  Gentile  a  Jew.  Much  confusion  exists, 
perplexmg  and  misleading  good  people 
on  this  point  The  Lord's  returning  mercy 


to  Jsrael  will  speedily  clear  it  up:  but  it  ii 
very  desirable  to  see  it  correctly  now. 

Cornelius,  in  relating  to  Peter  the  cause 
of  his  sending  for  him,  says,  "A  man 
stood  before  me  in  bright  clothing."  Some 
supernatural  radiancy  surrounded  the  ce- 
lestial messenger,  that  even  in  the  light  of 
mid-day  so  shone  as  to  make  tlie  bold  sol- 
dier afraid.  It  is  a  strange  and  sad  proof 
of  our  conscious  impurity,  that  it  makea 
us  shrink  back  from  what  is  glorious  and 
lovely,  as  though  it  could  have  no  fellow- 
ship with  us,  but  must  regard  us  with  dis- 
pleasure. Such  was  not  man's  nature 
when  God  originally  created  him ;  such  it 
will  not  be  when,  being  saved  by  faith, 
he  has  attained  to  the  resurrection,  and 
put  on  the  glorified  body  that  claims  an 
equality  with  the  angels  in  heaven. 

The  next  appearance  of  one  of  these 
Vninisteriiig  spirits  is  on  an  occasion  of 
surpassing  interest  James,  the  brother 
of  John,  had  been  slain  with  the  sword, 
and  Herod  perceiving  it  pleased  the  Jews, 
then,  alas !  given  over  to  a  reprobate  mind, 
proceeded  to  take  Peter  also.  The  expe- 
rience which  they  already  had  of  the 
Apostle's  marvellous  escapes  from  perse- 
cuting hands,  seems  to  have  rendered 
them  very  cautious,  for  no  fewer  than  four 
quaternions  of  Roman  warriors  were  con- 
sidered a  sufficient  guard  for  this  poor, 
fettered  Galilean  fisherman.  But  all  the 
power  of  Rome,  in  that  her  proudest  day, 
was  of  no  avail  against  the  mighty  wea- 
pon wielded  on  the  prisoner's  behalf;  for 
^'  prayer  was  made  without  ceasing  of  the 
Church  unto  God  for  him."  "  And  when 
Herod  would  have  brought  him  forth,  the 
same  night  Peter  was  sleeping  between 
two  soldiers,  bound  with  two  chains :  and 
the  keepers  before  the  door  kept  the  pri- 
son." Acts  xii.  5,  6.  The  two  soldiers^ 
it  would  seem,  were  asleep,  as  well  aa 
their  captive ;  and  the  fetters  that  bound 
him  were  so  secured  to  them  that  he  could 
not  possibly  have  moved  from  his  place 
without  rousing  them.  "  And  behold,  the 
angel  of  tlie  Lord  came  upon  him,  and  a 
light  shined  in  the  prison :  and  he  smote 
Peter  on  the  side,  and  raised  him  up,  say- 
ing. Arise  up  quickly.  And  his  chains  fell 
ofi"  from  his  hands.  And  the  angel  said 
unto  him,  Gird  thyself,  and  bind  on  thy 
sandals:   and  so  he  did.    And  he  saith 
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jmto  him,  Csist  thy  garment  about  th«e, 
and  follow  me.  And  he  went  out,  and  fol- 
lowed him ;  and  wist  not  that  it  was  true 
which  was  done  by  the  angel,  but  thought 
he  saw  a  vision.  When  they  were  past 
the  first  and  second  wards,  tliey  came  unto 
the  iron  gate  that  leadeth  unto  the  city ; 
which  opened  to  them  of  his  own  accord : 
and  tliey  went  out,  and  passed  on  through 
one  street;  and  foKhwith  the  angel  de- 
parted from  him.  And  when  Peter  was 
come  to  himself,  he  said,  Now  I  know  of 
a  surety,  that  the  Lord  hath  sent  his  an- 
gel, and  hath  delivered  me  out  of  the  hand 
of  Herod,  and  from  all  the  expectation  of 
the  people  of  the  Jews."  Acts  xiL  7 — 11. 
The  power  of  the  angelic  deliverer,  in 
this  instance,  is  very  strikingly  set  forth ; 
and  the  tangibility  of  the  whole  event  is 
directly  opposed  to  a  mere  vision.  The 
angel  smote  Peter  on  the  side  to  rouse 
.  him  from  Bleep ;  and  though  the  unlocking 
of  the  fetters  from  his  hands,  and  of  the 
great  gate  of  the  prison,  seems  to  have 
been  an  act  of  God's  sovereign  will,  with- 
out any  instrumentality,  it  is  impossible  to 
regard  the  angel,  in  this  case,  as  a  mere 
seeming,  an  incorporeal  essence,  not  seen 
by  the  bodily,  but  the  mental  or  spiritual 
ieyes  oC  the  Apostle. 

Not  long  after  this,  vengeance  overtook 
the  cruel  tyrant,  who  had  hoped  to  glut 
his  own  and  the  people's  thirst  for  blood 
by  slaying  Peter.  Wo  read,  "  Upon  a  set 
day  Herod  arrayed  in  royal  apparel,  sat 
upon  his  throne,  and  made  an  oration  unto 
them.  And  the  people  gave  a  shout  say- 
ing. It  is  the  voice  of  a  god,  and  not  of  a 
man.  And  immediately  the  angel  of  the 
Lord  smote  him,  because  he  gave  not  Grod 
glory :  and  he  was  eaten  of  worms,  and 
gave  up  the  ghost."  Acts  xii.  21—23. 
Probably  the  same  angel  who  delivered 
Peter,  might  be  commissioned  to  execute 
this  punishment  on  the  persecutor  of  the 
Church ;  but  by  whatever  hand  the  judg- 
iment  came,  it  was  a  solemn  warning  to 
men  ;  and  seeing  how  the  angels  rendered 
praise  to  the  Most  High,  in  the  hearing  of 
John,  for  the  appropriateness  of  his  retri- 
butive visitation,  we  may  well  believe  tliat 
every  spectacle  of  chastisement  inflicted 
on  sinners  is  a  call  for  renewed  thankful- 
ness and  praise  on  the  part  of  the  angels 
who  have  been  kept  faithful  to  their  heav- 
enly King,  while  others  fell  into  guilt  and 


terrible  condemnation.  "  By  the  Church." 
they  learn  a  vast  deed  that  redounds  to  the 
glory  of  God,  and  to  their  ov/n  encourage- 
ment in  the  path  of  obedience.     When 
Paul,  oppressed  by  the  multitude  of  trials, 
wrote  those  words  to  the  arrogant  Church 
of  Corinth  puffed  up  with  their  gifts — *'  I 
think  that  God  hath  set  forth  us  the  Apos- 
tles last,  as  it  were  appointed  to  death: 
for  we  are  made  a  spectacle   unto  the 
world,  and  to  angels,  and  to  men :  we  are 
fools  for  Christ's  sake,  but  ye  are  wise  in 
Christ ;  we  are  weak,  but  ye  are  strong ; 
ye  Eire  honourable,  but  we  are  despised : 
even  unto  this  present  hour  we  both  hun- 
ger, and  thirst,  and  are  naked,  and  are 
buffeted,  and  have  no  certain  dwelling- 
place  ;  and  labour,  working  with  our  own 
hands:    being  reviled,  we  bless;    being 
persecuted,  we  suffer  it ;  being  defamed, 
we  entreat ;  we  are  made  as  the  filth  of 
the  world,  and  are  the  offscouring  of  all 
things  unto  this  day,"  (1  Cor.  iv.  9 — 13,) 
— when  he  wrote  these  words,  he  de- 
scribed the  means  by  which  God  was  at 
that  time  instructing  not  only  the  world 
and  the  Church,  but  the  angels  in  heaven. 
The  spectacle  of  such  sufferings,  combined 
with  such  constancy,  patience,  zeal,  and 
love,  was  redounding  to  the  glory  of  GJod, 
who  out  of  the  pitiable  weakness  of  frail 
and  fallen  humanity,  made  strong  his  ser- 
vants, and  provided  that  his  Son  who  had 
been  *'  seen  of  angels,"  should  be  so  effec- 
tually "  preached  to  the  Grentiles,"  that  he 
was  believed  on  in  the  world.    His  mani- 
fold wisdom  was  made  known  even  to  the 
principalities  of  heaven,  by  rendering  the 
most  foolish  things  of  earth  sufficient  to 
baffle  all  the  cunning,  and  to  tread  under 
foot  all  the  powers  of  hell.    Angelic  min- 
istry was  indeed  sometimes  employed,  as 
if  to  remind  the  siiffering  disciples,  how 
much  sympathy  existed  towards  them  in 
the  unseen  world,  when  often  on  earth  no 
man  stood  by  them  ;  but  in  general  the 
Lord  wrought  towards  tliem  and  in  them 
of  his  own  sovereign,  direct  power ;  while 
the  angelic  host  looked   on   and  adored 
his  condescending  mercy  to  the  children 
of  the  dust  * 

We  have  one  more  instance  on  record 
of  the  actual  appearance  of  an  angel  to 
the  favoured  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  ;  and 
that  is  on  an  occasion  of  peril  so  wild,  and 
destitution  so  entire,  that  imagination  can 
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scarcely  picture  anything  beyond  it  Paul, 
having  escaped  the  hands  of  the  Jews  at 
Jerusalem,  and  endured  an  imprisonment 
of  more  than  two  years  at  Cesarea,  was 
at  length  shipped  for  Italy,  that  he  might, 
as  the  Lord  had  shown  him  in  a  vision, 
bear  witness  of  Him  in  Rome  also.  A 
tedious  voyage,  the  latter  part  of  which 
was  undertaken  against  the  prophetic 
warning  of  Paul,  brought  them  at  length 
into  the  most  imminent  danger :  they  were 
tossed  helplessly  on  a  tempestuous  sea,  in 
a  great  storm  of  such  long  continuance, 
that  for  fourteen  days  the  mariners  had 
not  even  found  time  or  spirits  to  eat,  and 
all  were  reduced  to  utter  despair,  the  pris- 
oner Paul  stood  fortli,  and  afler  gently  re- 
buking tliem  for  despising  his  former  cau- 
tion, went  on,  "  And  now  I  exhort  you  to 
be  of  good  cheer ;  for  there  shall  be  no 
loss  of  any  man's  life  among  you,  but  of 
the  ship.  For  there  stood  by  me  this  night 
the  angel  of  God,  whose  I  am,  and  whom 
1  serve,  saying,  Fear  not,  Paul ;  thou  must 
be  brought  before  Cssar:  and  lo,  Grod 
hath  given  thee  all  them  that  sail  with 
thee,  wherefore,  sirs,  be  of  good  cheer : 
for  I  believe  God  that  it  shall  be  even  as  it 
was  told  me."  Acts  xxvii.  22 — 25. 

With  the  narrative  of  this  gracious  de- 
liverance, and  Paul's  subsequent  abode  at 
Rome,  a  chained  and  guarded  captive, 
the  inspired  history  of  the  early  church 
concludes.  Very  shortly  after  this  its  first 
age,  corruptLons  crept  in,  and  men  were  so 
ready  to  forge  the  seal  of  God's  authority 
for  their  own  vain  imaginings,  that  in  the 
absence  of  the  original  stamp,  we  have  no 
warrant  for  giving  credence  to  any  re- 
corded interposition  from  above.  Such 
may  have  been  vouchsafed;  but  if  we 
cannot  now  invalidate,  neither  can  we  au- 
thenticate it,  and  we  leave  off  where  the 
Lord  saw  good  to  close  the  testimony  of 
what  is  past ;  we  have  only  to  notice  what 
is  yet  to  come. 


SECTION   IX. 

ANGELIC   MINISTRATIONS   IN  THE   LAST 

DATS. 

For  many  hundreds  of  years  our  earth 
has  been  unvisited  by  angels,  bo  far  ai  the 


testimony  of  man's  bodily  senses  is  con- 
cerned ;  but  the  same  faith  by  which  we 
know  that  the  worlds  were  made,  that 
faith  which  is  the  evidence  of  things  not 
seen,  assures  us  that  with  unremitting  care 
and  tenderness,  the  ministering  spirits  of 
heaven  minister  unto  them  that  shall  be 
heirs  of  salvation ;  and  our  daily  experi- 
ence bears  testimony  that  on  many  an  oc- 
casion where  dangers  the  most  menacing 
have  beset  our  path,  or  difficulties  the  most 
bewildering  have  perplexed  it,  we  have 
had  reason  to  confess  with  gladness  of 
heart  that  "  the  angel  of  the  Lord  encamp- 
eth  about  them  that  fear  him,  and  deliv- 
ereth  them."  In  how  many  instances  this 
occurs  where  we  never  are  conscious  of 
having  escaped  a  perilous,  or  struck  into  a 
safe  path  in  time  of  danger,  through  the 
watchfulness  of  our  unseen  friends,  we 
shall  perhaps  learn  when  admitted  into 
their  happy  fellowship  forever. 

But  the  time  approaches  when  a  great 
multitude  of  the  heavenly  host  is  again 
openly  to  visit  earth,  attendants  on  the 
triumphant  state  of  Him  whose  lowly  birth 
in  a  stable  once  brought  to  men's  ean 
their  hymns  of  thanksgiving  to  God.  As 
the  end  of  this  dispensation  draws  nigh, 
we  are  taught  to  expect  that  the  angek 
will  take  an  exceedingly  active  part  in 
what  is  going  forward ;  and,  first,  we  may 
refer  to  our  Lord's  discourses  on  this  sub- 
ject In  explaining  the  parable  of  the 
tares  and  the  wheat,  he  says,  *^  The  har- 
vest is  the  end  of  the  world,  and  the  reap- 
ers are  the  angels.  As  therefore  the  tares 
are  gathered  and  burned  in  tlie  fire ;  so 
shall  it  be  in  the  end  of  this  world:  the 
Son  of  Man  shall  send  forth  his  angels, 
and  they  shall  gather  out  of  his  kingdom 
all  things  that  offend,  and  them  that  do 
iniquity,  and  shall  cast  them  into  a  fur- 
nace of  fire :  there  shall  be  wailing  and 
gnashing  of  teeth."  Matt  xiii.  39—42. 
On  another  occasion,  when  speaking  not 
in  parables,  but  in  a  strain  of  prophetic 
description,  our  Lord  also  showed  the 
office  reserved  for  the  angels  in  reference 
to  his  own  people.  "  And  there  shall  ap- 
pear the  sign  of  the  Son  of  Man  in  heaven : 
and  then  shall  all  the  tribes  of  the  earth 
mourn,  and  they  shall  see  the  Son  of  Man 
coming  in  the  clouds  of  heaven,  with 
power  and  great  glory :  and  he  shall  send 
his  angels  with  a  great  sound  of  a  tram- 
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pet,  and  they  shall  gather  together  hia 
elect,  from  the  four  winds,  from  one  end  of 
heaven  to  the  other."  Matt  xxiv.  30,  31. 
This  ^  great  sound  of  a  trumpet"  is  also 
mentioned  by  St  Paul,  1  Thess.  iv.  16. 
"  For  the  Lord  himself  shall  descend  from 
heaven  witti  a  shout,  with  the  voice  of 
the  archangel  and  the  trump  of  God." 
The  two-fold  office  of  gathering  together 
tlie  elect,  euid  of  gathering  out  all  that  do 
Iniquity,  is  likewise  set  forth  very  strongly 
in  the  Revelation :  "  And  I  saw  another 
angel  ascending  from  the  east,  having  the 
seal  of  ,the  living  God :  and  he  cried  with 
a  loud  voice  to  the  four  angels,  to  whom 
it  was  given  to  hurt  the  earth  and  the  sea, 
saying,  Hurt  not  the  earth,  neither  the 
sea.  nor  the  trees,  till  we  have  sealed  the 
servants  of  our  God  in  their  foreheads." 
Rev.  viL  2,  3.  But  a  more  remarkable 
parallel  appears  in  another  part,  where 
the  time  referred  to  is  evidently  the  same 
with  that  spoken  of  by  our  Lord,  namely, 
the  end  of  the  present  dispensation.  We 
have  tliere  a  harvest,  first  of  the  Lord's 
elect,  then  of  his  enemies.  ^^  And  I  looked, 
and  behold,  a  white  cloud,  and  upon  tlie 
cloud  one  sat  like  unto  the  Son  of  Man, 
having  on  his  head  a  golden  crown,  and 
in  his  hand  a  sharp  sickle.  And  another 
angel  came  out  of  the  temple,  crying  with 
a  loud  voice  to  him  that  sat  on  the  cloud, 
Thrust  in  thy  sickle  and  reap;  for  the 
time  id  come  for  thee  to  reap ;  for  the  har- 
vest of  the  earth  is  ripe.  And  he  that  sat 
on  the  cloud  ttirust  in  his  sickle  on  the 
earth ;  and  the  earth  was  reaped."  Rev. 
xiv.  14 — 16.  This  is  clearly  the  gather- 
ing in  of  the  wheat — the  elect ;  the  Lord's 
harvest  of  his  redeemed  people.  What 
immediately  follows  corresponds  with  the 
destruction  of  the  tares.  ^^And  another 
angel  came  out  of  the  temple  which  is  in 
heaven,  he  also  having  a  sharp  sickle: 
and  another  angel  came  out  from  the 
altar,  which  had  power  over  fire,  and  cried 
with  a  loud  cry  to  him  that  had  the  sharp 
sickle,  saying.  Thrust  in  thy  sharp  sickle, 
and  gather  the  clusters  of  the  vine  of  the 
earth  ;  for  her  grapes  are  fully  ripe.  And 
the  angel  thrust  in  his  sickle  into  the  earth, 
and  gathered  the  vine  of  the  earth,  and 
cast  it  into  the  great  wine-press  of  the 
wrath  of  God."   Verse  17—19. 

Again,  while  three  unclean  spirits  go 
forth  from  the  mouths  of  the  dragon,  the 


beast,  and  the  false  prophet,  unto  the  kings 
of  the  earth  and  of  the  whole  world,  to 
gather  them  to  the  battle  of  that  great 
day  of  God  Almighty,  we  find  it  is  an  an- 
gel who  loudly  summons  all  the  fowls  of 
heaven  to  gather  themselves  together  to 
eat  the  flesh  of  these  rebellious  kings,  their 
captains,  and  their  hosts."  Rev.  xyL  13, 
14 ;  and  xix.  17,  18. 

From  all  this  we  may  certainly  infer 
that  in  every  event  connected  with  the 
final  triumph  of  the  church,  and  discomfit- 
ure of  her  foes,  angelic  agency  will  be  em- 
ployed to  a  very  great  extent  Even  if  it 
were  admitted  that  we  must  view  symbol- 
ically what  is  said  of  the  angels  in  the 
mysterious  book  last  quoted,  (which  we  do 
not  admit,)  we  cannot  suppose  that  our 
Lord  also  spoke  in  a  figure.  So  far  from 
it,  the  '^  wheat"  and  the  "  tares  "  and  the 
"  reapers  "  were  figurative,  but  the  "  chil- 
dren of  the  kingdom,"  the  "  children  of  the 
wicked  one,"  and  the  "angels"  were  the 
actual  beings  referred  to  under  those  si- 
militudes. We  may  quite  as  reasonably 
deprive  the  two  former  classes  of  their 
personal  identity  as  the  latter:  just  as 
properly  take  saints  and  sinners  for  imagi- 
nary beings  as  angels,  as  well  doubt  that 
the  elect  shall  be  finally  admitted  to  glory, 
and  the  condemned  sent  into  punishment, 
as  that  angels  shall  be  the  real  instruments 
employed  in  conveying  both  to  their  re- 
spective destinations.  If  we  had  nothing 
else  to  point  to,  those  few  words  would 
settle  the  question.  "  The  field  is  the  world ; 
the  good  seed  are  the  children  of  the  king- 
dom, but  the  tares  are  the  children  of  the 
wicked  one ;  the  enemy  that  sowed  them  is 
the  devil;  the  harvest  is  the  end  of  the 
world,  and  the  reapers  are  the  angels.*** 

That  the  closing  scene  then,  of  the  pre- 
sent dispensation  will  be  accompanied  by 

*  It  b  worthy  of  note,  loo,  as  connectinjf  this  period 
of  univen&l  activity  on  the  part  of  the  angels  with 
other  Scriptures,  that  no  two  words  can  be  more  differ- 
ent in  their  signification,  than  those  which  oar  transla- 
tors have  ail  rendered  by  the  same  term  "  world."  In 
the  first  instance,  "  The  field  is  the  world  ;*'  the  Greek 
word  expresses  distinctly  this  terraqueous  globe,  the 
material,  visible  earth  in  which  we  live  ;  but  in  the 
latter  clause  where  we  find  it  translated  "  The  harvest 
is  the  end  of  the  world,**  in  the  original  it  is  "the  com- 
pletion of  the  age,*'  zosmm,  the  world,  has  no  affinity 
whatever  with  awn,  the  age :  and  not  only  here,  but  in 
all  parallel  passages  we  find  the  same  event,  1.  e.,  the 
great  harvest  of  the  Lord,  the  day  of  his  coming,  spoken 
of  by  the  term  atox,  proving  that  a  great  crisis  in  th« 
order  of  things,  not  the  destructloB  of  the  euth,  is 
pointed  at. 
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a  visible  display  of  the  hotts  in  heaven  in 
great  numbers,  we  can  hardly  doubt; 
those  whom  our  Lord,  then  seated  on  the 
throne  of  his  glory,  shall  confess  or  deny 
*<  before  the  holy  angels,"  will  certainly 
see  those  witnesses  of  their  doom ;  and 
during  the  tremendous  events  that  usher 
in  this  judgment,  while  Satan  and  his  le- 
gions are  using  every  possible  device  to 
stimulate  the  rebellious  bearing  of  har- 
dened sinners,  to  confirm  the  doubtful  in 
their  unbelief,  and  to  deceive  the  elect, 
these  powerful  and  beneficent  spirits,  act- 
ing under  an  immediate  command  from 
their  gracious  King,  will  indeed  encamp 
around  his  people.  We  may  comprehend 
in  some  measure  the  necessity  of  such  a 
constant  guard  in  our  present  compcura- 
tively  safe  and  easy  state,  and  take  com- 
fort in  knowing  that  so  it  is  with  us,  if  we 
truly  love  the  Lord ;  but  how  unspeakably 
precious  will  then  be  the  thought  of  his 
having  given  his  angels  charge  concern- 
ing us,  to  keep  us  in  all  our  ways,  when 
earthquakes  and  storms,  signs  and  won- 
ders, false  Christs  and  false  prophets 
abound,  lo  terrify  or  mislead  us !  Many  a 
defenceless  child  of  Grod,  finding  himself, 
like  Eiisha  in  Dothan,  accompanied  by 
foes  too  numerous  and  too  strong  for  him 
to  contend  against,  will  take  comfort  from 
knowing,  and  perhaps  on  some  occasions, 
seeing  that  charioti  and  horses  of  fire,  and 
flaming  swords  wielded  by  hands  of  an- 
gelic strength,  are  arrayed  on  his  side. 
When  Satan  puts  forth  his  utmost  might 
in  the  rage  of  a  last,  despairing  struggle, 
against  the  Lord  his  conqueror,  and  the 
little  flock  tliat  afe  about  to  bruise  the 
great  enemy  under  their  feet,  we  may  be 
assured  that  the  zeal  of  ^  Grod's  host"  will 
be  roused,  and  their  love  inflamed  in  a 
proportionate  degree,  contemplating  as 
they  will  do,  the  manifold  wisdom  of  God 
in  the  dangers,  deliverances  and  final 
glory  of  his  church,  while  they  execute 
the  gracious  purposes  of  his  tender  com- 
passion towards  the  poor  sheep  of  his  pas- 
ture, appointed  by  wicked  spiriti  and  evil 
men,  to  be  slain.  It  is,  indeed,  an  over- 
whelming thought,  what  the  aspect  of  this 
world  will  be,  when,  for  a  season,  the  re- 
straint is  taken  ofl*that  now  holds  the  wills 
of  fierce  and  crude  men  within  bounds ; 
when  the  heathen,  that  is,  all  who  are  not 
Christ's,  rage,  and  their  kings  and  rulers 


conspire  together  to  cast  ofi*  the  govern- 
ment of  the  Most  High,  and  to  root  out 
his  dominion  from  the  earth,  *^  Except 
those  days  should  be  shortened,  there 
should  no  flesh  be  saved."  For  tlie  elect's 
sake  they  will  be  shortened,  and  the  har- 
vest will  be  brought  in  more  quickly  than . 
men  expect;  but  under  what  circum- 
stances will  the  angels  divide  and  gather 
out  the  good  seed  from  among  the  tares 
of  the  field  ?  We  know  how  Lot  and  his 
family  were  rescued  flrom  Sodom;  we 
know  how  Noah  and  his  household  were 
shut  into  the  ark,  ere  the  waters  of  the 
flood  lifted  it  up  flrom  the  earth ;  and  we 
know,  though  not  from  the  page  of  inspi- 
ration, how  the  Christians  were  delivered 
from  Jerusalem's  dreadful  destruction,  by 
a  temporary  movement  of  the  besieging 
army,  who  never  dreamed  of  assisting 
them,  but  who  thereby  enabled  them  to 
flee  to  a  place  of  safety.  An  ark,  a  Zoar, 
a  pillar,  there  will  always  be  to  shelter 
that  church,  against  which  the  gates  of 
hell  shall  not  prevail ;  and  theXord  will 
send  such  guidance  that  his  poor  trembling 
flock  of  way-farers,  '*  though  fools,  shall 
not  err  therein." 

But  it  is  when  the  Lord  shall  personally 
come  again,  in  like  manner  as  his  disciples 
saw  him  go  up  into  heaven,  that  the  innu- 
merable company  of  angels  will  be  re- 
vealed. Such  is  the  declaration:  <^The 
Lord  himself  shall  be  revealed  from 
heaven,  with  his  mighty  angels,  in  flaming 
fire,  taking  vengeance  on  them  that  know 
not  Qod,  and  that  obey  not  the  Gospel  of 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ"  2  Thess.  i.  7,  8. 
Then  shall  the  splendid  imagery  of  the 
Psalms  and  prophetic  writings  be  fulfilled, 
and  much  more  than  fulfilled;  for  what 
language,  even  of  inspiration,  can  convey 
to  our  weak  and  darkened  minds  any 
realizing  idea  of  those  things  of  which  e3re 
hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  nor  heart 
conceived,  the  terrible  magnificence  ?  One 
angel,  described  only  as  "  a  man  in  bright 
clothing,"  made  the  bold  and  pious  Roman 
centurion  afraid ;  another  by  the  exhibition 
of  his  angelic  knowledge  and  love  so  over- 
powered the  mind  of  the  holy  John,  that 
he  would  have  ofiered  him  worship,  due 
to  Qod  alone.  What  then  must  be  the 
full  display  of  all  that  is  dazzling  in  the 
Lord's  triumphant  hosts,  when  thousands 
of  thousands  shall  stand  before  him,  and 
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ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  minister 
unto  him?  Their  lively  interest  in  all 
that  concerns  us,  a  race  of  creatures  infi- 
nitely every  way  interior  to  them^  save 
only  through  tlie  high  exaltation  of  our 
nature  by  its  union  with  Deity  in  the  per- 
son oi^  Christ,  and  the  heavenly  privileges 
thereby  secured  to  his  believing  people,  is 
matter  of  wonder ;  and  whether  they  swell 
the  chorus  of  praise  over  the  ruins  of  the 
great  harlot  city,  Rome,  or  spread  the 
joyous  tidings  that  Jerusalem  is  rebuilt, 
and  again  inhabited  by  her  long  lost  chil- 
dren; or  hover  round  the  heavenly  city 
itself,  the  abode  of  those  who  have  at- 
tained to  the  resurrection  from  the  dead, 
with  that  song  of  angelic  sympathy,  *^  Let 
us  be  glad  and  rejoice,  for  the  marriage 
of  the  Lamb  is  come,"  we  shall  be  obUged 
to  confess  that  they,  respecting  whom  we 
have  been  accustomed  to  think  so  little ; 
who  have  been  watching  tlie  progress  of 
all  that  regards  us  with  unwearied  dili- 
gence, and  unfailing  care,  and  whose 
loudest  song  of  praise  to  their  eternal 
King  hails  him  the  Lamb  that  was  slain 
— slain  for  our  redemption, — have  such  a 
claim  on  our  love  and  gratitude,  as  can 
never  be  properly  estimated,  until,  seeing 
our  Lord  as  He  is,  we  also  sec  them  as 
they  are,  and  remember  how  incessantly, 
how  willingly,  they  ministered  to  us, 
tlirough  the  long  years  of  our  unsteady, 
perverse,  inconsistent  course;  contending 
with  our  foes,  keeping  guard  over  our 
steps,  and  finally  thronging  to  welcome  us 
to  a  full  participation  in  all  tlic  glories  of 
their  own  heavenly  home. 

This  refers  to  the  final  period  of  the 
present  dispensation,  when  we  expect  that 
He  who  is  gone  to  receive  for  himself  a 
kingdom  will  return  to  establish  it  on 
earth.  There  has,  however,  been  a  spir- 
itual coming  of  tlie  Lord  Jesus  to  his  peo- 
ple from  tlie  beginning,  while  tlie  call  to 
enter  into  the  eternal  world  has  succes- 
sively reached  them.  When  a  believer 
departs  to  be  with  Christ,  he  becomes  a 
resident  in  the  celestial  Jerusalem,  enter- 
ing into  the  peaceful  rest  of  heaven,  where 
Christ  also  sittcth  at  the  right  hand  of  the 
Majesty  on  high,  there  to  abide,  until  with 
all  the  other  saints,  he  is  summoned  to  at- 
tend his  Lord,  and  to  be  re-united  to  the 
body  which  he  once  lefl  below.  In  this 
transition  of  the  departing  soul,  it  is  cer- 


tain th&    ingels  are  always  present  not 
merely  as  spectators,  but  as^most  active 
messengers  of  Christ    It  is  difficult  to 
speak  of  the  state  in  which  a  disembodied 
spirit  finds  itself,  on  launching  into  eter- 
nity :  it  is  one  of  those  things  which  every 
one  is  certain  to  know  by  experience,  but 
which  none  can  foreknow  by  any  effort 
either  of  wisdom  or  knowledge,  or   the 
most  vivid   imagination.     The  separate 
existence  of  souls,  of  every  soul  of  every 
human  being,  from  Adam  to  the  last  of  his 
posterity  who  shall  taste  death,   is  not 
even  questionable  by  any  who  believe  in 
the  revelation  of  God ;  and  that  all  who 
have  already  lived  and  died,  are  now  in 
companionship  either  with  angels  or  devils, 
awaiting  the  resurrection  of  the  body, 
either  to  life  or  damnation,  is  also  very 
plainly  set  forth  in  Scripture.      To  Abra- 
ham's bosom,  to  the  rest  and  happiness 
enjoyed  by  faithful  Abraham,  the  angels 
bore  Lazarus ;  while  the  rich  man,  we  are 
distinctly  told,  went  to  hell ;  and  what  is 
most  remarkable,  the  angel  who  showed 
John  the  wonderful  things  related  in  the 
Apocalypse,  so  identified  himself  with  the 
prophets,  and  other  obedient  servants  of 
Christ,  as  almost  to  do  away  the  distinc- 
tion between  an  angel  and   a  glorified 
saint    Nor  is  this  a  solitary  instance: 
our  Lord,  speaking  of  the  claim  that  little 
children  have  on  tlie  tenderness  and  care 
of  Christians,  says,  "  I  say  unto  you,  that 
in  heaven  their  angels  do  always  behold 
the  face  of  my  Father  which  is  in  heaven." 
Matt  xviii.  10.     And  when  the  damsel 
who  went  to  hearken  at  the  gate  afiirmed 
that  she  had  seen  Pe4er  there,  tlie  other 
disciples,  assured  that  he  was  either  im- 
prisoned  in  fetters   or   slaughtered,   ex- 
plained it,  saying,  "  It  is  his  angel."  Many 
ingenious  theories  have  been  started  on 
this  ground ;  but  when  all  has  been  said 
that  man  can  say,  we  are  authorized  only 
to  receive  what  bears  upon  it  the  infallible 
and  indelible  stamp  of  truth,  "  Thus  saith 
the  Lord." 

That  in  heaven  the  spirits  of  justified 
men  abide  with  angels,  is  quite  indubita- 
ble on  Scripture  ground ;  but  we  are  also 
warranted  to  believe  that  they  enjoy,  oc- 
casionally at  least,  tlie  angelic  privilege  of 
visiting  earth,  or  of  beholding  clearly 
what  goes  on  in  the  militant  church. 
Otherwise,  how  could  the  souls  under  the 
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altar  know  that  their  blood  was  not  yet 
avenged  on  them  that  dwell  on  the  earth? 
And  why,  if  forever  divorced  from  all  the 
ties  of  mortality,  should  they  express  im- 
patience for  the  arrival  of  that  time? 
Assuredly  not  from  any  vengeful  feeling : 
such  is  forbidden  in  just  men  in  the  flesh, 
and  cannot  reside  in  the  spirits  of  just  men 
made  perfect  Besides,  the  generation  on 
whom  their  blood  was  to  be  avenged,  was 
probably  not  the  same  as  the  generation 
who  shed  it  We  can  only  understand  it 
as  expressing  a  fervent  desire  for  the 
tfpeedy  arrival  of  that  day  of  vengeance 
vhich  we  know  synchronizes  with  the 
vuar  of  the  redeemed.  Those  souls  be- 
liehx  and  mourned  over  the  desolate  state 
oi  'he  Lord's  still  persecuted  Church ;  the 
dcvoied  little  flock  to  which  they  also  be- 
longed; and  knowing  that  He  would  at 
once  put  all  enemies  under  his  feet,  and 
exalt  his  Church  to  glory  and  everlasting 
peace,  they  pleaded  for  the  hastening  of 
that  promised  day. 

Another  instance,  of  which  it  cannot  be 
said  that  it  was  figurative,  as  may  be  ob- 
jected to  the  foregoing,  is  the  appearance 
of  Moses  and  Elias  on  the  mount  with  our 
Lord,  in  glorified  bodies.  £lia8,  indeed, 
did  not  die ;  he  took  his  own  body  with 
him;  but  Moses  died  and  was  buried, 
though  of  his  sepulchre  no  man  knoweth 
to  this  day.  Whether  the  body  in  which 
he  then  appeared  was  his  own,  raised 
again  from  death  and  the  grave  for  a 
special  purpose,  or  whether  it  was  what 
the  disciples  meant  when  they  talked  of 
Peter's  "  angel,"  we  cannot  possibly  tell. 
This  we  know,  the  person  was  Moses,  who 
had  been  dead  for  many  generations,  and 
he  talked  with  our  Lord,  as  also  did  Elias, 
concerning  his  decease,  which  he  should 
accomplish  in  Jerusalem.  They  spoke  of 
a  coming  event ;  of  the  locality  assigned 
to  it  in  the  purposes  of  Grod ;  and,  eminent 
as  were  these  two  lights  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment church,  we  have  no  pretence  for  sup- 
posing that  what  was  clearly  revealed  to, 
and  perfectly  understood  by  them,  in  the 
state  of  blessedness  to  which  they  had  at- 
tained, was  concealed  from  Abraham, 
Isaac,  Jacob ;  from  Noah,  Daniel,  and  Job ; 
or  from  any  who  had,  by  the  like  precious 
faith,  entered  the  presence  of  Qod ;  with 
whom  is  no  respect  of  persons,  and  who 
often  maketh  the  first  last,  and  the  la«t  first 


This  may  seem  somewhat  irrelevant  to 
the  precise,  matter  before  us ;  but  the  con- 
nexion is  very  intimate.  To  every  indivi- 
dual among  the  great  multitude  before 
the  throne,  have  the  angels  of  God  been 
ministering  spirits;  and  seeing  that  the 
privilege  of  believers  in  the  life  to  come  is 
to  be  made  like  unto  the  angels,  to  be 
equal  wtih  the  angels,  and  that  '*  those  also 
who  sleep  in  Jesus  will  Grod  bring  with 
him,"  when  ^  the  Son  of  Man  shall  come 
in  the  glory  of  his  Father,  and  of  the  holy 
angels,"  we  are  sure  the  departed  saints 
shall  with  the  angels  bear  a  very  conspic* 
uous  part  in  the  proceedings  of  that  day ; 
but  we  have  a  striking  indication  that 
they  will  not  descend  to  earth  as  strangers 
long  divorced  from  all  its  concerns,  but  as 
those  who  have  like  the  ministering  an* 
gels,  with  keen  interest  watched  the  pro* 
gress  of  the  church  below  toward  the  final 
consummation  of  all  its  hopes. 

The  apostle  Paul,  after  enumerating 
many  of  those  who  by  faith  obtained  the 
heavenly  inheritance,  includes  in  the  same 
company  all  who  had  borne  testimony 
during  their  lives  to  the  truth,  and  staid 
themselves  on  the  promises  of  Grod.  He 
then  shows  that  they  had  not  yet  obtained 
the  promises  to  which  all  looked  forward, 
but  were  kept  waiting  for  us ;  that  is  for 
the  whole  multitude  of  tliem  which  shall 
be  saved.  He  speaks  of  them  in  their 
present  state  as  a  great  cloud  of  witnesses 
encompassing  us;  and  points  to  the  cir- 
cumstance as  calculated  to  quicken  us  in 
^  the  race  set  before  us,"  the  same  race 
wherein  they  also  strove,  and  succeeded. 
As  too  often  happens,  the  force  of  this 
beautiful  passage  is  greatly  weakened  by 
the  injudicious  division  into  chapters  of 
what  was  written  continuously :  but  a  lit- 
tle attention  bestowed  on  these  two  chap- 
ters without  any  regard  paid  to  such  ar- 
bitrary disjointing,  will  present  in  a  very 
glorious  light  the  perfect  union  and  unin- 
terrupted communion  of  the  whole  body 
of  the  elect,  from  the  time  of  Abel  to  the 
last  period — the  removing  of  those  tilings 
that  may  be  shaken,  and  the  final  estat>- 
lisbment  of  the  kingdom  that  cannot  be 
moved.  It  is  very  remarkable,  that  he 
does  not  say  to  believers  still  in  the  flesh. 
Ye  shall  come,  but,  "Ye  Are  come  unto 
Mount  Zion,  and  unto  the  city  of  the  liv- 
ing God,  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,  and  to 
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an  ioDiiraerable  company  of  angels,  to  the 
general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first 
bom,  which  are  written  in  heaven,  and  to 
God  the  judge  of  all,  and  to  the  spirits  of 
just  men  made  perfect,  and  to  Jesus  the 
mediator  of  the  new  covenant,  and  to  the 
blood  of  sprinkling  that  speaketh  better 
things  than  that  of  Abel."  Heb.  xii. 
22— 2i.  By  faith  the  child  of  God  enters 
into  tliis  community,  embracing  all  that  is 
of  God,  both  in  heaven  and  on  earth ;  and 
when  he  puts  off  his  tabernacle  of  flesh,  it 
is  not  to  lose  sight  of  what  he  has  hitherto 
beheld,  and  to  open  his  eyes  on  a  different 
•eene,  but  to  take  in  all  that  before  he  saw 
Dot,  in  addition  to  that  which  he  has  al- 
ready seen.  Having  passed  the  waves  of 
this  troublesome  world,  and  obtained  a 
sore  footing  on  the  heavenly  shore,  he 
does  not  in  selfish  contentment  turn  his 
back  upon  his  former  companions,  still 
atruggling  through  the  surge,  but  with 
deep  interest  contemplsRe  tlieir  painful 
progress,  and  if  so  the  Liord  permit,  joy- 
lidly  unite  with  the  ministering  spirits 
who  are  commissioned  to  render  such  help 
as  divine  wisdom  sees  good,  by  their  in- 
strumentality to  impart  This,  carried  a 
little  way  beyond  what  revelation  sanc- 
tions, leads  to  perilous  idolatry;  and  so 
we  find  it  was,  even  in  the  apostles'  days ; 
but  what  then  ?  If  some  of  the  unlearned 
and  unstable  wrest  certain  Scriptures  to 
their  own  destruction,  are  we,  therefore, 
to  shrink  from  receiving  the  whole  word 
of  God  1  There  is  no  doctrine  so  whole- 
some, so  pure,  60  essentially  necessary  to 
be  believed,  that  by  overstepping  its  pre- 
senbed  bounds  it  may  not  be  wrested  to  a 
fearful  error,  and  some  who  will  not  enter- 
tain this  exceedingly  important  and  un- 
speakably encouraging  subject  of  angelic 
ministry,  and  the  communion  of  saints, 
lest  it  lead  them  into  unsafe  paths,  will 
dogmatize  on  the  origin  of  evil,  free-will, 
and  the  secret  counsels  of  the  Most  High, 
until  they  totter  on  the  extreme  verge  of 
most  presumptuous  Bin.  John^s  mistake 
is  recorded  for  our  warning,  and  the  an- 
gel's gentle  rebuke  for  our  instruction ;  and 
with  these  before  him,  what  has  the  hum- 
ble worshipper  of  Grod  to  fear  from  an  at- 
tentive, thankful  investigation  of  this  lovely 
portion  of  the  divine  economy  of  grace  ? 


SECTION  X. 

ANOBLIC  TRICJHPB. 

,We  have  now  to  survey  what  is  made 
known  on  the  subject  of  angelic  triumph, 
when  the  final  overthrow  of  all  that  im- 
peded the  universal  extention  of  Christ's 
kingdom  on  earth,  shall  have  terminated 
this  dispensation ;  and  here  indeed  we 
trace  the  beautiful  union  once  before  dis- 
played in  their  heavenly  chorus,  of  *'  Glory 
to  Qod  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 
good  will  towards  men!"  The  twenty- 
fourth  Psalm  contains  a  sublime  foretaste 
of  what  we  look  for,  while  deaeribing  that 
glorious  scene,  the  ascension  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  on  high,  leading  captivity  captive. 
There,  the  heralding  angels  cry,  "  Lift  up 
your  heads,  O  ye  gates,  and  be  ye  lifted 
up,  ye  everlasting  doors ;  and  the  King  of 
glory  shall  come  in."  Those  fh>m  within 
the  gates  inquire,  "  Who  is  this  King  of 
glory  ?"  Not  that  they  needed  to  be  told ; 
no,  they  knew  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 
who  from  his  lowly  birth  had  been  "  seen 
of  angels,"  of  all  the  angels  of  Gtod,  and 
well  were  they  prepared  to  celebrate  his 
return  to  the  glory  which  he  had  with  the 
Father  before  the  world  was:  but  they 
loved  to  draw  forth  the  answering  shout, 
ascriptive  of  praise  to  their  God,  "  The 
Lord  strong  and  mighty,  the  Lord  mighty 
in  battle." 

And  again  the  summons  is  sounded 
from  those  majestic  and  resplendent  le- 
gions, advancing  as  they  sing,  '*  Lift  up 
your  heads,  O  ye  gates,  even  lift  them  up, 
ye  everlasting  doors,  and  the  King  of 
glory  shall  come  in."  The  shining  mul-  * 
titude,  the  seraphim,  the  cherubim,  who 
throng  around  those  eternal  gates,  and 
perchance  the  spirits  of  the  faithful  resting 
there,  once  more  demand,  "  Who  is  this 
King  of  glory  ?"  and  once  more  the  thun- 
dering song  pecds  out,  '^The  Lord  of 
Hosts,  he  is  the  King  of  glory."  It  is 
wonderful  how  habit  familieirizes  the  hu- 
man mind  to  what  is  calculated  to  over- 
power it  The  grandeur  of  this  passage, 
the  imagery  that  it  teems  with  is  such, 
that  man's  lip  might  well  falter  in  appro- 
priating the  lofty  strain,  and  his  knee  bow 
in  unpremeditated  adoration  of  the  as- 
cended King  of  glory ;  but  we  hear  it  until 
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we  can  scarcely  bestow  a  thought  on  its 
surpassing  splendour ;  and  yet  in  the  pride 
of  our  cold,  unthankful  hearts,  afifect  to 
look  down  upon  the  glowing  creatures 
who  cease  not  day  or  night  audibly  to 
pour  forth  the  ardent  devotion  of  theirs  be- 
fore the  throne,  as  though  their  rank  were 
somewhat  below  ours.  But  the  proudest 
heart  will  be  humbled,  and  the  coldest 
kindled  into  flame,  when  that  awful  hour 
arrives  for  the  seventh  angel  to  sound, 
and  great  voices  in  heaven  proclaim, 
"  The  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  become 
the  kingdoms  of  our  Lord  and  of  his 
Christ;  and  he  shall  reign  forever  and 
ever :"  when  the  Church  in  glory,  that  so 
long  awaited  the  day  of  vengeance,  the 
year  of  the  redeemed,  takes  up  the  strain 
and  says  in  prostrate  adoration,  "  We  give 
thee  thanks,  O  Lord  God  Almighty,  which 
art,  and  wast  and  art  to  come;  because 
thou  hast  taken  to  thee  thy  great  power, 
and  hast  reigned."  When  a  voice  shall 
come  out  of  the  throne,  saying,  "  Praise 
our  Grod,  all  ye  his  servants,  and  ye  that 
fear  him,  both  small  and  great,"  and  the 
call  shall  be  responded  to  by  the  myriads  of 
the  holy  angels,  the  innumerable  multitude 
of  ransomed  souls,  the  whole  company  of 
thai  rejoicing  heaven  and  renovated  earth, 
bursting  forth,  ^^  the  voice  of  a  great  mul- 
titude, and  as  the  voice  of  many  waters, 
and  as  the  voice  of  mighty  thunderings, 
saying,  Allelujah :  for  the  Lord  God  om- 
nipotent reigneth." 

That  hour  will  come :  and  in  the  body, 
or  out  of  the  body,  every  soul  of  man  shall 
witness  ilB  coming.  How  near  it  may  be, 
we  know  not,  but  far  distant  it  cannot  be. 
A  veil,  the  veil  of  our  own  darkened  un- 
derstandings, as  yet  conceals  from  us  the 
glory  that  shall  be  revealed :  and  neither 
angel  nor  devil  shall  longer  be  invisible  to 
our  awe-struck  gaze.  The  latter  will 
pass  into  their  fiery  prison,  and  Satan  will 
be  cast  fettered  into  his  dungeon,  and 
while  heaven  pours  forth  its  dazzling  le- 
gions, earth  will  be  purified  from  all  things 
that  offend. 

When  John  saw  the  multitude  arrayed 
in  white  robes,  with  palms  in  their  hands, 
standing  before  the  throne,  and  heard 
them  loudly  ascribe  salvation  to  God  and 
to  the  Lamb,  he  saw  all  the  angels  fall 
upon  their  faces,  and  worship  Grod,  as 
their  God.    Wherever  a  note  of  praise  is 


uttered  by  the  Church,  it  awakes  an  echo 
throughout  the  untold  legions  of  heaven. 
This  sympathy  will  never  cease ;  and  with 
what  delight  God's  angels  contemplate 
the  approaching  triumph  of  their  glorious 
King,  we  are  told  in  many  ways.  That  mag- 
nificent strain  of  holy  exultation,  descriptive 
of  the  final  ruin  of  the  great  harlot  city  of 
Rome,  is  repeated  as  being  uttered  by 
a  voice  from  heaven ;  probably  of  an  an- 
gel also,  for  it  is  called  another  voice  from 
heaven,  immediately  following  that  of  an 
angel  having  great  power,  and  lightening 
the  earth  with  his  glory,  who  cried  mightily 
with  a  strong  voice,  saying,  "  Babylon 
the  great  is  fallen,  is  fallen."  It  was  an 
angel  also,  one  of  the  seven  who  had 
poured  forth  the  seven  last  plagues  on  the 
earth,  who  showed  to  John  tlie  heavenly 
city,  guarded  at  its  twelve  gates,  by  the 
same  number  of  angels. 

Here  we  may  pause,  to  consider  for  a 
moment  what  is  meant  by  this  mysterious 
city !  It  is  oflen  named  in  Scripture,  as  a 
place  actually  existing,  but  not  on  earth. 
Paul  speaks  of  it  to  the  Gralatians,  in  direct 
contradistinction  from  the  earthly  Zion ; 
^*  Jerusalem  which  now  is,  and  is  in  bon- 
dage with  her  children ;"  and  "  Jerusalem 
which  is  above,  is  free,  which  is  ihe  mo- 
ther of  us  all."  GaL  iv.  25,  26.  It  is  dif- 
ficult to  conceive  how,  while  one  is  indis- 
putably a  real,  and  existing,  a  material 
city,  the  other  should  be  a  visionary  thing, 
a  mere  name  ;  or,  that  while  Hagar  is  re- 
presented as  the  figure  of  a  reality,  Mount 
Sinai  in  Arabia,  and  that  again  of  another 
reality,  Jerusalem  in  Palestine,  Sarah 
should  only  be  the  figure  of  a  figure 
which  has  no  substantial  antitype.  Again, 
in  Heb.  xii.,  he  names  it  the  city  of  the 
living  God  ;  the  heavenly  Jerusalem :  and 
John,  in  Rev.  xxi.  says  the  angel "  carried 
me  away  in  the  Spirit,  to  a  great  and 
high  mountain,  and  showed  me  that  great 
city,  the  holy  Jerusalem,  descending  out 
of  heaven  from  God,  having  the  glory  of 
God."  Our  Lord  also  distinctly  mentions 
it :  "I  will  write  upon  him  the  name  of  my 
God,  and  the  name  of  the  city  of  my  God, 
which  is  new  Jerusalem,  which  cometb 
down  out  of  heaven  from  my  God."  Rev. 
iii.  12.  Though  not  so  plainly  named, 
this  Jerusalem  is  clearly  intended  also  by 
Paul,  when  he  says,  Abraham  <Mooked 
for  a  city  which  hath  foundations,  whose 
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builder  and  maker  is  God."  Heb.  xi.  10. 
And  again,  "God  is  not  ashamed  to  be 
called  their  God,  for  he  hath  prepared  for 
them  a  city."  Heb.  xi.  16.  In  the  beau- 
tiful discourse  addressed  by  the  Lord 
Jesus  to  his  disciples,  immediately  before 
his  betrayal,  he  says,  "In  my  Father's 
house  are  many  mansions ;  if  it  were  not 
80, 1  would  have  told  you.  I  go  to  prepare 
a  place  for  you :  and  if  I  go  and  prepare  a 
place  for  you,  I  will  come  again  and  re- 
ceive you  unto  myself;  that  where  I  am, 
there  ye  may  be  also."  John  xiv.  2, 3.  Paul 
too  says,  "We  know  that  if  our  earthly 
house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we 
have  a  building  of  God,  an  house  not  made 
with  har  Is,  eternal  in  the  heavens:  for  in 
this  we  groan,  earnestly  desiring  to  be 
clothed  upon  with  our  house  which  is  from 
heaven."  2  Cor.  v.  1,  2.  Is  not  this  the 
"  holy  Jerusalem"  which  John  saw  ?  The 
name  imports  "peace;"  or  rather,  it  im- 
ports "  where  peace  is  seen :"  and  there  is 
'DO  question,  among  spiritual  people,  as  to 
the  fact  of  tliis  new  Jerusalem  being  the 
heavenly  home  of  God's  people ;  but  one 
very  great  discrepancy  seems  to  exist  be- 
tween God's  revelation  and  man's  expecta- 
tion: the  latter  expects  to  bid  an  eternal 
farewell  to  earth,  and  to  go  to  a  place 
called  heaven,  somewhere  in  a  vastly  re- 
mote space,  where  all  that  he  shall  find 
will  be  totally  dissimilar  from  aught  tliat 
he  has  ever  seen  or  heard  of;  where  he 
will  be  an  eiherealized,  unsubstantial  crea- 
ture among  beings  and  tilings  equally  re- 
moved from  all  with  which  we  are  now 
conversant  Revelation,  on  the  contrary, 
tells  us  of  "  a  city,"  of  "  mansions,"  of 
foundations,  walls,  and  gales,  indescriba- 
bly rich,  bright,  and  glorious  indeed,  but 
still  answerable  in  some  measure  to  what 
we  are  accustomed  to ;  and  it  invariably 
speaks  of  this  heavenly  abode  as  coming 
down,  at  the  appointed  time,  to  the  region 
of  our  earth.  Paul  speaks  of  being 
"  clothed  upon  with  an  house  which  is 
/ro?yi,"  not  in  "  heaven :"  our  Lord  says, 
"  I  will  come,  and  receive  you  unto  my- 
self;" and  the  more  minutely  we  inspect 
the  Scriptures  that  bear  upon  the  subject, 
the  more  we  shall  be  struck  by  their  har- 
monious bearing  on  the  point 

It  is  a  point  in  which  every  individual 
is  personally  concerned ;  and  we  may, 
without   committing    any   presumptuous 


sin,  examine,  each  for  himself,  what  GJod 
hath  seen  fit  to  reveal  to  all.  We  roust 
remember  that  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  took 
to  himself  a  body  which  saw  no  corrup- 
tion ;  that,  in  the  same  body  with  which  he 
arose  from  the  dead,  and  the  identity  of 
which  he  proved  to  Thomas,  he  ascended 
into  heaven,  and  shall  come  again  to  judg- 
ment. Two  of  his  people,  Enoch  and 
Elijah,  also  went  to  that  unseen  place  in 
their  material  bodies ;  and  at  the  cruci- 
fixion of  our  Lord  "the  earth  did  quake, 
and  the  rocks  rent ;  and  the  graves  were 
opened;  and  many  bodies  of  the  saints 
which  slept  arose  and  came  out  of  their 
graves  after  his  resurrection,  and  went 
into  the  holy  city,  and  appeared  unto 
many."  MatL  xxvii.  51—53.  Now  it  is 
perfectly  natural  and  allowable  to  ask, 
where  are  all  these  bodies?  Changed, 
no  doubt ;  their  corruption  having  put  on 
incorruption,  and  their  mortal  immortality, 
and  made  glorious,  as  was  seen  in  Moses 
and  Elias  on  the  Mount;  but  still  the  same 
bodies  that  they  wore  when  on  earth. 
And  if  in  the  Bible  we  find  a  satisfactory 
answer  to  that  question,  by  being  told  of 
a  glorious  place,  a  city,  a  habitation,  pre- 
pared and  reserved  for  God's  children, 
and  in  due  time  to  be  revealed,  not  only 
to  them,  but  to  ail  others,  though  no 
others  shall  ever  find  entrance  into  it, 
surely  we  may  be  allowed  to  take,  in  a 
more  literal  sense,  the  declarations  so  often 
repeated  than  that  which  good  men  have 
been  in  the  habit  of  connecting  with 
them. 

In  all  humility,  then,  we  proclaim  our 
belief,  founded  on  many  passages  in  the 
Bible,  that  a  place,  a  real  locality  exists, 
far  beyond  the  present  scope  of  our  vision, 
but  not  necessarily  invisible  to  mortal  eye ; 
that  to  this  place  the  glowing  description 
given  by  John  in  the  twenty-first  chapter 
of  the  Revelation  belongs :  that  it  is  the 
present  abode  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  in 
his  human  body,  and  of  those  named  in  a 
passage  more  than  once  already  quoted, 
an  innumerable  company  of  angels,  the 
general  assembly  and  Church  of  the  first- 
born, the  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect, 
and  the  bodies  of  such  as  have  heretofore, 
for  some  special  purpose,  been  reused  from 
the  dead. 

We  believe  that  into  this  abode  flesh 
and  blood,  in  its  unchanged  state,  shall 
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not  enter,  but  that  it  will,  during  the  mil- 
lennial period  of  the  Church's  peace  and 
Satan's  imprisonment,  be  fully  visible  to 
men  upon  the  earth,  among  whom  its 
happy  inhabitants  will  have  full  freedom 
to  intermingle,  by  the  same  facilities  that 
placed  Moses  and  Elias  on  the  Mount,  and 
brought  the  holy  angels  so  often  into  com- 
panionship with  man.  We  do  believe  that 
in  this  heavenly  Jerusalem  no  distinction 
whatever  subsists  between  Jew  and  Gren- 
tile,  male  and  female,  bond  and  free ;  aU 
being  one  in  Christ  Jesus,  and  like,  and 
equal  unto,  the  angels;  while  in  the 
earthly  Jerusalem  we  certainly  believe 
that  the  children  of  Abraham,  according 
to  the  flesh,  shall  dwell  under  the  acknow- 
ledged rule  of  their  Messiah,  possessed  of 
every  privilege  that  can  belong  to  the  citi- 
zens of  the  world's  metropolis;  and  in- 
vested with  such  honours  and  advantages 
as  never  yet  were  by  any  nation  enjoyed. 
"We  believe  that  by  a  peculiar  dispen- 
sation, frequently  alluded  to  by  our  Lord 
and  by  the  inspired  writers,  a  subordi- 
nate rule  under  Christ,  will  be  exercised 
by  the  saints  of  the  Church  triumphant 
over  the  church  still  on  earth;  while  an 
intercourse  no  less  frequent  than  are  now 
the  visits  of  those  unseen  ministering 
spirits,  who  have  the  charge  over  us  to 
keep  us  in  all  our  ways,  will  subsist  be- 
tween those  who  are,  and  those  who  are 
not  yet  perfected  in  heavenly  felicity. 
This  view  necessarily  brings  the  holy  an- 
gels forward  as  partaking  richly  in  the  tri- 
umphant glories  of  Christ's  reign:  they 
will  have  gathered  out  the  tares,  gathered 
in  the  wheat,  and  have  seen  their  rebel- 
lious fellows  who  kept  not  their  first  estate, 
consigned  to  the  abyss  from  whence  they 
will  no  more  escape ;  or  if  permitted  to 
share  the  short  season  of  Satan's  enlarge- 
ment, and  to  aid  in  deceiving  those  whom 
he  will  finally  assail,  they  will  speedily  be 
cast  into  the  fiery  pit  forever.  We  are 
told  that  at  the  final  judgment  of  all  men, 
which  follows  this  last  outburst  of  Satanic 
malignity,  the  earth  and  its  heaven  shall 
flee  away,  and  no  more  place  be  found  for 
them ;  but  tlie  holy  Jerusalem  is  imperish- 
able :  it  is  a  building  of  God,  eternal  in 
those  heavens  with  which  our  globe  has 
no  necessary  connexion.  There,  without 
a  pause,  the  songs  of  the  redeemed  shall 
ascend ;  there,  without  a  night,  the  day  of 
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peace  and  joy  shall  endure ;  there  at  the 
gates,  the  ^'everlasting  doors,"  angelic 
guards  shall  hold  their  safe  and  pleasant 
post,  evermore  employed  in  the  service  of 
their  glorious  King.  Blindly  erring  aa 
now  we  do,  in  vain  attempts  fully  to  com- 
prehend what  it  will  require,  new  and  en- 
larged faculties  to  take  in,  even  when  the 
things  now  unseen  are  displayed  to  our 
sight,  we  shall  then  see  clearly,  and  know 
even  as  wc  are  known. 

There  is  a  practical  application  of  this 
high  and  holy  subject,  the  realities  of  the 
spiritual  world,  both  angelic  and  Satanic, 
that  must  not  be  overlooked.  No  action 
of  our  lives,  nothing  that  we  can  do  or  say, 
is  unconnected  with  the  two  classes  into 
which  those  spiritual  beings  are  divided. 
It  fearfully  aggravates  sin  to  commit  it,  aa 
we  do,  in  the  presence  of  those  whom  the 
Lord  has  commissioned  to  watch  over 
and  to  minister  unto  us,  and  who  cannot 
but  be  very  jesdous  for  their  divine  Mas- 
ter's honour ;  and  in  the  presence  too  of 
those  apostates  who  delight  in  our  trana- 
gressions,  because  they  dishonour  God. 
how  circumspectly  should  we  walk,  in 
many  a  case  where  now  our  ways  are 
most  inconsistent  and  perverse,  if  we  could 
see  the  pure,  bright,  searching  eye  of  a 
holy  angel  intently  fixed  on  us,  with  a  de- 
sire to  mark  how  the  Christian  glorifies 
his  Master ;  or  if  we  caught  the  exulting 
leer  of  a  devil,  tracing  out  our  crooked 
ways,  or  turned  in  mockery  and  scorn  to 
the  record  of  God's  will,  which  we  profev 
to  follow,  but  from  which  we  so  perpeta- 
ally  swerve !  Both  might  address  ua-  in 
the  same  language,  and  ask,  the  one^ 
sorrowful  reproach,  the  other  in  grinnini^ 
exultation,  "Is  this  thy  kindness  to  thy 
(Viend  ?"  that  friend  who  has  done  all  for 
us,  even  to  the  sacrifice  of  himself,  for  oar 
redemption;  and  who  has  given  such 
large  supplies  of  grace,  and  such  unlimited 
promises  of  help,  that  we  may  walk  wor- 
thy our  high  calling,  and  enable  him  Id 
present  his  church  to  God,  holy  and  with- 
out blemish,  not  having  spot  or  wrinkle,  or 
any  such  thing.  To  spot  it,  to  wrinkle  it, 
to  pollute  it,  is  the  unceasing  aim  of  Satan 
and  his  crew,  while  no  created  being  can 
lend  the  smallest  aid  to  stay  the  workinga 
of  sin,  to  palliate  it  when  committed,  or  to 
supply  a  particle  of  help  towards  cancal- 
ing  this  debt.    There  is  no  momant  of  ««r 
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lives  when  we  are  perfectly  secure  from 
the  approach  of  evil  spirits ;  and  though 
the  Lord  himself  is  ever  present  with  his 
people,  and  his  presence  is  all-sufficient  to 
protect  and  to  sustain  them,  yet  we  have 
clear  intimations,  as  has  been  shown  in 
these  pages,  tliat  against  those  who  would 
harm  us  an  adverse  armament  is  arrayed, 
watchful,  zealous,  and  filled  with  holy  love 
and  tender  compassion  for  the  feeble  chil- 
dren of  men.  It  is  sweet  to  be  able  to 
flay,  by  faith,  what  Paul  said  from  actual 
right,  on  occasions  of  imminent  danger 
and  deliverance :  *^  There  stood  by  me  the 
angel  of  Grod,  whose  I  am,  and  whom  I 
serve."  It  does  not  derogate  from  the 
omnipotence  or  the  omniscience  of  the 
Most  High,  while  it  exceedingly  enhances 
his  gracious  care  for  both  parties,  that  he 
should  depute  his  bright  angels  to  render 
loving  service  to  his  people.  On  their 
part,  we  may  be  assured,  it  forms  a  very 
endearing  tie ;  and  it  is  strange  that  we, 
who  are  the  great  gainers,  should  be  so 
utterly  indifferent  to  the  revealed  fact,  as 
to  pass  weeks,  months,  and  some  perhaps 
years,  without  bestowing  a  thankful 
thought  on  the  matter. 

Our  notions  of  an  earthly  monarch's 
greatness  are  enlarged  by  observing  that 
his  sway  extends  over  a  multitude  of  sub- 
jects ;  and  that  he  has  under  his  command 
-an  exceedingly  numerous,  formidable,  obe- 
•dient,  and  beautifully  disciplined  army,  so 
•ordered  as  co  hold  efifectually  at  bay  a  no 
lees  numerous  hostile  force,  perpetually 
menacing  his  dominions.  Nebuchadnez- 
zar, himself  a  great  king  and  conqueror, 
Vftderstood  this ;  and  how  striking  is  the 
reference  he  makes  to  that  peculiar  feature 
in  the  majesty  of  the  divine  government ! 
**He  doeth  according  to  his  will  in  the 
army  of  heaven,  and  among  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  earth :  and  none  can  stay  his 
hand,  or  say  unto  him,  what  doest  thou  ?" 
Our  views  on  this  subject  are  rarely  so 
enlarged  as  those  of  the  Chaldean  king. 
To  judge  by  the  tenour  of  religious  books, 
-and  ministerial  discourses  in  general,  very 
little  praise  is  rendered  to  God  for  reveal- 
•ing  to  us  this  branch  of  the  glory  of  his 
kingdom.  We  use  in  our  public  worship 
that  exceedingly  beautiful  and  most  scrip- 
•iaral  hymn,  the  Te  Deum;  and  fluently 
recite,  "  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud,  the 
and  ail  the  powers  therein^  to 


thee,  cherubim  and  seraphim  continually 
do  cry.  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  God  of  Sa- 
baoth!"  What  a  scene  would  open  to 
our  mental  and  spiritual  view  every  time 
we  utter  these  words,  if  wehad  habitually 
paid  due  attention  to  what  the  Lord  God 
of  Sabaoth, — of  hosts,  or  armies, — has 
vouchsafed  to  show  us  in  his  word  !  If  all 
the  imagery  which  we  are  so  slow  to  re- 
mark was  deduced  from  the  Psalms  of 
David,  we  should  scarcely  recognise  them, 
so  altered,  so  impoverished  would  they  be- 
come; and  instead  of  thrusting  his  pre- 
cious doctrine  into  the  shade,  we  should 
do  well  to  bring  it  very  prominently  for- 
ward, even  at  the  expense  of  some  top- 
ics which  usually  occupy  a  large  share 
of  attention,  and  which  do  but  gender 
needless  strife.  ,We  all,  occasionally,  are 
compelled  to  cry,  Our  soul  cleaveth  to  the 
dust,  and  to  ask  for  quickening  grace,  ac- 
cording to  Grod's  word ;  but  we  make  too 
little  use  of  some  of  the  means  which  that 
word  supplies  for  contemplations  of  a  most 
elevating  character.  If  God^s  angels  took 
no  more  thought  for  us  than  we  do  for 
them,  we  should  go  stumbling  about  the 
world  in  a  very  uncomfortable  manner. 

With  some  it  is  a  favourite  plan  to  place 
the  angels  in  a  position  vastly  subordinate, 
or  at  best  inferior  to  that  of  the  saints. 
Yet  when  our  Lord  took  upon  him  our 
nature,  even  the  sinless  nature,  wholly 
exempt  from  Adam's  rebellious  taint,  he 
is  said  to  have  been  made  a  little  lower 
than  the  angels.  Paul,  reproving  the  Cor^ 
inthians  for  going  to  law  before  the  un 
just,  and  not  before  the  saints,  reminds 
them  that  by  the  saints  the  world  shall 
be  judged ;  and  adds,  ''  Know  ye  not 
that  we  shall  judge  angels  ?"  I  Cor.  vL 
3.  This  seems  evidently  to  refer  to  the 
judgment  of  condemnation,  the  ^'judg- 
ment of  the  great  day,"  mentioned  by 
Jude,  unto  which  the  angels  that  kept  not 
their  first  estate,  but  lef\  their  own  habita- 
tion, are  reserved.  It  does  not  warrant 
the  assumption  that  God  will  make  over 
to  his  saints  the  government  of  his  angels. 
Another  ground  for  this  supposed  exalta- 
tion over  the  heavenly  host  is  alleged  by 
some  to  be  the  closer  proximity  of  tlie 
saints  to  the  throne,  as  seen  by  John, 
where  the  angels  are  described  as  form- 
ing the  outermost  circle,  (Rev.  v.  11,)  but 
surely  this  does  not  argue  anything.  The 
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officials  who  gtiard  the  king's  palace  are 
often  of  much  higher  rank  than  those  ad- 
mitted to  the  presence-chamber.  Our 
Lord  has  distinctly  said  of  his  glorified 
saints,  ^*  They  are  equal  unto  the  angels, 
and  are  the  children  of  Grod,  being  the 
children  of  the  resurrection."^  Luke  xx. 
36.  With  the  prospect  of  such  glorious 
equality,  well  may  the  sinful  worms  of 
earth  rest  thankfully  contented.  The  an- 
gels are  ministering  spirits;  and  their 
Master  and  ours  came  also  "  to  minister." 
It  is  well  to  note  these  things:  men  are 
apt  to  adopt,  without  sufficient  considera- 
tion, the  notions  of  those  who  have  per- 
haps borrowed  from  preceding  writers, 
and  amongst  them  framed  systems  in 
which  the  plain  word  of  Scripture  is  less 
prominent  than  are  their  own  glosses 
upon  it 

But  whatever  discoveries  are  reserved 
for  the  period  when  we  shall  know  even 
as  we  are  known,  the  present  is  a  time  to 
make  use  of  what  Grod  has  distinctly  de- 
clared to  us.  We  are  in  the  world;  in 
that  field  where  the  devil  is  now  plenti- 
fully sowing,  and  carefully  fostering  his 
tares,  ibr  the  twofold  purpose  of  diminish- 
ing the  Lord's  harvest,  and  heaping  up 
fuel  for  the  unquenchable  flames,  in  which 
tlie  only  solace  of  his  own  torments  will 
be  the  sight  of  myriads  sufiering  with 
him.  His  great  seed-time  is  while  men 
sleep:  they  will  awake  but  to  find  the 
strong  hands  of  God's  angels  binding  the 
weeds  for  their  final  doom.  This  is  a 
solemn  thought  for  those  who  are  ap- 
pointed to  watch  the  field ;  for  kings,  and 
persons  in  authority ;  for  bishops,  and  min- 
isters of  religion;  for  parents,  and  the 
heads  of  every  household ;  for  all,  in  fact, 
to  whom  is  committed  the  oversight  of 
any  fellow-creature.  When  they  slumber 
at  their  posts,  the  enemy  steals  along,  and 
injures  their  master's  property,  for  which 
they  must  give  account  to  him. 

Another  point  where  Satan  must  be 
met  and  resisted  is  chiefly  personal ;  each 
individual  must  look  to  himself.  The  seed 
of  the  word  being  sown  by  the  great 
Husbandman,  the  devil  is  sure  to  come 
and  endeavour  to  take  it  away,  ere  it  can 
sink  and  be  rooted  in  their  hearts.  He 
knows  how  needful  is  prayer,  with  medi- 
tation, to  render  eflectual  that  precious 
seed ;  and  by  a  multitude  of  devices,  he 


will  seek  to  divert  the  mind  from  such  in- 
dispensable exercise.    In  this  quarter  the 
angels  cannot  oppose  him ;  they  are  noi 
authorized  to  interfere,  nor  permitted  to 
bear  a  part  in  the  mighty  work  of  man's 
regeneration,    conversion,    sanctification : 
there  God  alone  operates.    Jesus  is  the 
author  and  the  finisher,  and  only  on  him 
can  the  soul  lean  for  help  against  the 
mighty.    The  wisest  and  most  faithful  of 
God's  servants  cannot  always  discern  a 
blade  of  wheat  from  a  tare :  they  are  told 
both  must  grow  together  until  the  har- 
vest; lest  in  attempting  to  root  out  the 
weeds  they  pull  up  the  good  plants  also ; 
the  reapers,  with  whom  is  discernment  for 
the  task,  will  come  forth  at  the  appointed 
time,  and  efiect  the  separation,  but  though 
they  can  gather  in  the  whole  harvest  with- 
out  letting  fall  a  single  ripe  grain,  still 
they  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  seed- 
time, or  with  the  secret  growth  of  the 
plant    They  cemnot  hinder  the  choking 
of  the  word  by  worldly  cares  and  plea- 
sures ;  they  cannot  cause  that  to  take  root 
which  falls  where  no  depth  of  spiritual 
susceptibility  exists;    they  cannot  wrest 
from  Satan's  grasp  what  he  has  snatched 
away  from  the  heedless  hearer ;  nor  can 
they  impart  fertility  to  the  heart  of  man, 
that  it  should  so  receive  and  retain  as  to 
bring  forth  fruit    So  wonderAiUy  has  our 
gracious  Lord  guarded  this  and  every 
other  doctrine  from  abuse,  that  no  humble, 
believing  hearer  need  fear  for  a  moment 
to  be  led  into  error  by  conceding  to  the 
subject  of  these  imperfect  pages  that  pro- 
minence to  which  it  is  entitled,  as  occupy- 
ing a  very  important  place  in  the  revela- 
tions of  Qod, 

We  sometimes  have  the  counsel  gravely 
given  to  leave  these  things  to  learned  men 
as  being  too  high  for  simple  minds.  The 
seventy  disciples  whom  our  Lord  sent 
forth,  we  are  told,  returned  to  him  with 
joy,  because  even  the  very  devils  were 
subject  unto  them  through  his  name. 
They  were  simple,  unlearned  people,  who, 
fully  believing  all  that  he  had  said,  in- 
stead of  setting  down  to  hold  a  learned 
disquisition  on  the  nature  of  evil  spirits, 
went  and  acted  upon  what  he  told  them, 
commanding  the  devils  in  his  name.  He 
answers  their  glad  communication  by  tel- 
ling them  that  he  beheld  Satan  as  light- 
ning fall  from  heaven ;  he  invested  then 
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with  unlimited  controul  over  ^^all  the 
power  of  the  enemy,"  and,  after  caution- 
ing them  not  to  rejoice  bo  much  in  this 
supernatural  gift  as  in  the  knowledge  that 
their  own  names  were  written  in  heaven, 
**  In  that  hour  Jesus  rejoiced  in  spirit,  and 
•aid,  I  thank  thee,  O  Father,  Lord  of 
heaven  and  earth,  that  tliou  hast  hid  these 
things  from  the  wise  and  prudent,  and 
hast  revealed  them  unto  babes :  even  so, 
Father;  for  so  it  seemed  good  in  thy 
sight"  Luke  x.  21.  With  this  encourage- 
ment before  us,  with  a  perfect  conscious- 
ness of  being  a  mere  babe  in  worldly 
wisdom  and  worldly  prudence,  and  simply 
believing  that  every  word  spoken  of  God 
IB  true,  we  have  fulfilled  our  task ;  may  it 
be  as  profitable  to  the  soul  of  the  reader, 
as  the  writer  feels  it  has  been  to  her  own, 
while  with  the  Bible,  and  nothing  but  the 
Bible,  to  guide  her,  she  has  endeavoured 
to  trace  the  outlines  of  what  can  never  be 
perfectly  filled  up,  until  the  veil  of  mor- 
tality is  withdrawn,  which  now  withholds 
our  eyes  from  contemplating  in  all  its 
wondrous  details,  the  mysterious  world  of 
spirits. 


CONCLUSION 

"  WATCn." 

"Deliver  us  from  the  evil  one,"  is  the 
prayer  which  our  Lord  has  instructed  us 
to  put  up ;  and  it  is  much  to  be  regretted, 
that  we  are  accustomed  to  use  a  different 
form  of  expression,  calculated  to  with- 
draw our  attention  from  the  great  per- 
sonal adversary,  and  to  present  to  our 
minds  a  vague  notion  of  evil  in  general. 
Whatever  isolates  man,  separating  be- 
tween him  and  the  rest  of  God's  creation, 
is  inimical  to  his  best  interests.  He  looks 
on  the  inferior  animals,  and  forgetting  in 
how  many  respects  their  natural  sensi- 
bilities resemble  his  own,  he  becomes 
their  cruel  oppressor.  He  dooms  them  to 
protracted  hunger  and  thirst;  he  over- 
works them,  until  every  sinew  of  their  ex- 
hausted frames  is  wrung  by  the  anguish 
of  intolerable  fatigue;  he  breaks  the  en- 
dearing ties  by  which  the  Lord  of  all  has 
seen  good  to  sweeten  their  humble  exist- 
ence; and  standing  on  a  haughty  emi- 


nence of  superior  inteOeet  and  eonscioas 
immortality,  he  degrades  some  of  the  most 
marvellous  of  Grod's  works,  using  them  as 
mere  tools  for  the  supply  of  his  artificial 
wants,  the  gratification  of  his  avaridoui 
propensities;    until    the  whole    creation, 
groaning  Sbd  travailing  in  pain  together, 
sends  up  a  fearful  cry  into  the  ears  of 
Him  who  from  the  glorious  high  throng  of 
his  eternal  Majesty  stoops  to   feed   the 
young  ravens  that  call  upon  him.    Man 
was  placed  in  dominion  over  the  beasts  of 
the  field  and  the  fowls  of  the  air,  that  he 
might  exercise  a  becoming  vicegerency, 
brethren  as  they  all  are  of  the  dust  out  of 
which   his    own    body    is    so    curiously 
formed;   but   Satan  fills  his  mind  with 
pride  and  hardens  his  heart  against  the 
pleadings  of  natural  feeling  on  behalf  of 
those  who  have  no  voice  to  utter  in  their 
own  cause ;  and  so,  man,  standing  super- 
ciliously aloof  from  the  creatures  that  his 
sin  has  subjected  to  vanity,  works  the 
work  of  devils  in  conniving  at,  if  not 
wantonly    inflicting,    needless     torments 
upon  them. 

Again,  as  below,  so  above  his  own  scale 
of  being  there  are  races  with  which  he  is 
nearly  afiianced :  not  corporeally  as  here, 
but  spiritually.  These  he  cannot  see, 
therefore  he  resolves  to  banish  their  exist- 
ence from  his  thoughts.  He  is  aware  that 
of  such  superior  creatures  one  class  is 
ever  about  him  for  good,  the  other  for  evil ; 
but  what  little  he  may  have  incidentally 
gathered  on  that  subject  he  heeds  not: 
and  as  to  inquiry,  he  considers  it  a  wor- 
thier employment  to  explode  the  depths  of 
the  earth  for  the  fossil  remains  of  some 
extinct  species  of  animals,  which  had  he 
met  with  it  alive  he  would  probably  have 
hunted  to  death  for  his  barbarous  sport, 
than  to  seek  a  clearer  knowledge  of  those 
beings  among  whom  he  must,  assuredly 
and  inevitably,  dwell  to  eternity.  Such 
insolation,  we  repeat,  is  most  injurious  to 
man :  God  never  intended  it  for  him.  The 
record  of  creation,  the  repeated  injunctions 
to  mercy,  and  the  beautiful  provision  made 
for  its  exercise  under  the  glorious  code  of 
Israel's  law,  all  declare  on  the  one  hand, 
as  do  on  the  other  the  many  revelations 
given  of  angelic  ministry  and  of  Satanic 
malice,  that  man  is  not  authorized  to  lose 
sight  of  his  actual  position  as  a  link  in  the 
chain  of  created  being. 
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Watch  and  pray)  that  ye  enter  not 
into  temptation,"  said  our  blessed  Lord. 
Against  what  were  they  to  watch  ?  He 
hud  apprized  them  long  before,  when  be 
had  taught  them  to  pray,  "  Lead  us  not 
into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  the 
evil  one,"  and  had  also  put  into  their 
mouths  a  plea  for  being  thus  guarded, 
thus  delivered :  "  for  thine  is  the  king- 
dom, and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for- 
ever." The  evil  one  seeks  to  usurp  God's 
kingdom  within  us,  to  stir  us  up  in  resist- 
ance to  His  power,  and  by  our  rebellion, 
our  ungrateful,  unblushing  scorn  of  His 
pure  law,  to  tarnish  the  glory  that  resis 
upon  His  Church.  We  pray  that  Satan 
may  not  succeed  in  so  seducing  us  into 
the  robbery  of  God ;  we  pray  to  be  deliv- 
ered from  his  wiles ;  and  our  prayer  is  ac- 
cepted, if  it  be  offered  up  in  sincerity,  tlie 
heart  accompanying  the  lips,  and  with  a 
willingness  on  our  part  to  watch  against 
the  approach  of  that  from  which  we  have 
prayed  to  be  preserved. 

When  the  Christian,  in  pursuit  of  his 
lawful  calling,  finds  himself  entering  those 
ways  where  the  ungodly  take  council,  and 
sinners  walk,  and  scorners  fix  their  seat, 
he  knows  that  he  must  watch,  and  feels 
that  he  must  pray.  Temptation  will 
surely  Uien  assail  him ;  the  lust  of  the 
flesh,  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the  pride  of 
life,  will  each  find  its  suitable  incitement 
prepared :  the  fear  of  man  will  bring  one 
snare,  the  love  of  man  another;  and  he 
has  no  difficulty  in  realizing  tbe  presiding 
presence  of  Satan  and  his  angels  in  the 
haunts  of  mammon  or  among  the  splend- 
ours of  earthly  pomp,  or  where  contending 
parties  strive  for  mastery  in  the  field  of 
worldly  distinction.  He  does  not  love  such 
scenes,  but  duty  calls  him  into  them,  and 
he  goes  sodly,  humbled  in  spirit,  wary  in 
mind,  taking  heed  lest,  amid  the  abund- 
ance of  stumbling-blocks,  he  should  fall. 
Thus  the  six  days  of  labour  pass,  and  how 
joyful  is  the  Sabbath  dawn  releasing  him 
from  such  necessary  exposure  to  tempta- 
tion. He  thinks,  perhaps,  with  a  sigh  of 
compassionate  sorrow  of  those  who,  turn- 
ing the  grace  of  Grod  into  licentiousness, 
will  certainly  keep  a  Sabbath  to  Satan, 
and  use  the  day  of  release  from  worldly 
business  as  an  especial  opportunity  for 
sinning  greedily  in  other  ways  than  those 
of  covetoumeM  and  itriie;  but  he  goet 


himself  to  the  house  of  prayer,  under  a 
delightful  conviction  that  in  seeking  the 
sanctuary  of  God  he  files  from  the  pres- 
ence of  all  his  foes. 

And  so  he  does ;  but  alas !  Grod  has  as 
yet  no  sanctuary  on  earth  into  which  those 
foes  cannot  enter.  There  is  nothing  in 
consecrated  walls  to  repel  them;  nor  is 
the  most  devotional  frame  of  mind  that 
man  can  bring  himself  into,  a  safeguard 
against  their  near  approach.  Rather  does 
our  conscientiousness  of  being  on  hallowed 
ground,  and  its  attendant  feeling  of  secu- 
rity, encourage  the  wily  foe  to  do  his 
boldest  and  his  worst,  wh^re  two  or  three 
are  gathered  together,  with  Christ  Him- 
self in  the  midst,  there  stands  Satan,  or 
some  trusty  emissary  of  his,  at  their  right 
hand,  to  resist  them.  We  are  not  le(\  to 
conjecture  whether  it  be  so  or  not;  our 
Lord  distinctly  expresses  it,  when  explain- 
ing the  parable  of  the  sower:  ''Then 
Cometh  the  devil,  and  taketh  away  the 
word  out  of  their  hearts,  lest  they  should 
believe  and  be  saved."  Matt  viii.  12. 
This,  indeed,  refers  to  a  case  where  no 
true  faith  exists ;  but  ii  proves  that  when 
the  word  is  preached,  Satan  is  at  hand  to 
render  it  of  no  effect ;  and  where  is  the 
Christian  who  has  never  realized  the 
presence,  even  in  the  hour  of  real  com- 
munion with  God,  of  something  over 
which  he  has  had  to  mourn  as  being  sadly 
opposed  to  that  perfect  spirituahty  of  mind, 
that  joy  and  peace  in  believing,  which  he 
knows  he  ought  to  attain  unto  ? 

We  do  not  rightly  estimate  the  enor- 
mous power  of  the  enemy  at  those  tiroes 
and  in  those  places  where  he  may  be  con- 
sidered as  suffering  an  effectual  check.  A 
man  may  know  "  the  plague  of  his  own 
heart,"  but  he  will  gain  very  little  in  his 
efforts  to  subdue  it,  if  he  thinks  he  has  that 
alone  to  strive  againsL  It  is  the  Devil 
whom  we  are  told  to  resist ;  and  if  half 
the  prayers  that  we  put  up  against  the 
evil  of  our  nature,  were  directed  against 
him,  personally  and  by  name,  we  should 
soon  experience  a  relief  that  is  now  more 
hardly  and  more  partially  obtained.  In- 
quiry into  the  character  and  extent  of  Sa- 
tanic power,  however  successful,  is  no- 
thing without  a  vigorous  application  of  the 
knowledge  gained  to  our  individual  case : 
it  is  to  reconnoiter  an  enemy  whom  we  do 
not  intend  to  fight;  and  who  laughs  at  the 
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pointing  of  our  telescopes,  if  not  followed 
up  by  the  pointing  of  our -guns. 

There  are  some  who  will  be  constrained 
to  acknowledge,  that  the  surest  signal  for 
distress  and  annoyance  in  every  shape  is 
the  attempt  to  commence  or  to  prosecute 
some  really  good  work ;  that  so  long  as 
they  give  their  attention  to  comparative 
trifles,  or  occupy  themselves  in  a  way  pro- 
ductive of  no  particular  advantage,  in 
spiritual  things,  to  themselves  or  others, 
they  go  on  with  tolerable  ease  and  com- 
fort :  but  let  them  attempt  an  aggressive 
movement  on  the  Lord's  side,  and  every 
thing  is  against  them.  There  is  no  hin- 
derance  so  great  or  so  trivial,  from  the 
fracture  of  a  limb  to  the  mislaying  or  soil- 
ing of  a  sheet  of  paper,  but  it  crosses  their 
path;  no  suggestion,  from  that  which 
leads  to  most  sinful  anger,  or  rebellious 
murmuring,  or  dishonouring  doubt  of 
God's  faithfulness,  down  to  the  silliest 
fancy  that  can  attract  the  moment's 
thought,  but  it  will  come  in  their  way. 
Persons,  whose  habits  are  the  most  studi- 
ous, and  whose  thoughts  need  to  be  more 
especially  abstracted  from  the  passing 
events  of  the  hour,  will  find  in  domestic 
confusion,  the  ailments  of  a  family,  the  per- 
versetiess  of  servants,  and  the  unreasonable 
encroachments  of  friends,  sufficient  to  ren- 
der their  progress  all  but  impossible ;  and 
perhaps  in  the  midst  of  such  opposition  as 
it  seems  bootless  to  contend  against,  they 
are  conscious  of  a  tendency  within  to- 
ward that  impious  murmur,  ^*  It  is  vain  to 
serve  Grod." 

(n  such  a  case,  we  pray  for  patience ; 
it  is  well,  for  "  Ye  have  need  of  patience." 
We  ask  more  faith :  it  is  better  still,  for 
'^  All  things  are  possible  to  him  tliat  be- 
lieveth."  We  resolve  to  persevere  through 
every  obstruction  that  can  encumber  our 
path ;  and  that  is  also  meet  and  right,  and 
our  bounden  duty,  ^^  for  in  due  season  we 
shall  reap,  if  we  faint  not."  But  what  a 
relief  should  we  often  experience,  what 
freedom  in  our  onward  course,  by  one  fer- 
vent, believing,  understanding  aspiration 
in  these  appointed  words,  "  Deliver  us  from 
the  evil  one !" 

One  of  the  important  uses  of  watchful- 
ness combined  with  prayer,  is  to  ascertain 
what  form  of  supplication  is  most  accepta- 
ble before  ihe  Lord.  Now,  Satan  is  the 
personal  enemy  of  Christ  in  a  sense,  and 


to  an  extent  that  can  be  applied  to  no 
other.  He  is  at  once  the  originator,  the 
director,  and  the  leader  of  every  species 
of  rebeUion  in  heaven  and  earth.  When 
the  Son  of  God  took  our  nature  upon  him, 
and  became  in  fashion  as  a  man,  Satan 
opposed  him  to  his  face,  tempted,  insulted, 
and  finally  used  to  the  utmost  his  per- 
mitted power,  instigating  the  treachery  of 
Judas,  the  maUgnity  of  the  Jews,  and  the 
cruelty  of  the  Romans ;  throughout  the 
whole  narrative  of  our  Lord's  suffering 
sojourn,  we  trace  this  accursed  spirit,  not 
only  in  his  deeds,  but  by  name:  and 
surely  it  behooves  us  to  remember  all  this, 
and  to  put  honour  upon  Him  who  came  to 
destroy  the  works  of  the  devil,  by  contin- 
ually seeking  his  all-sufficient  help  against 
the  conquered,  but  still  mighty  and  dan- 
gerous adversary. 

It  is  when  we  would  draw  nigh  to  God, 
with  an  earnest  appesd  against  Satan,  or 
persuade  others  so  to  do,  that  we  find  our- 
selves most  furiously  resisted  in  the  outset, 
most  truly  set  at  liberty  in  the  end.  It  is 
when  we  resolve  to  fight  neither  with  small 
or  great,  but  only  against  him  who  is  the 
king  of  the  infernal  hosts,  that  he  will  be 
discomfited,  and  his  legions  thrown  into 
confusion.  Not  that  evil  in  every  shape 
ought  not  to  be  most  steadfastly  resisted, 
but  he  who  is  pointed  out  to  us  by  that 
significant  appellation,  "Your  adversary, 
the  devil,"  is  surely  to  be  singled  from  the 
tlirong  of  which  he  is  the  head,  and  who 
all  act  in  subordination  to  him. 

All  God's  people  undergo  temptation, 
though  not  at  all  times,  yet  so  very  fre- 
quently, and  in  so  many  different  forms,  that 
the  presence  of  an  evil  influence  must  be  al- 
most continual,  and  tlie  power  of  suggest- 
ing sinful  or  foolish  imaginations  must  be 
widely  possessed  and  exercised  among  the 
tempters.  The  mind  has  an  eye,  and  be- 
fore that  eye  pictures  are  held,  sometimes 
consisting  even  of  the  most  ordinary  con- 
cerns of  daily  life,  accompanied  witli  sug- 
gestions of  an  anxious,  an  irritating,  a  co- 
vetous, or  other  evil  character,  while  the 
Christian  is  earnestly  labouring  af\er  a 
composed  spirit,  and  a  collected  mind  for 
the  service  of  the  sanctuary.  Whatever 
may  be  his  usual  occupations,  his  favoui^ 
ite  studies,  his  prevailing  wishes,  these  are 
so  made  use  of  as  to  oppose  a  bar  between 
him  and  the  simply  devotional  frame  adei 
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which  he  longs,  often  intermixed  with  dis> 
tressing  doubts,  vain  speculations,  and  pre- 
sumptuous reasonings,  connected  with  the 
very  duty  that  he  is  engaged  in.  What 
a  terrible  display  should  we  behold  if  the 
mist  were  suddenly  dispelled,  and  our  eyes 
opened  to  discern  these  devils  at  their 
work  in  the  midst  of  a  congregation,  who 
probably  consider  themselves  safely  housed 
from  any  such  intruders,  and  are  therefore 
deficient  in  watchfulness  against  them! 
One,  perchance,  is  in  the  pew,  suggesting 
to  the  hearer  disparaging  thoughts  of  the 
minister,  telling  him  that  such  a  style  of 
preaching  is  not  calculated  to  profit  him, 
and  that  he  should  seek  elsewhere  an  in- 
structor better  suited  to  his  case;  while 
another  in  the  pulpit  whispers  to  the 
preacher  that  he  is  not  in  his  proper 
sphere ;  he  has  reaped  too  little  fruit  of  his 
labour  there  to  have  any  warrant  for  think- 
ing it  his  destined  post  of  usefulness,  and 
thus  the  tie  on  both  sides  is  weakened,  and 
the  enemy  snatches  away,  even  from  the 
renewed  heart,  many  a  precious  grain  of 
gospel  seed,  calculated  to  increase  sixty 
or  a  hundred  ibid,  if  rightfully  received 
and  prayerfully  retained.  And  thus  he 
breaks  many  a  tie  that  would  prove  a  mu- 
tual blessing ;  inducing  a  wavering  mind 
and  restless  habits,  of\en  leading  the  hum- 
ble zealous  pastor  eventually  into  some 
snare  of  popularity,  some  sphere  where 
personal  vanity  is  gratified  at  the  expense 
of  spiritual  minded  ness ;  and  he  who  be- 
gan by  desiring  to  know  nothing  but  Jesus 
Christ  and  him  crucified,  ends  by  preach- 
ing himself,  and  not  Christ  Jesus. 

"  Watch :"  for  wherever  God  has  given 
a  command  or  recorded  a  warning,  there 
will  Satan  be  at  work.  The  first  waking 
thought  is  oHen  at  his  suggesting,  "A 
little  more  slumber,  a  little  more  sleep :  a 
Uttle  more  folding  of  the  hands  to  sleep." 
Prov.  vi.  10.  The  temptation  succeeds ; 
and  at  an  hour  too  late  for  the  due  regula- 
tion of  the  day's  employment,  the  man 
rises,  dissatisfied  with  himself.  The  next 
step  is  to  make  this  loss  of  time  a  plea  for 
curtailing  the  seasons  of  private  prayer, 
or  a  means  of  distracting  the  thoughts 
while  in  the  act  of  supplication :  nor  can 
the  loss  of  the  morning  hour  so  wasted  be 
retrieved  during  the  day.  In  some  char- 
acters, this  leads  to  irritability  of  temper ; 
and  too  well  can  the  iavisible  enemies, 


who  are  busily  employed  in  following  op 
the  first  advantage,  use  a  word  of  unjuit 
harshness  to  the  detriment  of  many  souls. 
In  others,  it  induces  despondency,  idlenesii 
or  such  a  dispersion  of  thoughts  as  rea- 
ilers  the  day  well  nigh  blank.  It  would 
be  endless  to  follow  out  the  customary 
plans  of  those  against  whom  we  mutt 
watch  and  pray;  the  sure  way  to  do  so 
efiectually  is  to  bear  in  mind,  that  the  Bi- 
ble is  Satan's  directory,  since  it  shows 
what  Grod  would  have  his  servants  to  do 
and  to  be ;  and  to  lead  them  into  paths  di- 
rectly contrary  to  that  revealed  will,  so 
that  they  may  grieve  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
provoke  the  Lord  to  leave  them  to  them- 
selves,— which  is,  indeed,  to  leave  them  to 
Satan, — is  the  main  object  of  the  malig- 
nant adverseu'y. 

It  is  not  now  with  the  Church  as  of  old, 
when  men  might  also  watch  for  the  visi- 
ble ministry  of  angels  as  at  the  pool  of 
Bethesda,  *'  where  an  angel  went  down  at 
a  certain  season  into  the  pool,  and  troubled 
the  water :  whosoever  then  first  afler  the 
troubling  of  the  water  stepped  in,  waa 
made  whole  of  whatsoever  disease  he 
had."  John  v.  4.  Whatever  deeds  of 
mercy  these  ministering  spirits  may  be 
commissioned  to  perform,  they  are  hidden 
from  our  eyes;  but  this  we  know,  that 
daily,  hourly  proofs  of  our  heavenly  Fa- 
ther's care  over  his  poor  children  are 
afibrded  to  every  one  of  us ;  and  to  watch 
them  is  a  dclighUul  occupation  no  less  than 
a  duty.  How  can  we  give  thanks  even  for 
the  small  proportion  of  these  mercies  that 
come  under  our  immediate  sight,  unless 
we  watch  for,  and  note  them  ?  We  may 
be  assured  that  there  never  is  a  moment 
when  Satan,  succeeding  as  he  so  fre- 
quently does,  in  drawing  us  ofi"  from  the 
straight  path  of  holy  obedience  into  some 
sinful  compliance,  some  unholy  word,  or 
evil  thought,  would  not  gladly  cut  short 
at  that  instant  of  time  our  mortal  life,  in 
the  hope  of  gathering  our  souls  with  the- 
ungodly.  Our  preservation  in  being  is  an 
amazing  miracle:  dangers  surround  us 
on  every  side;  the  food  we  eat,  the  air 
we  breathe,  is  pregnant  with  death. 
Some  deliverances  are  so  very  marked 
and  conspicuous,  that  we  are  forced  to  se« 
and  to  record  them:  but  inconceivably 
greater  are  those  which  are  warded  off 
by  invisible  agency.     Surely  it  becomes 
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US  to  observe  these  things,  and  audibly  to 
acknowledge  them. 

In  the  service  of  our  Church  we  are 
taught  to  unite  in  a  form  of  open  confes- 
sion of  sin ;  and  if  we  could  call  to  mind  in 
bow  many  instances  the  devil  has  pre- 
failed  to  tempt  us  into  evil  during  the  past 
week,  how  often  we  have  swerved  from  the 
right  path,  and  ^'  erred  and  strayed  from 
God's  ways  like  lost  sheep,"  surely  we 
should  desire  to  make  our  deep  contrition 
known  in  the  presence,  not  only  of  the 
Lord  our  God,  but  also  of  his  enemies  who 
have  thus  drawn  us  into  rebellion,  and  of 
&e  holy  angels  who  have  witnessed  alike 
our  presumptuous  transgression  and  his 
■paring  mercy.  There  is  nothing  in 
this  approaching  to  the  blasphemous  ten- 
ets of  Rome,  by  which  the  angels  are  so 
brought  forward  as  to  entrench  upon  the 
prerogatives,  to  usurp,  as  it  were,  the  at- 
tributes of  the  Mosi  High.  It  is  not  to  be 
for  a  moment  supposed  that  they  can  read 
our  thoughts,  or  know  more  of  our  secret 
characters  than  the  Lord  may  see  good  to 
reveal  to  them,  as  he  represents  himself 
to  do  in  the  parables  of  the  sheep  and  the 
piece  of  money ;  where  friends  and  neigh- 
bours are  summoned  first  to  hear  of  the 
recovery  of  what  was  lost,  and  then  to  re- 
joice that  it  is  found.  "  LUcewiae^^^  contin- 
ues our  Lord,  ^'  I  say  unto  you,  there  is  joy 
In  the  presence  of  the  angels  of  God,  over 
one  sinner  that  repenteth."  Luke  xv.  10. 
But  those  among  the  ministering  spirits 
who  are  especially  placed  about  ourselves, 
as  we  know  them  to  be,  certainly  are  at 
least  as  well  aware  of  our  words  and  ac- 
tk>ns  as  any  fellow  mortal.  Our  open  sins 
are  committed  in  their  presence;  but  if 
they  know  no  more  of  our  contrite  sorrow 
than  usually  appears  in  tlic  aspect  of  a 
congregation  when  whispering  their  con- 
fession of  those  sins  to  God  in  public  wor- 
flhip,  marvelous  indeed  must  it  be  in  their 
sight  that  he  should  so  harden  our  faces ! 

In  like  manner,  our  public  thanksgiving 
— how  cold  a  return  must  we  feel  it  to  be, 
even  when  our  hearts  are  warmest,  could 
we  but  fairly  estimate  the  amount  of  lov- 
ing-kindness expended  upon  us  during  the 
lapse  of  the  few  days  since  our  last  assem- 
bling together  '^  to  render  thanks  for  the 
great  benefits  that  we  have  received  at 
hki  hands."  We  are  the  only  oblivious 
particf :  the  devils  do  not  forget  how  often 


they  have  been  repulsec),  and  their  best 
laid  plans  baffled  when  they  thought  to 
harm  us;  nor  do  the  holy  angels  forget 
the  errands  of  mercy  on  which  they  have 
sped  to  our  succour,  help  and  comfort 
Strange  must  it  be  to  them,  when,  laden 
as  we  are  with  such  incalculable  benefits, 
and  met  together  to  unite  in  prociaiming 
them, 

HoMnmas  Altar  on  aax  toogaes, 
And  our  devocioo  dies. 

Yet  what  are  these  interpositions  of  Pro- 
vidence in  guarding  our  daily  path  com- 
pared with  the  interposition  of  redeeming 
Love,  which  snatched  our  souls  out  of  the 
jaws  of  destruction,  translated  us  from  the 
power  of  Satan  to  the  kingdom  of  God, 
and  secured  to  us  an  inheritance  among 
the  saints  in  light!  We  utter  the  name 
that  is  above  every  name,  and  angels  re- 
joice, and  devils  shrink.  We  speak  of 
the  mystery  of  his  holy  incarnation,  and 
the  song  of  Bethlehem  is  ready  again  to 
burst  forth  from  the  lips  of  the  heavenly 
host^^ljll^  remind  him  of  his  fasting  and 
temptaJioQ,  and  they  whose  infernal  leader 
was  vanquished,  in  that  awful  field,  are 
ready  again  to  yell  out,  "  We  know  thee 
who  thou  art,  the  Holy  One  of  God."  We 
talk,  alas !  with  what  unmoved  faces  and 
feelings  !  of  his  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
his  cross  and  passion,  his  death  and  bu- 
rial, and  they  who  witnessed  the  anguish 
endured  for  us  are  present  to  mark  the  ex- 
pression of  self-abasement  and  heart-bro- 
ken penitence  of  the  rebels  for  whose  ran- 
som the  Lord  of  glory  stooped  so  low. 
We  name  his  resurrection  and  ascension 
— can  we  name  them  coldly,  seeing  that 
when  He  arose  from  the  desui  He  led  cap- 
tivity captive,  and  received  gifts  for  men, 
even  for  the  rebellious,  even  for  us,  that 
Grod  might  dwell  among  us  ?  Surely  it 
would  somewhat  quicken  us  at  least  to 
greater  reverence  of  deportment,  greater 
animation  and  devotion,  to  consider  what 
witnesses  are  among  us,  and  to  what  they 
have  been  witnesses,  from  the  creation  of 
the  world  to  this  day. 

Yet  it  is  a  small  matter  to  be  judged  of 
man^s  or  of  angel's  judgment ;  he  that 
judgeth  is  the  Lord.  If  He  be  for  us,  it 
matters  not  who  else  is  for,  or  who  may 
be  against  us.  Angels,  principalities^ 
powers,  are  nothing :  we  need  not  to  con- 
ciliate the  favour  of  the  good,  nor  to  dor 
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preciate  the  malice  of  the  evil  legions,  for 
He  whose  we  are  and  whom  we  serve,  is 
King  and  God  over  all.  He  bids  us 
watch ;  he  tells  us  to  gird  our  loins  and  to 
trim  our  lamps,  not  as  trembling  slaves, 
who  dread  the  approach  of  a  severe  mas- 
ter, but  as  honoured  guests,  expecting  the 
Bridegroom's  coming,  that  we  may  rejoic- 
ingly partake  in  tlie  marriage  festivities. 
His  bride  is  now  a  mourning  widow ;  he 
calls  her  as  a  woman  forsaken,  and 
grieved  in  spirit,  for  the  enemies  of  her 
absent  Lord  have  usurped  his  dominion, 
and  darkened  the  earth  with  heathenism, 
and  polluted  it  with  blood ;  and  in  the  place 
where  she  should  sit,  a  shameless  harlot 
assumes  her  name,  and  brands  it  with  the 
infamy  of  her  own  crimes.  Well  may  the 
Lamb's  wife,  bewailing  the  desolation  of 
His  heritage,  stand  on  her  tower,  and 
watch  for  his  coming,  whose  right  it  is. 
Then  shall  ensue  the  universal  reconcilia- 
tion of  all  that  Grod  made  to  harmonize 
together,  and  which  Satan  prevailed  to 
disorganize ;  then  shall  the  tabernacle  of 
God  be  with  man,  and  He  will  dwell  among 
us  who  is  the  author,  not  of  confusion,  but  of 
peace.  Then  *'  tlie  kingdom  and  dominion, 
and  the  greatness  of  the  kingdom  under 
the  whole  heaven  shall  be  given  to  the 
people  of  the  saints  of  the  Most  High ; 
whose  kingdom  is  an  everlasting  kingdom, 
and  all  dominions  shall  serve  and  obey 

^  him."  Dan.  vii.  27.  Whatever  sin  has 
displaced,  shall  again  fall  sweetly  into  its 
assigned  station :  Man  shall  be  a  merciful, 
a  loving  ruler  over  the  inferior  creatures, 
who  in  their  turns  shall  cease  to  prey, 
the  strong  upon  the  weak ;  and  he  shall 
again  enjoy  unrestrained  communion  with 
those  heavenly  beings  between  whom  and 
himself  sin  has  placed  a  gulf  that  neither 
can  pass,  except  the  Lord  bridge  it  over 
for  them.  When  all  things  that  offend 
and  that  do  iniquity  are  gathered  out, 

^  when  the  mother  of  harlots  is  hurled  from 
her  proud  seat,  where  she  sits  a  queen, 
and  now  boasts  that  she  is  no  widow,  and 
shall  see  no  sorrow,  and  has  received  her 
appointed  portion,  her  plagues  of  death, 
and  mourning,  and  famine,  and  utter  burn- 


ing with  fire,  all  coming  upon  her  in  one 
day,  then,  and  not  till  then,  shall  the  night 
watch  of  the  Church  give  place  to  the 
glories  of  a  day  that  knows  no  going 
down  of  the  sun. 

That  this  time  is  not  now  far  off,  we 
have  abundant  proofs  in  the  signs  tliat 
thicken  around  us.  The  period  that  re- 
mains is  but  as  an  hour,  and  surely  we 
may  watch  with  the  Lord  that  one  hour.  All 
the  malignity  of  Satan  that  raged  against 
our  Master  on  the  fearful  night  of  Gethse- 
mane  will  now  be  stirred  up  for  a  last  effort 
against  his  Church :  and  the  trial  will  be 
severe,  the  conflict  terrible,  even  as  the 
issue  will  certainly  be  gloriously  triumph- 
ant Whatever  glimpses  we  may  have 
caught  of  the  world  of  spirits  in  the  course 
of  this  inquiry,  must  be  turned  to  good  ac- 
count; for  we  shedl  soon  need  to  exercise 
judgment  in  the  discerning  of  spirits.  The 
sixth  vial,  under  which  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  we  now  live,  is  marked  by  the 
going  forth  of  the  three  unclean  devils,  of 
whose  miracle-working  power  we  are  fore- 
warned ;  and  He  who  has  deigned  to  show 
us  things  to  come,  has  not  set  forth  cun- 
ningly-devised fables  to  amuse  our  fancy, 
but  revealed  solemn  truths  to  guide  our 
steps  aright,  when  our  path  becomes  per- 
plexed beyond  all  that  we  have  known 
hitherto,  or  that  the  experience  of  the 
Church  has  recorded.  He  that  is  bora 
after  the  flesh  always  persecutes  him  that 
is  bom  after  the  Spirit ;  but  now  we  shall 
have  the  author  of  all  corruption  of  the 
flesh  persecuting  the  Lord  in  His  mem- 
bers ;  and  we  shall  do  well  to  measure,  so 
far  as  we  can,  the  extent  of  that  power 
which  is  coming  against  us,  that  we  may 
not  only  be  the  better  prepared  to  with- 
stand in  the  evil  day,  but  also  the  better 
able  to  magnify  tlie  glorious  might  of 
Him,  who  having  himself  led  the  way,  has 
given  his  poor  followers  a  commission  to 
trample  under  foot  all  the  power  of  the 
enemy.  How  needful,  therefore,  how  pre- 
cious, are  the  admonitions  of  Scripture  ? 
"  Watch  and  pray."  "  Be  ye  also  patient ; 
stablish  your  hearts  for  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  draweth  nigh." 
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CHAPTER  I. 

"Have  taith  in  God,"  was  our  Lord's 
reply  to  Peter's  wondering  exclamation,  on 
beholding  the  withered  fig-tree.  The  con- 
text shows  that  the  principle  thus  incul- 
cated is  not  the  faith  which  justifies  a  sin- 
ner, but  that  of  which  Paul  speaks  to  the 
Corinthians— "Though  I  have  all  faith,  so 
that  I  could  remove  mountains,  and  have 
not  charity,  I  am  nothing."  (1  Cor.  xiii.  2.) 
This,  in  its  highest  manifestation,  is  a 
miracle-working  power ;  but  as  no  mirac- 
ulous gifU  are  at  present  seen  needful  for 
the  church,  that  power  is  withheld ;  and 
the  faith  to  be  continually  exercised  by 
those  who  have  already  with  the  heart  be- 
lieved unto  righteousness,  and  with  the  lip 
made  confession  unto  salvation,  is  a  trust- 
ing, abiding,  and  active  reliance,  that  takes 
hold  on  tlie  faithfulness  of  Grod,  and  view- 
ing the  whole  creation,  material  and  moral, 
intellectual  and  spiritual,  as  a  vast  machine, 
framed  and  directed  by  Him,  recognises 
one  almighty,  overruling  hand,  and  ap- 
peals to  it  alone. 

The  common  phrase,  "  second  causes," 
may  be  allowable ;  but  we  like  it  not,  nor 
that  which  it  is  generally  taken  to  express. 
Means  are  appointed  to  educe  certain 
effects ;  but  the  one  sole  cause  of  all  things 
is  the  will  of  Grod — we,  of  course,  except 
from  this  wicked  works,  of  which  we  can 
but  say,  "  an  enemy  hath  done  it,"  the 
Lor^l  not  interposing  to  prevent,  but  for 
some  wise  purpose  permitting  the  evil. 
Man,  however,  seeking  temporal  good  for 
himself,  or  desiring  to  shun  calamity,  is 
prone  to  fix  his  eye  on  what  he  denomi- 
nates second  causes,  and  so,  through  the 


weakness  of  his  faith  in  God,  to  come  far 
short  of  the  blessings  that  are  within  his 
grasp,  il*he  would  only  reach  high  enough 
to  seize  them. 

In  this  day  of  Christian  enterprise,  and 
of  Christian  struggle,  it  is  incredible  to 
'what  an  extent  the  Lord's  people  are  par- 
alyzed by  this  short-coming  of  their  faith. 
They  are  carried  away  by  a  habit  of  cal- 
culating probabilities,  which,  however 
needful  in  some  cases,  is  in  many  others 
nothing  else  than  a  questioning  of  God's 
power  and  love.  How  extensively  appli- 
cable is  the  rebuke,  "  Ye  receive  not,  be- 
cause ye  ask  not" 

And  thus,  indeed,  it  has  been,  even  from 
of  old  time ;  for  Asa,  king  of  Judah,  was  a 
godly  man.  It  is  twice  testified  concern- 
ing him,  that  he  did  that  which  was  right 
in  the  sight  of  the  Lord ;  and  also  that 
his  heart  was  perfect  with  the  Lord  all  his 
days.  He  had  faith  to  the  end  to  save  his 
soul,  but  not  faith  to  save  his  life. — Early 
in  his  reign  he  was  most  trusting;  and 
his  appeal  to  the  Lord  for  help  against  the 
army  of  Ethiopia  is  beautiful — "  Lord,  it  is 
nothing  with  thee  to  help,  whether  with 
many,  or  with  them  that  have  no  power: 
help  us,  O  Lord  our  Grod,  for  we  rest  on 
thee,  and  in  thy  name  we  go  against  this 
multitude.  O  Lord,  thou  art  our  Qod; 
let  not  man  prevail  against  thee."  The 
event  was  according  to  his  faith — "  So  the 
Lord  smote  the  Ethiopians  before  Asa, 
and  before  Judah;  and  the  Ethiopians 
fled."  That  little  word  so  is  very  expres- 
sive, connecting  the  act  of  man's  fkith 
with  the  act  of  God's  power.  Asa  pub- 
licly declared  his  undivided,  unqualified 
reliance  on  the  Lord's  sovereign  meroy 
and  might,  so  the  Lord  gloriously  mai^ 
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Tested  both  on  his  behalf,  crowning  him 
with  victory,  and  his  land  with  peace. 

But  afler  tliirty-five  years  of  a  most 
prosperous  reign,  showing  his  faith  by 
works,  and  reaping  an  abundant  recom- 
pense, Asa  betook  himself  to  second  causes. 
He  did  not  revolt  from  the  Lord,  he  did 
not  rebuild  the  idol  altars  that  his  holy 
zeal  had  cost  down,  nor  slacken  his  devo- 
tion to  God's  cause,  nor  turn  away  his 
heart  from  the  ways  o^bedience ;  but  he 
calculated  on  the  advantages  to  be  gained 
by  securing  the  alliance  of  the  king  of 
Syria,  already  leagued  with  Baasha,  king 
of  Israel ;  so  he  took  of  the  gold  and  silver 
fltored  up  in  the  Lord's  house,  and  also  in 
his  own  palace,  and  with  it  he  bribed  Ben- 
hadad  to  betray  his  ally,  and  to  combine 
with  him  in  turning  the  war  against  his 
rival ;  BO  that  they  made  excursions  into 
the  territories  of  Israel,  and  compelled 
Baasha  to  act  on  the  defensive.  In  the 
flight  of  maui,  this  might  appear  a  shrewd, 
judicious  movement,  and  the  successes 
that  crowned  their  enterprise  seemed  to 
justify  it;  but  it  was  very  evil  in  the 
Lord's  sight,  as  the  message  sent  by 
Hanani  proved — "  Because  thou  hast  relied 
on  the  king  of  Syria,  and  not  relied  on  the 
Lord  thy  God,  therefore  is  the  host  of  the 
king  of  Syria  escaped  out  of  thine  hand. 
Were  not  the  Ethiopians  and  the  Lubims 
a  huge  host,  with  very  many  chariots  and 
horsemen?  yet,  because  thou  didst  rely  on 
the  Lord,  he  delivered  them  into  thine 
hand.  For  the  eyes  of  the  Lord  run  to 
and  fro  throughout  the  whole  earth,  to 
show  himself  strong  in  the  behalf  of  them 
whose  heart  is  perfect  towards  him. 
Herein  thou  hast  done  foolishly ;  therefore 
fVom  henceforth  thou  shalt  have  wars." 
Few  things  try  the  temper  of  a  good  man 
like  having  his  faith  in  God's  providential 
mercy  questioned,  even  when  it  has  sig- 
nally failed. — Asa's  conscience  must  have 
borne  witness  to  his  inconsistency,'  and  he 
fell  into  a  rage  with  the  seer,  punishing 
him  for  delivering  the  Lord's  message 
faitlifully,  and  venting  yet  farther  his  irri- 
tation by  oppressing  some  of  his  unoffend- 
ing subjects. 

But  it  may  be  said,  this  was  not  a  case 
of  calculating  policy — it  was  a  grave 
offence ;  because  Ben-hadad,  the  Syrian, 
was  an  alien  alike  to  the  commonwealth 
of  Israel  and  to  the  true  faith,  while  Baasha, 


against  whom  he  was  hired,  was  a  brother 
of  the  seed  of  Jacob,  of  the  house  of  Issa- 
chsu>;  and  though  he  had  obtained   the 
throne  by  treason,  and  secured  it  by  blood- 
shed, and  brought  himself  under  a  curse 
by  his  evil  deeds,  still  Asa  was  not  justified 
in  calling  on  an  idolatrous  Gentile  to  exe- 
cute vengeance  upon  him ;  much  less  to 
slaughter  the  tribes  over  whom  he  ruled. 
Admitting  all  this,  we  have  further  proof 
that  Asa  offended,  and  ultimately  lost  his 
life,  by  ceasing  to  manifest  that  faith  in 
God  which  had  shone  out  so  beautifully  in 
his  earlier  days.     He  became  diseased  in 
his  feet,  and  instead  of  doing  as  Paul  did 
under  some  visitation  in  the  flesh,  and  as 
he  had  himself  done  when  the  Ethiopians 
came  against  him — instead  of  proclaiming 
a  simple  dependence  on  the  Lord,  and 
looking  to  him  for  deliverance,  Asa  sought 
to  the  physicians,  and  died. 

The  temple  of  God  was  then  in  Jerusa- 
lem ;  there  the  priests,  the  Levites,  minis- 
tered, according  to  the  institution  of  the 
Most  High ;  and  every  possible  encour- 
agement had  been  given  to  Asa  to  ap- 
proach the  Lord,  with  whatsoever  suppli- 
cation he  had  to  make.  Hezekiah  under- 
stood his  privileges  better ;  for  when  Sen- 
nacherib's menacing  letter  was  received, 
he  went  straight  to  the  house  of  the  Lord, 
opened  it  before  him,  placed  his  cause  in 
his  hands,  and  was  delivered.  When, 
under  a  chastening  visitation,  he  lay  sick 
on  his  bed,  unable  to  move  from  it,  ho 
prayed  there,  and  without  seeking  help  of 
man,  rested  his  soul  on  the  power  and  the 
love  of  God.  The  consequence  was,  that 
the  Lord  became  his  physician,  prescribed 
an  application  for  his  sore,  and  healed 
him.  The  contrast  is  very  striking :  He2:- 
ekiah,  with  his  lump  of  boiled  figs,  laid  on 
by  the  prophet's  direction,  anticipating  his 
thanksgiving  service  in  the  house  of  the 
Lord ;  and  Asa,  with  a  circle  of  court 
physicians,  who  added  to  their  drugs 
charms  and  incantations,  but  aU  whose 
skill,  drawn  forth  by  the  prospecAf  such 
rewards  as  kingly  gratitude  would  confer, 
availed  nothing  to  alleviate  his  pain ;  and 
he  died. 

Now  it  is  by  no  means  to  be  inferred 
that  we  would  have  the  believer  seek  a 
miraculous  cure  for  his  bodily  ailments,  to 
the  exclusion  of  means  which  are  evi- 
dently ordained  of  God.    But  conscience 
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whispers,  that  in  such  cases  we  do  lay  a 
very  unjustifiable  stress  on  what  man  can 
do,  acting  on  the  same  plan,  if  not  from 
the  same  principle  with  the  worldly,  who 
do  not  even  pretend  to  look  beyond  the 
skill  of  their  professional  helper.  To  give 
an  ignorant  or  inexperienced  person  au- 
thority to  tamper  with  the  health  of  our 
bodies,  under  a  notion  that  God  will  over- 
rule all  to  our  benefit,  is  presumptuous 
folly :  better  leave  the  case  to  the  Great 
Physician  alone :  but  while  fully  acquies- 
cing in  the  propriety  of  seeking  out  such 
remedies  as  experience  has  shown  to  be 
best  adapted  to  the  disease,  we  would  in- 
quire whether  there  is  not  a  conscious 
leaning  on  the  fame  of  a  noted  proficient 
in  the  healing  art;  a  secret  assurance 
that,  if  any  thing  can  be  done,  he  will  do 
it;  a  limiting  of  the  Lord's  power,  or  a 
pre-judging  of  his  will,  as  to  the  channel 
through  which  the  mercy  shall  be  con- 
veyed. This  evil  lies  so  very  deep  in  the 
heart,  and  is  so  peculiarly  between  the  in- 
dividual and  his  Lord,  that  in  no  case  may 
any  presume  to  judge  his  brother.  To 
judge  ourselves  is  the  point;  and  if  the 
hint  here  given  lead  to  but  one  instance  of 
deeper  self-examination,  redounding  to  the 
greater  glory  of  God  in  the  secret  experi- 
ence of  one  of  his  dear  children,  it  will  not 
have  been  given  in  vain. 

It  is  said  of  Israel,  *<  This  people  have 
I  formed  for  myself  and  they  shall  show 
forth  my  praise."  They  did  so,  during 
many  ages  of  prosperous  exaltation  over 
all  the  nations  of  the  earth :  they  do  so, 
in  this  the  time  of  their  protracted  afflic- 
tion, witnessing  that  though  judgment  is 
the  Lord's  strange  work,  still  as  to  his 
promises,  so  to  his  threatenings,  he  is 
faithful.  They  shall  do  so  when,  the  day- 
beam  of  his  mercy  breaking  again  on  their 
long  night  of  affliction,  they  rejoice  in  the 
fulness  of  his  salvation,  and  he  is  glorified 
in  them  among  the  Gentiles.  But  what 
Israel  a^r  the  flesh  at  present  put  from 
them,  a  spiritual  people  are  permitted  to 
enjoy,  through  a  participation  in  the  faith 
of  Abraham ;  and  those  who  are  new- 
created  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
brought  from  the  bondage  of  sin,  and  who 
are  now  proceeding  to  take  possession  of 
a  heavenly  inheritance,  the  words  are  like- 
wise applicable.  Of  his  believing  church, 
whether  Jew  or  Grentile,  the  Lord  Jeaui 


says,  "  This  people  have  1  formed  for  my- 
self, and  tliey  shall  show  forth  my  praise.'^ 

This,  then,  is  the  great  object  of  our 
election,  and  of  our  continuance  in  mortal 
life :  to  show  forth  the  praises  of  Him  who 
hath  called  us  out  of  darkness  into  mar- 
vellous light,  we  must  glorify  Him  in  our 
bodies,  and  in  our  spirits:  with  the  last, 
He  only  can  hold  direct  communion ;  but 
the  first  term  includes  all  that  we  do  and 
say — all  that  we  leave  undone  and  unsaid 
— not  only  in  the  view  of  our  fellow  mor- 
tals, but,  in  that  of  a  multitude  of  beings 
who  are  not  mortal,  yet  ever  surround  us ; 
ministering  spirits,  employed  on  an  em- 
bassy *dt  mercy,  and  wicked  spirits  lying 
in  wait  to  tempt  and  to  destroy.  Of  this 
invisible  host  we  think  too  little ;  we  gen- 
erally suppose  that  what  is  not  perceptible 
to  man,  is  known  to  the  Lord  alone  ;  but 
this  is  an  error,  and  perhaps  a  little  consi- 
deration of  the  matter  may  quicken  our 
perception  of  the  wide  range  which  this 
duty  of  ouf^rdly  glorifying  God  em- 
braces. 

The  man  who  in  his  family  reads  the  Bi- 
ble, and  devoutly  prays,  and  shapes  his 
public  life  according  to  its  precepts,  so  far 
glorifies  God  in  his  body,  and  shines  as  a 
light  before  his  brethren  and  the  world. 
If  the  same  man,  though  a  believer,  so  far 
yields  to  indolence,  carelessness,  or  any 
other  hinderance,  as  occasionally  to  neg- 
lect the  private  study  of  God's  word,  to 
omit,  curtail,  or  with  outward  irreverence 
of  gesture  and  deportment  to  go  through 
his  devotions  in  his  own  chamber,  so  far 
as  the  external  act  is  concerned,  he  is  dis- 
honouring the  Lord,  and  laying  himself 
open  to  the  suspicion  of  hypocrisy,  among 
very  many  who  cannot  see  faith  in  his 
heart,  except  as  it  works  the  outward  indi- 
cations of  love  to  God  and  man.  This 
may  give  a  dew  to  a  multitude  of  in- 
stances, where  each  of  us  has  ofiended, 
and  does  daily  ofl*end ;  nor  is  it  the  less 
true  because  the  church  has  sadly  lost 
sight  of  it ;  but  how  evident  is  the  fact, 
that  what  we  find  in  the  Bible  alone,  and 
very  rarely  hear  insisted  on  in  the  pulpit, 
or  find  prominently  forward  in  the  writings 
of  men,  comes  to  be  regarded  by  us  as  a 
thing  that  has  been  or  that  will  be,  rather 
than  as  a  thing  that  is !  So  prone  we  are 
to  put  something  between  us  and  God, 
that  even  the  meet  gifted  of  his  faithful 
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ambassadors,  viewed  as  we  view  them, 
will  unconsciouuly  eclipse  some  important 
doctrine  of  the  word  which  they  stand 
Ibrtli  rightly  to  divide.  They  urge  upon 
their  people  the  necessity  of  closet  reli- 
gion, as  in  a  season  where  they  are  alone 
with  God ;  but  man  is  never  alone  with 
God,  save*  in  the  silent  workings  of  his 
spirit,  which  only  the  Searcher  of  hearts 
can  discern.  The  spirit  within  him  will 
often  make  intercession  with  groanings 
that  cannot  be  uttered,  and  he  who  know- 
eth  the  mind  of  the  Spirit,  hears  the  uhut- 
lered  cry,  grants  the  request,  and  replen- 
ishes the  weary  thirsting  soul  with  such 
beamings  of  divine  love  and  pit}^  such 
whispered  assurances,  "It  is  I;  be  not 
afraid,"  as  the  eye  of  an  archangel  cannot 
catch,  nor  the  ear  of  an  archangel  over- 
hear. Oflen  and  oflen  in  the  busy  throng 
of  men,  surrounded  by  the  host  of  heaven, 
and  dodged  by  the  emissaries  of  hell,  is 
privileged  man  alone  with  his  God.  We 
do  not,  therefore,  encroach  on  what  is 
strictly  spiritual,  while  contending  that 
what  is  visible  includes  far  more  than  is 
usually  conceded ;  and  by  consequence 
that  we  manifest  our  want  of  faith  in  God, 
our  distrust  of  his  mercy,  our  offensive 
limitations  of  his  power,  more  provokingly 
than  wc  are  willing  to  admit ;  frequendy 
placing  obstacles  in  the  way  of  those  giOs 
which  he  is  so  willing  to  bestow.  Whe- 
ther prayer  be  audible  or  not,  the  Lord 
hears  and  accepts  it,  as  the  utterance  of 
the  heart ;  but  is  he  not  especially  glori- 
fied when  the  petition  is  presented,  the 
[4ea  advanced,  so  that  they  who  witness 
the  mercy  vouchsafed  shall  know  that  it 
was  asked  and  obtained  in  the  all-prevail- 
ing name  of  Jesus !  The  people  whom 
he  has  formed  for  himself  thus  continually 
showing  forth  his  praise,  to  the  intent  that 
unto  the  principalities  and  powers  in 
heavenly  places  might  be  known  by  the 
church,  the  manifold  wisdom,  smd  mercy 
too,  of  God. 

Bearing  this  in  mind,  and  not  excluding 
from  our  thoughts  those  whom  we  cannot 
exclude  from  our  presence,  seeing  that 
God  has  stationed  one  class  about  us  to 
thwart  the  malignant  designs  of  anotlier 
class,  placed  there  by  Satan,  we  will  enter 
more  closely  into  the  every-day  actings  of 
that  "faith  in  God"  which  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  has  commanded  ua  both  to  cherish 


and  to  use.     And  since  the  things  that 
aforetime  were  written  by  inspiration,  were 
written  for  our  ensample,  the  experience  of 
believers,  recorded  in  the  Bible,  will  eerve 
at  once  as  a  balance  to  weigh,  and  a  light 
to  elucidate  our  own  practice.     There  was 
no  mercy  vouchsafed  to  them  that  is  not 
equally  free  to  us :  no  measure  of  holiness 
attained  to  by  them  that  we  are  not  en- 
couraged to  strive  afler :  to  them  strength 
was  imparted  according  to  their  day,  and 
strength  is  promised  to  us  according  to 
ours.     The  faith  that  Abraham  had  is 
precisely  the  faith  required  in  every  be- 
Uever,  though  he  may  not  be  called  on  to 
place  it  in  such  a  trying  furnace  as  Abra- 
ham did.    Yet  tried  it  will  certainly  be, 
for  it  is  gold ;  and  through  the  alloy  that 
man's  nature  inevitably  mixes  up  with  it, 
the  Refiner's  fire  is  needful  to  purge  and 
to  brighten  it,  that  it  may  be  found  unto 
His  praise  and  glory,  reflecting  his  beauti- 
ful image  at  his  appearing  to  acknowledge 
and  to  claim  his  own  in  the  presence  of 
his  Father  and  of  the  holy  angels. 

Our  object  is  to  prove  that  holy  people  of 
old  shone  and  prospered  in  proportion  as 
they  overlooked  what  we  term  second 
causes,  and  used  the  privilege  so  graciously 
recorded  of  the  Most  High,  by  coming  to 
him  in  all  their  perplexities,  clinging  to  his 
promise,  and  waiting  for  his  mercy.  If  we 
can  bring  tliis  home  practically  to  ourselves, 
blessed  indeed  will  be  the  result;  for  in 
what  perfection  of  peace  is  he  kept  whose 
mind  is  whollv  staid  upon  the  Lord ! 


CHAPTER  II. 

Fancy  has  a  great  deal  to  do  with  un- 
settling our  faith.  The  mischievous  prac- 
tice of  mixing  pictorial  representations 
with  God's  simple  word,  has  helped  on 
the  affliction.  We  know  that  the  saints 
of  old  were  men  of  like  passions  with  our- 
selves, and  in  the  interest  excited  by  their 
history  it  is  probable  we  should  find  little 
time  or  inclination  for  sketching  out  their 
bodily  appearance.  With  very  few  ex- 
ceptions, it  is  wholly  passed  over  in  the 
Bible,  which,  being  written  for  all  ages 
and  all  nations,  is  divinely  so  arranged,  as 
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JO  bring  before  us  what  is  common  to  all. 
Popery,  however,  always  opposed  to  spiri- 
tuality, prevailed  to  establish  a  fashion 
that  we  cannot  now  get  rid  of.  Images, 
whether  sculptured  or  engraven,  maintain 
their  credit,  thoiigh  they  have  lost  their 
worship  among  us;  and  we  can  hardly 
meet  with  the  name  of  a  patriarch  or 
apostle,  without  picturing  to  ourselves  the 
outward  man,  according  to  the  notion 
given  us  by  these  ariists,  and,  however 
accurate  it  may  be,  it  still  keeps  alive  a 
feeling  of  dissimilarity,  perhaps  unde- 
tected by  ourselves,  so  that  Abraham's 
faith  seems  a  thing  as  litde  suited  to  us  as 
his  costume.  We  identify  him,  probably, 
less  as  the  sinful,  idolatrous  human  being 
chosen  by  sovereign  grace,  called  by  so- 
vereign power,  upheld  by  sovereign  love, 
and  gifled  out  of  the  abundance  that  is  in 
Christ  Jesus,  whose  day  he,  by  faith,  saw 
and  was  glad, — less  as  having  a  body 
just  like  our  own,  composed  of  bone,  and 
flesh,  and  muscle,  born  and  growing,  dy- 
ing and  turning  to  dust,  even  as  we,  than 
as  a  mysterious-looking  apparition,  with 
long  beard  and  flowing  robes,  dwelling  in 
a  tent,  reclining  under  a  palm-tree,  and  in 
every  such  particular  unlike  ourselves. 
We  are  willing,  yea,  most  fervently  de- 
sirous, to  be  blessed  with  faithful  Abra- 
ham ;  but  his  very  faith  seems  a  thing  as 
alien  to  our  habits  of  feeling,  as  are  his 
garment  and  habitation  from  those  belong- 
ing to  ourselves.  This  is  one  of  tlie  ob- 
stacles which,  though  not  universally,  are 
yet  very  extensively  found  to  exist,  when 
once  the  mind  is  fairly  bent  to  analyze 
its  most  familiar  impressions.  Imagine 
Abraham  living  in  the  same  street  with  us, 
habited  like  our  neighbours,  and  pursuing 
such  avocations  as  are  customary  among 
us,  and  we  shall  find  how  much  of  his  per- 
sonal appearance,  how  little  of  his  in- 
ward life  has  taken  hold  of  our  imagina- 
tions. This  applies  to  all,  or  nearly  all, 
whose  acceptable  works,  the  fruit  of  faith, 
are  related  in  Scripture.  We  would 
gladly  reject  whatsoever  God  has  not  told 
us,  and  fix  our  attention  on  what  he  has 
spoken  concerning  those  whose  footsteps 
we  are  enjoined  to  follow. 

The  Lord  spake  to  Abraham  from 
heaven — he  speaks  to  us  by  his  word  ly- 
ing before  us.  by  his  Spirit  moving  within 
us,  by  his  providences  unfolding  around 


us.  If  he  has  called  us  from  an  ungodly 
world,  and  in  principle  and  practice  sepa- 
rated us  from  even  such  of  our  own 
kindred  who  still,  in  works,  deny  him,  can 
we  not  confidently  appropriate  the  sequel  1 
Surely  to  us  is  the  word  sent — "  Fear  not ; 
I  am  thy  shield,  and  exceeding  great  re- 
ward." Yet  how  few  aspire  to  the  stand- 
ard of  Abraham's  faith  !  and  while  paus- 
ing contentedly,  perhaps,  very  far  short  of 
it,  do  we  not  practically  attest  that  we  re- 
gard his  attainment  as  somewhat  inher- 
ent in,  and  peculiar  to  the  individual,  ra- 
ther than  as  the  gii\  of  God,  who  is  able  to 
bestow  on  us  an  equal  portion  of  the  same 
grace  ?  Does  not  the  doctrine  of  second 
causes  here  creep  in,  and  mar  the  beauty 
of  what  we  are  called  on  to  survey  as  a 
glorious  instance  of  God's  work  in  the 
soul  of  man  ?  Certainly  the  total  disre- 
gard of  second  causes,  and  a  full,  un- 
wavering, unflinching  dependence  on  the 
plain  word  of  the  Lord,  literally  under- 
stood, and  without  a  reference  to  any  of 
the  laws,  as  they  are  called,  of  nature, 
which  he  who  made  them  can  at  will  sus- 
pend, forms  the  feature  in  Abraham's 
character  which  constitutes  him  the  father 
of  all  who  believe ;  and  since  in  following 
the  example  of  his  faith  consists  our  title 
to  be  numbered  with  his  spiritual  oflspring, 
and  also  our  well-grounded  assurance 
that  amid  all  the  changes  of  this  mortal 
life,  we  should  be  protected,  sustained  and 
guided,  even  as  Abraham  was,  the  more 
closely  we  examine  the  texture  of  his 
faith,  the  better  able  shall  we  be  to  detect 
the  imperfections  of  our  own  faulty  copy. 
For,  let  it  be  remembered,  the  raw  ma- 
terial is  what  we  receive  from  above ;  to 
shape  and  apply  it  according  to  his  own 
daily  requirements  is  the  pcut  of  the  re- 
cipient In  quality,  the  gifl  is  uniform: 
we  cannot  be  justified,  neither  can  we  do 
acceptable  works,  by  means  of  a  faith  in 
any  wise  difl'ering  from  that  of  Abraham 
and  the  other  saints;  but  though  God 
gives  liberally  to  all  who  ask,  many  re- 
ceive not,  because  they  ask  not,  the  abun- 
dance that  they  might  obtain ;  and  to  which 
among  us  is  not  the  Lord's  reproof  appli- 
cable— "  If  ye  had  faith  but  as  a  grain  of 
mustard-seed !" 

Yet  we  must  make  an  exception,  when 
commending  the  patriarch  Abraham. 
He  had  received  the  promise,  that  not 
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Eliezer  of  Damascus,  but  a  son  bom  to 
himself  should  be  his  heir,  and  that  hie 
progeny  should  equal  the  stars  of  heaven 
for  multitude.  He  believed  this,  and  his 
implicit  faith  was  counted  to  him  for 
righteousness.  But  instead  of  waiting  to 
see  whether  the  promise  would  not  be  ful- 
filled, as  it  ultimately  was,  without  any  in- 
fringement of  the  primeval  law,  which 
gave  to  man  a  single  helpmate  only,  he 
betook  himself  to  the  crooked  path  of  cal- 
culating how  far  second  causes  were 
likely  to  operate  in  bringing  about  the 
promised  blessing ;  and  finding  the  result 
unfavourable,  he  fell  in  with  Sarah's  un- 
hallowed expedient,  and  not  only  brought 
much  domestic  misery  into  his  household, 
but  gave  occasion  for  sin  to  his  wife,  to 
her  handmaiden,  and  to  the  child  whose 
irregular  birth  was  a  reproach  to  his  mis- 
trust of  God's  faithfulness.  It  must  have 
sorely  pained  Abraham,  seeing  how  need- 
lessly he  had  embittered  the  poor  hand- 
maiden's hfe  by  an  unseemly  exaltation, 
to  receive  the  command — "Cast  out  the 
bond-woman  and  her  son  ;  for  the  son  of 
the  bond-woman  shall  not  be  heir  with  tlie 
■on  of  the  free-woman."  Sarah's  natural 
evil  was  wrought  into  cruel  oppression, 
Hagar's  into  disobedience  and  scorn  of 
her  mistress,  Ishmael's  into  insolent  mock- 
ery of  the  promised  seed,  and  scandal 
given  before  a  numerous  household,  all 
through  the  failure  of  good  Abraham's 
faith,  in  having  recourse  to  second  causes. 
Nor  was  this  the  only  instance.  Before 
the  Lord  had  fully  revealed  his  gracious 
purpose,  and  received  Abraham  into  cove- 
nant, the  pilgrim  had  relied  on  his  own 
worldly  wisdom  to  avert  any  evil  conse- 
quences to  himself,  from  the  attractiveness 
of  his  spouse.  This  is  not  much  to  be 
wondered  at;  but  he  gave  a  lamentable 
proof  of  the  infirmity  that  cleaves  to  man, 
when,  after  the  promise  had  actually  been 
given  that  Sarah  should  bear  the  pro- 
mised inheritor,  and  he  surely,  therefore, 
might  have  intrusted  her  to  the  Lord's 
keeping,  without  any  more  scheming  ex- 
pedients for  her  security  and  his  own,  he 
practised  again  the  same  deception  in  the 
territories  of  Abimelech.  It  would  seem, 
indeed,  from  his  explanation  to  the  king, 
that  it  was  only  the  continued  observance 
of  a  wrong  compact  into  which  they  had 
entered  on  first  setting  forth ;  but  such  in- 


consistencies ought  to  stimulate  u*  to  a 
more  vigorous  pressing  forward  to  the  prize 
of  our  high  calling,  seeing  what  stumbling- 
blocks  were  laid,  and  how  embarrassing 
they  proved  in  the  path  even  of  faithful 
Abraham  when  once  his  eye  was  allured 
to  look  towards  second  causes. 

After  this,  the  patriarch  wavered  not — 
his  path  shone,  as  the  path  of  the  just  al- 
ways will,  more  and  more  unto  the  per- 
fect day.  A  test  was  prepared,  a  furnace 
heated  for  the  trial  of  his  faith,  that  no- 
thing but  the  purest  gold  could  have 
come  forth  from.  It  is  so  lovely  to  trace 
the  quiet  fixedness  on  God  of  this  holy 
man's  mind ;  his  childlike  obedience, 
noiseless,  unhesitating,  unquestioning. 
No  second  cause  came  beti;i'een  the  eye 
of  his  feuth  and  its  AlmighfyAutlior.  He 
acts  as  though  the  universe  contained 
none  but  the  Most  High,  himself,  and  the 
object  of  his  awful  mission.  The  servants 
might  have  interposed  to  stay  the  hand 
that  he  was  willing  to  raise,  but  oh !  ac- 
cording to  the  yearnings  of  the  heart, 
how  much  more  willing  to  have  arrested ! 
He  will  not  incur  the  hazard  of  such  in- 
terposition, and,  without  exciting  any 
anxiety  in  their  minds,  he  bids  them  remain 
while  he  and  the  lad  go  to  worship ;  add- 
ing, that  they  would  come  again  to  them 
The  apostle  tells  us,  that  Abraham  went 
forth  to  slay  his  son,  "  knowing  that  God 
was  able  to  raise  him  up  again  from  the 
dead;"  and  since  the  promise  had  been 
distinctly  given,  that  in  Isaac  should  his 
seed  be  called,  he  certainly  felt  that  the 
Lord  was  pledged  to  do  so.  It  was  an 
unreserved  casting  of  himself  on  the  im- 
mutability of  God's  declarations.  He  did 
not  argue,  "  Because  the  Lord  has  posi- 
tively decreed  that  Isaac  should  live  and 
become  a  mighty  nation,  therefore  he  can- 
not really  intend  me  to  slay  him."  No ; 
he  meddled  not  with  the  divine  decrees, 
when  his  present  work  was  with  the  divine 
commands.  He  lifted  the  knife  with  full 
purpose  of  heart  "  to  slay  his  son."  He 
was  prepared  to  see  him  a  bleeding  corpse, 
and  consumed  moreover  to  ashes,  prepa- 
ratory to  the  receiving  him  again  from  the 
dead.  Who  can  question  the  clearness 
with  which  the  church  of  old  apprehended 
the  great  mystery  of  ihe  resurrection  of 
the  body,  when  they  view  Abraham 
about  to  consume  the  flesh  and  bones  of 
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his  child,  knowing  that  God  was  able  to 
bring  him  back,  in  the  same  body,  aficr  it 
should  have  been  dispersed  in  smoke  and 
cinders  1  Truly  it  was  a  glorious  specta- 
cle tlien  displayed  on  Mount  Moritih! 
We  know  not  tliat  any,  save  Isaac,  were 
made  acquainted  with  it  until  Moses,  by 
divine  inspiration,  recorded  it  for  univer- 
sal profit;  but  how  many  chariots  and 
horses  of  fire  were  there  in  that  moun- 
tain— how  many  angelic  friends,  rejoicing 
over  their  fellow-servant— how  many  awe- 
struck foes,  forcibly  withheld  iVom  whis- 
pering rebellion  in  his  ear,  and  condemned 
to  look  upon  a  type,  the  substance  of  which 
achieved  every  believer's  ransom  from  tlie 
pit  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels. 

And  why  should  we  not  each  in  his 
own  measure,  afford  the  same  occasion  of 
rejoicing  to  the  hosts  of  heaven,  baffle  in 
like  manner  the  rebel  spirits,  and  give 
glory  to  Him  who  is  the  Author  and  Fin- 
isher of  our  faitli,  by  using  it  to  overcome 
the  world  ?  Abraham's  trial  we  shall  not 
undergo,  neither  have  we,  like  Abraham, 
seen  the  Lord,  and  talked  with  him,  and 
received  the  miraculous  attestations  tliat 
were  multiplied  to  the  patriarclu  It  is  cer- 
tain that,  according  to  what  is  required  of 
us  will  be  the  help  given  to  fulfil  it ;  and 
we  are  shamefully  backward,  not  only  in 
asking,  but  in  desiring  power  to  obey  some 
of  the  plainest  commands  laid  upon  us  by 
the  Lord.  We  select  from  his  word  cer- 
tain injunctions,  which  we  are  pleased  to 
take  literally,  and  profess  to  follow  them ; 
but  others  standing  close  beside  them,  and 
in  no  way  distinguished  from  the  former, 
we  arbitrarily  pronounce  to  be  figurative, 
and  never  even  attempt  to  obey  them  in 
the  letter.  Secondary  considerations  thrust 
themselves  in,  and  we  sit  in  judgment  on 
Crod's  meaning,  interpreting  it  according 
to  the  bias  of  our  own  habiu  and  preju- 
dices. 

An  example  shall  be  adduced,  where 
one  half  of  an  admonition  given  by  our 
Lord  is  generally  received  as  a  plain  di- 
rection, which  it  undoubtedly  is,  and  as 
such  acted  on  by  most  real  Christians,  in 
the  spirit  of  humility;  wliile  the  other 
half,  quite  as  unequivocally  literal,  has 
never  yet,  at  least  within  our  knowledge, 
been  habitually  reduced  to  practice ;  and 
in  this  state  of  the  church  we  fear  it  never 
will  be.    The  former  oocun  in  Luke's 
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Gospel,  chap,  xiv.,  when  our  Lord  marked 
how  the  people,  eating  bread  in  a  Phari- 
see's house,  chose  out  the  chief  room»— 
"  When  thou  art  bidden  of  any  man  to  a 
wedding,  sit  not  down  in  tlie  highest 
room,  lest  a  more  honourable  man  than 
thou  be  bidden  n^  him  ;  and  he  that  bade 
thee  and  him  come  and  say  to  thee,  Give 
this  man  place ;  and  thou  begin  with 
fihamc  to  take  the  lowest  room.  But  when 
thou  art  bidden,  go  and  sit  down  in  the 
lowest  room  ;  that  when  he  tliat  bade  thee 
Cometh,  he  may  say  unto  thee,  Friend,  go 
up  higher :  then  shalt  thou  have  worship 
in  the  presence  of  them  that  sit  at  meat 
w^ith  thee.  For  whosoever  exalteth  him- 
self shall  be  abased ;  and  he  that  hum- 
bleth  himself  shall  be  exalted."  This  is 
easy  of  acceptation :  it  is  a  fact  that  a  man 
who  takes  a  place  lower  than  his  rank  en- 
titles him  to,  is  pretty  sure  of  a  summons 
from  his  entertainer  to  assume  a  higher 
place;  and  the  respect  thus  shown  is 
marked  by  all.  We,  therefore,  find  almost 
all  well-mannered  people  ready  to  act  upon 
the  principle.  But  our  Heavenly  Master 
did  not  end  here ;  he  had  spoken  to  the 
guests ;  he  now  addressed  him  that  bade 
them,  and  who  among  us  will  say  that  he 
has  adopted  the  rules  laid  down,  or  intends 
to  do  so  ?  '^  When  thou  makest  a  dinner 
or  a  supper,  call  not  thy  friends,  nor  thy 
brethren,  neither  thy  kinsmen,  nor  thyridi 
neighbours ;  lest  they  also  bid  thee  again^ 
and  a  recompense  be  made  thee.  Bull 
when  thou  makest  a  feast,  call  the  poot, 
the  maimed,  the  lame,  the  blind :  And  tfaou 
shalt  be  blessed ;  for  they  cannot  recom- 
pense thee ;  for  ^ou  shalt  be  recompensed 
at  the  resurrection  of  the  just"  The  wri- 
ter has  often  been  arrested  by  this  beauti- 
ful passage,  and  secretly  asked,  Whsn 
was  the  command  abrogated  ?  When  did 
the  followers  of  the  Lord  Jesus  obtain  his 
concurrence  in  the  plan  of  adorning  their 
houses  with  such  deUcate  furniture  as  the 
children  of  poverty  must  not  come  in  con- 
tact with — their  tables  with  costly  plate, 
their  dishes  with  choice  viands,  and  then 
assemble  a  circle  of  friends,  and  kinsmeq, 
and  rich  neighbours,  to  luxuriate  in  what, 
perhaps,  is  not  costly  in  comparison  with 
a  worldling's  display,  but  which,  if  th..  ac- 
tual value  of  it  were  laid  out  in  the  plain- 
est fare,  such  as  satisfies  a  beggar's  hun- 
ger, would  make  indeed  "  a  test"  to  iucIl 
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a  company  of  the  poor,  the  maimed,  the 
lame,  the  blind,  the  destitute,  of  all  classes, 
as  fthould  be  a  spectacle  for  angels  to  re- 
joice in  ?  The  objections  are  many,  and 
probably  no  one  now  reading  this  page 
will  be  at  a  loss  to  advance  some  strong 
reason  against  complying  witli  the  letter 
of  the  precept.  We  do  not  presume  to 
enter  the  lists :  we  can  only  say,  the  Lord 
hathfpoketi  it ;  and  remark  tliat  if  it  w^cre 
obeyed,  if  our  intercourse  with  our  equals 
waa  carried  on  irrespective  of  the  eating 
and  drinking  system,  which  leads  to  such 
dreadful  waste,  if  all  tliat  could  be  spared 
fbr  even  a  small  dinner  party  was  punctu- 
ally laid  out  in  making  a  scriptural  "feast" 
of  beef  and  potatoes  for  the  very  poor,  the 
result  would  change  the  whole  aspect  of 
oar  population ;  the  poor  would  oflen  eat, 
where  now  they  perish  with  hunger ;  and 
the  disciples  who  entertain  them  would 
find  a  joy  in  the  contemplation,  compared 
with  which  the  pleasure  resulting  from 
what  is  now  miscalled  hospitality — the 
feeding  of  those  who  will  feed  us  in  return 
— and  squandering  on  expensive  acxxim- 
paniments  the  price  of  many  a  poor  man^s 
sustenance,  would  become  a  sin  to  be  re- 
pented of,  ratlier  tlian  a  privilege  to  be  en- 
joyed. 

But  though  the  believer's  heart  and  con- 
science may  secretly  prompt  an  admission 
of  this  truth,  second  causes  forthwith  inter- 
vene to  banish  the  thought.  The  world's 
•customs  an(4  the  world^s  remarks ;  the  loss 
•ef  castCj  the  supposed  affectation  of  singu- 
larity, and  the  strange  yet  prevalent  whim 
that,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  society  and  con- 
Tersation  of  our  friends  it  is  indispensable 
to  prime  them  with  good  cheer,  with  all 
the  culinary  and  other  accompaniments 
-eur  means  will  admit  of— these  things  are 
found  weighty  enough  to  turn  the  balance 
against  our  Lord's  command,  and  deter  us 
firom  even  seeking  the  faith  that  would  en- 
Hble  us  to  fulfil  it  SSurely  if  He  was  to 
appear  again,  a  poor,  unknown  wanderer, 
witbDut  a  shelter  for  his  head,  and  depend- 
ent on  the  ministrations  of  others  for  his 
daily  food,  it  is  not  in  a  gentleman's 
house  he  would  be  likely  to  find  entertain- 
ment 

This  instance  is  only  brought  forward 
to  diow  that  we  have  surrounded  our- 
selves with  a  host  of  obstacles,  encumber- 
ing tlie  walks  of  faith,  so  thai  to  make 


straight  paths  for  our  feet  ia  a  difficulty 
tliat  our  infirmity  magnifies  into  an  impos- 
sibility.    Conscious  of  this,  we  are  con- 
tent to  travel  along  tlie  irregular  paths 
marked  by  custom,  and  are  more  ready  to 
seek  afler  man's  glosses  on  words,  Uiat 
we  Gnd  so  embarrassing,  than,  with  a  sim- 
ple reliance  on  the  wisdom  that  conde- 
scendingly instructs  us,  to  say,  '<  Speak, 
Lord,  tliy  servant  heareth."    Yet  do  wc 
not  look  for  a  literal  fulOlment  of  His  prom- 
ises to  us,  while  explainmg  away  so  large 
a  proportion  of  our  bounden  duty  and  ser- 
vice to  Him  ?    And  do  wc  not  herein  err, 
and  lose  much,  very  much,  both  of  bless- 
ing  from  above,  and  of  peace  in  our  souls  ? 
Oh  for  grace  to  put  away  all  that  stands 
between  us  and  Christ,  alike  as  the  object 
of  fa i til    and    obedience,  in   order    that 
Christ  alone  may  stand  between  us  and 
the  Father ! 


CHAPTER   III. 

JosEPn  was  a  glorious  instance  of  un- 
faltering obedience,  the  result  of  unwaver- 
ing fuith.  He  set  €rod  always  before  him; 
and  what  was  the  result?  Whether  in 
the  house  of  Potiphar,  daily  exposed  to 
ensnaring  solicitations,  or  in  the  felon's 
cell,  overseeing  his  fellow-captives,  or  in 
tlie  dazzling  presence  of  eartli's  proudest 
monarch,  required  to  give  tliat  royal  idol- 
ater proof  of  God,  the  God  of  Israel's  es- 
pecial favour  to  him ;  or  in  the  onerous 
charge  of  an  empire's  difficult  concerns 
during  a  seven  years'  famine,  the  same 
testimony  is,  with  beautiful  iteration,  al- 
ways borne  ;  "  The  Lord  was  with  Joseph, 
and  he  was  a  prosperous  man."  Prosper- 
ity in  temporal  things  is  no  certain  mark 
of  divine  favour  to  the  follower  of  Christ, 
who  must  be  ready  to  take  up  a  daily 
cross ;  yet  when  affliction  presses  wc  have 
warrant  for  believing  that  God  is  willing^ 
to  be  entreated,  and.  like  a  pitying  father, 
to  remove  or  to  lighten  tlie  chastisement, 
if  approached  with  the  confidence  that  a 
child  should  feel,  and  honoured  by  such  a 
measure  of  faith  as  will  glorify  him.  Paul 
acted  on  this  knowledge ;  and  though  he 
did  not  obtain  the  removal  of  what  dis- 
tressed him,  he  received  such  encouraging 
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asenrance  of  God's  merciful  purpose  in  it, 
OS  enabled  him  to  glory  in  tliat  which  be- 
fore was  his  chief  torment  "  But  Paul 
was  very  unlike  rac  ;  his  calling,  his  gi(\s, 
his  privileges,  were  altogether  dissimilar 
from  mine,"  True;  therefore,  we  may 
rest  assured  that  such  parts  of  his  individ- 
ual experience  as  bore  no  exclusive  refer- 
ence to  his  apostolic  mission,  would  not  he 
recorded  unless  for  our  personal  benefit 
He  says  as  much:  ''Whether  we  be 
afflicted,  it  is  for  your  consolation  and  sal- 
vation, which  is  effectual  (or  wrought)  in 
the  enduring  the  same  sufferings  which 
we  also  suffer:  or  whether  we  be  com- 
forted, it  is  for  your  consolation  and  salva- 
tion." 2  Cor.  i.  6.  Bat  what  we  want  to 
enforce  is  this,  that  our  freedom  of  access 
to  God,  through  Christ,  is  as  great  as  was 
that  of  any  one  noted  in  the  word  of  inspi- 
ration ;  his  eye  as  intently  Gxed  on  us  as 
on  Abraham,  Joseph,  or  Paul;  and  a 
fuller,  more  practical  conviction  of  this 
precious  trutli,  leading  us  habitually  to 
draw  nigh  unto  God,  would  cause  him 
more  perceptibly  to  draw  nigh  unto  us 
so  tliat  Satan  should  be  constantly  re- 
buked, our  courage  raised,  our  hopes 
brightened,  and  our  hearts  filled  with  the 
peace  which  passeth  all  understanding. 

It  was  because  Joseph  so  constantly 
realized  tlie  Liord's  spiritual  presence,  that 
the  Lord  was  so  evidently  with  him  in 
temporal  things.  It  was  because  Paul 
with  perseverance  and  confidence  made 
his  request  to  the  Lord  for  the  removal  of 
a  tliorn  in  the  flesh,  tliat  he  received  an 
audible  reply,  giving  a  reason  for  the 
withholding  of  what  he  asked.  Now,  we 
do  not  expect  to  be  made  rulers  of  king- 
doms, like  Joseph,  or  to  hear  €rod  speak 
from  the  third  heaven,  like  Paul:  but 
though  the  dispensation  be  changed,  the 
Lord  cluingeth  not  His  love  is  the  same, 
his  power  is  the  same,  and,  coming  to  him 
witliout  an  ''  if,"  we  shall  find  that  "  all 
tilings  are  possible  to  him  that  believeth." 
If  in  the  course  of  his  providence,  mani- 
fested by  its  being  in  the  evident  path  of 
our  duty,  he  calls  on  us  to  make  a  sacrifice 
of  property,  of  ease,  of  comfort  of  inclina- 
tion, yea,  of  our  good  name  itself*  we  have 
Abraham  for  an  example  of  quiet  acquies- 
cence. If  it  be  something  which  we  really 
think  we  cannot  do  without,  we  know  that 
He  who  gave  it  to  ui  is  able  to  restore  it 


Joseph  chose  to  suffer  wrongfully  as  an 
evil-doer,  rather  than  do  the  evil  to  which 
he  was  tempted.  Had  he  looked  to  se- 
cond causes,  he  would  have  been  sorely 
perplexed:  he  might  have  argued  with 
himself,  "  If  I  provoke  tliis  enemy  of  god- 
liness, she  may  bring  dishonour  on  the 
name  of  tlie  Lord,  whose  only  servant  and 
wiUiess  in  Uiis  country  I  am :  ihgrefore, 
not  for  my  own,  but  for  his  cause's  sake, 
I  must  at  least  dissemble,  and  avoid  irrita- 
ting her."  But  no :  Joseph  knew  tliat  God 
would  maintain  his  own  cause,  and  that 
hi8  task  was  to  hold  no  parley  with  sin ;  to 
bring  none  of  his  shallow  wisdom  or 
erring  calculations  into  the  field.  He  ex- 
ceedingly glorified  the  Lord  by  his  un- 
flinching consistency.  He  who  was  known 
only  as  '*  the  God  of  the  Hebrews"  might 
have  seemed  to  be  more  dishonoured 
when  the  only  Hebrew  in  Egypt  was  cast 
into  a  dungeon  on  an  undoubted  charge 
of  most  profligate  villainy  and  hypocrisy, 
than  if  his  servant  had  allowed  a  single 
individual  to  hope  he  might  be  led  into 
secret  transgression,  who,  for  her  own  sake, 
would  have  preserved  his  good  name  un- 
sullied among  men.  This  would  have 
been  a  very  legitimate  use  of  second 
causes,  and  it  might  have  succeeded  so  far 
as  Joseph  was  personally  concerned ;  but 
he  had  conceptions  too  high  and  too  just 
of  the  Lord's  jealous  care  over  His  own 
glory,  to  deem  that  the  contrivances  of 
man  were  needful  to  preserve  it  from  re- 
proach; and  the  consequence  was,  that 
he  suffered  a  stain  the  most  disgraceful  to 
fall  on  his  character,  and  permitted  the 
whole  church  of  God  in  Egypt,  comprised 
in  his  person,  to  be  incarcerated  as  a  felon ; 
thereby  preparing  the  way  for  the  most 
triumphant  manifestation  of  the  Lord's  ter- 
rible omnipotence  throughout  the  whole 
land  of  Egypt,  when  that  mighty  people 
whose  forerunner  he  was  were  delivered 
by  a  mighty  hand,  and  an  outstretched 
arm,  and  by  great  signs  and  wonders,  and 
marched  forth  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a 
kingdom  whose  equal  the  world  never 
saw ;  and  which  will  yet  be  exalted  again 
to  a  height  unparalleled,  tlie  wonder,  the 
joy,  the  praise  of  the  whole  earth.  We 
sometimes  see  Christians  afraid  to  do  a 
right  action,  lest  their  motive  should  be 
mistaken,  tlieir  good  evil  spoken  of,  and 
the  enemies  of  the  Lord  thereby  ena- 
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bled  to  blaspheme;  but  the  man  who  keeps 
as  close  to  God  as  Joseph  did^  will  find 
himself  enabled  likewise  to  follow  through 
evil  report  no   less  than  through   good, 
when  the  Lord  permits  such  trial  to  over- 
take him;  and  he  may  bear  this  also  in 
mind,  that  the  devils  who  tempted,  and  the 
angels  who  ministered  to  this  heir  of  sal- 
vation, and  in  whose  presence  God  vtub 
exceedingly  glorified  by  his  undeviating 
obedience,   are    also    around    him;    and 
while  holding  fast  his  integrity,  the  be- 
liever, however  cast  off  by  his  mistaken 
(hllo w-men,  has  many  sympathizing  friends 
to  witness  his  trial ;  many  blaspheming 
foes,  whose  mouths  are  stopped,  and  their 
designs  baffled,  by  his  steadfastness  in 
looking  to  the  Lord  alone.    Many,  alas ! 
retain  a  fair  footing,  perhaps  a  very  high 
one,  in  the  estimation  of  their  brethren, 
while  much  is  seen  and  heard  by  those  in- 
visible observers  which,  if  published  to  the 
church,  would  condemn  them  as  withered 
branches  to  be  cut  off  from  the  outward 
communion  of  saints;  and  many  no  doubt 
there  also  are,  lying  under  the  severest 
censure  of  man,  who  will  be  distinguished 
and  confessed  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  before  tlie 
angels  in  heaven. 

With  the  exception  of  his  own  prophetic 
dreams,  which  ho  understood  not,  and  tlie 
power  given  him  to  interpret  the  dreams 
of  Pharaoh's  servants  and  of  the  king  him- 
self, we  do  not  read  of  any  direct  revela- 
tion made  to  Joseph.  This  brings  him 
nearer  to  our  level  than  Abraham,  and 
renders  him  who  was  one  of  tlie  most  re- 
markable types  of  our  Lord,  an  example 
to  the  lowliest  of  Flis  followers.  His  unre- 
sisting, uncomplaining  submission  to  the 
tyrannous  cruelty  of  his  brctliren,  whose 
wrath  he  had  excited  by  faithfully  report- 
ing to  their  father  the  evil  of  their  ways ; 
— ^his  generous  forbearance  towards  the 
wicked  woman,  whose  husband  he  might 
have  made  acquainted  with  her  profligacy, 
and  BO  delivered  her  to  a  dreadful  death 
while  ensuring  his  own  safety ;— his  patient 
endurance  of  unjust  imprisonment,  so  that 
it  seems  tliat  he  did  hot  even  make  protes- 
tations of  his  innocence,  until  a  miraculous 
interposition  led  him  to  acquaint  the  chief 
bntier  with  his  case ; — his  deportment  be- 
fore the  king,  repeatedly  invoking  the 
name,  and  magnifying  the  {Momise  of  the 
Qod  whom  that  monarch  knew  not; — his 


lovely  conduct  to  the  brethren  who  had 
sold  him.  and  whose  repentance  for  their 
base  conduct  to  him  he  only  tested  by  put- 
ting it  seemingly  in  their  power  to  get  rid 
of  Benjamin  also — these,  and  many  other 
particulars  in  the  exquisite  character  and 
story  of  Joseph,  all  appeal  to  our  every- 
day experience,  under  provocation,  under 
temptation,  and  in  the  dangerous  season 
of  prosperity.    The  more  minutely  we  ex- 
amine it  the  stronger  proof  we  shall  find, 
that  the  substance  of  all  may  be  summed 
up  in  the  fact,  Joseph  had  faitli  in  God, 
and  according  to  his  faith  it  was  unto  him. 

Shall  we  speak  of  Moses  ?  His  mighty 
mission  places  him  so  high,  his  direct  in- 
tercourse with  the  Eternal  renders  him  so 
dazzling  to  our  weak  eyes,  that  perhaps  it 
would  not  fall  in  with  the  plan  of  what  is 
intended  as  wholly  a  practical  meditation ; 
but  of  his  parents  we  speak.  The  rigid 
superintendence  under  which  the  Israelites 
were  placed,  their  helpless  bondage,  the 
number  and  might  of  their  oppressors,  and 
above  all,  the  interest  which  the  Egyp- 
tians had  in  cutting  off  as  many  as  they 
possibly  could  from  the  male  Hebrew 
population,  made  it,  so  far  as  man  was 
concerned,  a  desperate  enterprise  to  con- 
ceal a  boy.  Yet  this,  through  the  intrepid 
faith  of  Shiphrah  and  Puah,  who  ^  feared 
God."  was  done  in  many  cases ;  and  it 
would  seem  that  the  general  command  to 
"  kill"  every  son  was  afterwards  particu- 
larized, the  order  being  to  cast  him  into 
the  river,  because  the  number  of  victims 
could  thereby  be  more  correctly  ascer- 
tained, the  act  being  public :  so  that  only 
'^  by  faith  Moses,  when  he  was  bom,  was 
hid  three  months  of  his  parents ;  because 
they  saw  he  was  a  proper  child,  and  they 
were  not  afraid  of  the  king's  command- 
ment." 

The  beauty  of  the  babe  Moses  is  so 
often  mentioned,  in  connection  with  his 
wonderful  pre8er\'ation,  that  we  are  led  to 
surmise  there  must  have  been  something 
very  remarkable  in  his  aspect,  leading  his 
parents  to  a  well-grounded  persuasion  that 
the  Lord  had  some  great  purpose  to  ac- 
complish by  him ;  we  cannot  otherwise 
account  for  the  commendation  bestowed  on 
the  parents'  faith  in  so  preserving  him. 
However,  the  inhuman  sharp-sightedness 
of  the  oppressors  rendered  it  impossible 
longer  to  hide  their  treasure ;  and  with  a 
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faith  that  not  merely   disregarded,    but 
ficotTed  at  second  causes,  his  motherobcyed 
the  murderous    command,   and    liicrally 
"  cast  him  into  the  river ;"  for  he  lay  at  the 
bottom  of  his  little  ark,  whose  keel  ofcourse, 
daubed  with  slime  and  with  pitch,   was 
below  the  surface  of  tlie  water.    She  put 
him  in  the  place  where  the  emissaries  of 
slaughter  went,  probably,  to  number  the 
dead  babes  whom  the  crocodiles  had  not 
devoured.     She  put  him  not  in  the  open 
stream,  but  where  the  flags  would  for  a 
while  entangle  and  retain  the  bark ;  and 
there  she  lefl  him,  not  to  the  river,  nor  to 
the  crocodiles,  nor  to  the  Egyptians,  but  to 
HER  God.    Miriam  does  not  seem  to  have 
had  any  commission  to  stay  and  watch ;  with 
lingering  fondness  for  the  lovely  baby,  she 
*'  stood  afar  off  to  wit  what  would  be  done 
to  him" — out  of  a  choice  of  horrors  which 
would  be  his  fate.    Little  did  Jochebed 
imagine  what  the  Lord  had  willed  to  ac- 
complish by  that  babe  in  the  ark,  by  his 
watching  sister  Miriam,  and  the  unborn 
Aaron!     Nor  can  tlie  most  obscure  of 
God's  people  foresee  what  mighty  events, 
national  or  universal,  may  result  from  one 
sacred,  successful  struggle  of  faith  within 
his  bosom.     Moses  was  the  outcast  infant 
of  a  brick-making  slave  and  his  poor  wife: 
and  Martin  Luther  in  his  cell,  by  faith 
working  his  way  out  of  bondage,  and  a 
darkness  that  Egypt  could  not  parallel, 
was  as  litde  likely  to  break  the  power  of 
Rome,  as  Jochebed  when  weaving  her  ark 
was  to  scatter  the  might  of  Pharaoh.  This 
we  know,  that  the  fight  of  faith  in  some 
solitary  bosom  is  the  first  step  in  all  the 
glorious  works  that  God  is  pleased  to  ac- 
complish by  human  instrumentality. 

What  was  Nehemiah  ?  A  captive  Jew, 
carried  away  from  his  own  country,  and 
retained  in  the  court  of  the  Persian  mon- 
arch, where  his  exemplary  character  ob- 
tained him  a  post  of  singular  honour,  see- 
ing how  frequently  tlic  ruler  of  a  people 
met  his  death  by  a  poisoned  cup.  This 
Hebrew  of  the  Hebrews,  this  splendid  ex- 
ample of  a  most  triumphant  faith,  was  but 
a  solitary  stranger  in  a  glittering  crowd : 
amid  the  magnificence  of  Shushan  the 
palace,  his  heart  yearned  towards  the  de- 
solate ruins,  the  broken  walls  of  his  own 
Jerusalem  ;  and  when  some  wanderers 
from  the  land  of  Judea  visited  the  scenes 
of  Artaxerxes'  splendour,  he  made  inquiry 


"concerning  the  Jews  that  had  escaped, 
which  were  le[\  of  the  captivity,  and  coa- 
cerning  Jerusalem."     Their  report  wrung 
his   heart   with    sorrow  ;    he  wept  and 
mourned;  and  fasted  before  the  Lord ;  and 
looking  on  his  position   in  the  Persian 
court,  not  as  tJie  most  favourable  contrast, 
wtiich  it  certainly  was,  to  the  general  lot 
of  his  bretliren,  and  therefore  to  be  thank- 
fully retained)  but  as  a  means  of  access  on 
behalf  of  tlie  afflicted  remnant  of  his  peo- 
ple, he  made  at  once  his  prayer  for  merey 
in  the  sight  of  the  Grentile  king,  that  hb 
might  become   the  deliverer  of  captive 
Israel.    When  tlie  request  was  granted, 
when  Artaxerxes  had  kindly  inquired  into 
the  cause  of  his  dejected  looks,  and  invited 
him  to  make  his  petition,  in  reference  to 
the  city,  the  place  of  his  fathers'  sepul- 
chres, Nehemiah  did  not  calculate  how 
many  Persian  artisans,  or  how  much  Per- 
sian gold  he  should  require  the  monareh 
to  send,  for   the  accomplishment  of  ao 
grand  a  work.    He  never  glanced  at  1b- 
cond  causes — never  tliought  of  the  pow- 
ers tliat  would  certainly  oppose  his  project, 
nor  of  the  scattered,  disheartened,  impov- 
erished state  of  his  people.    He  had  a  to- 
ken for  good,  in  that  his  prayer  was  so  fkr 
answered :  he  therefore  beUeved  that  sui^ 
ficiency  would  be  given  to  him  for  the 
work;  and  his  reply,  considering  him  at 
an  individual  accustomed  to  all  the  luxi^ 
rious,    relaxing   refinements   of  such   a 
court,  was  a  most  marvellous  exhibition  of 
unhesitating  faith.    "  If  it  please  the  king, 
and  if  tliy  servant  has  found  favour  in  thy 
sight,  that  thou  wouldest  send  me  unio 
Judah,  unto  the  city  of  my  father's  sepul- 
chre, that  I  may  build  it"— Why,  if  the 
Lord  was  with  him,  could  not  Nehemiah 
rebuild  Jerusalem,  as  well  as  Artaxerxes  ? 
True,  one  was  monarch  of  the  known 
world,  and  the  other  a  poor  foreign  serv- 
ing-man, at  that  great  monarch's  footstool ; 
but  Nehemiah  had  got  hold  of  something 
stronger  than  an  empire  ;  he  had  grasped 
a  promise :  *•  Though  there  were  of  you 
cast  out  unto  the  uttermost  part  of  heaven, 
yet  I  wJl  gather  them  from  thence,  and 
will  bring  them  unto  the  place  that  I  have 
chosen,  to  set  my  name  there."    He  knew 
tlie  Lord  would  gather  them,  and  his  part 
was  to  see  tliat  a  dwelling  was  prepared 
for  their  reception ;  and  he  also  knew  that 
into  whose  heart  soever  the  Lord  put  it  to 
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aroe  and  build,  He  would  prosper  that 
man's  work.  Oh,  what  a  rod  and  a  staff 
in  this  our  pilgrimage  is  the  word  of  God, 
when  taken  as  a  little  child  takes  it— sim- 
ply, literally,  and  without  a  '•  but '" 

His  petition  being  granted,  he  cheerfully 
limits  to  a  given  time  his  absence  from 
Shushan ;  and  proceeds  to  ask  for  all  he 
may  require.  It  is  so  beautiful  to  hcur  the 
cup-bcarcr,  as  he  stands  trembling  witli 
joy  before  the  monarch,  asking  for  a  let- 
ter to  the  keeper  of  the  king's  forest,  that 
he  may  give  him  timber  to  make  beams 
for  the  gates  of  the  palace  which  apper- 
tained to  "  the  House" — the  Lord's  House 
— and  for  the  wall  of  the  city,  and  for  the 
house  that  he  should  enter  into.  Jerusa- 
lem all  the  while  being  a  heap  of  ruins, 
and  the  courtiers  no  doubt,  who  heard  this 
extraordinary  dialogue,  laugliing  within 
themselves  at  the  cup-bearer's  folly ;  either 
•opposing  the  king  was  amusing  himself 
at  the  poor  Jew's  expense,  or  pitying  tlie 
rdjral  simplicity  that  could  seriously  enter- 
tain so  wild  a  project. 

The  sequel  we  all  know :  it  is  one  of  the 
most  captivating  books  in  the  whole  Bible ; 
and  Nehemiah  one  of  Uie  most  glorious 
characters  on  record ;  but  few  who  read 
it,  perhaps,  take  him  as  an  indication  of 
what  God  will  have  them  to  be.  They  do 
not  expect  to  build  up  a  city,  nor  even  to 
repair  a  wall  or  a  gate  in  Jerusalem,  lite- 
ral or  spiritual :  yet  since  some  body  must 
do  both,  it  is  hard  to  show  what  right  any 
individual  has  to  take  it  for  granted  that 
he  is  not  the  man,  unless  it  be  from  a  con- 
sciousness that  he  has  not  faith  in  God  ; 
the  absence  of  which  faith  is  a  sin,  and 
its  acquirement  within  his  reach ;  for,  be 
it  remembered,  God  never  commands  us 
to  have  anything  that  we  cannot  get  by 
seeking  it;  and  when  he  says,  "Have 
fkith,"  we  are  bound  to  know  that  it  is 
within  our  reach,  if  we  choose  to  have  it. 
"  I  am  not  eloquent."  says  Moses,  in  a  fit 
of  cowardly  unbelief,  "  O,  my  Lord,  I  am 
not  eloquent,  neither  heretofore,  nor  since 
thou  hast  ppoken  unto  thy  servant ;  but  I 
am  slow  of  speech,  and  of  a  slow  tongue." 
The  answer  was,  "  Who  hath  made  man's 
moutli  ?  or  who  maketh  the  dumb  or  deaf, 
or  the  seeinsf  or  the  blind  ?  have  not  T,  the 
Lord?"  l^it  Moses  could  not  get  rid  of 
his  second  causes :  he  still  pleaded  for 
leave  to  flinch,  and  begged  that  another, 


more  competent  might  be  choaen  :  ^  And 
the  imger  of  the  Lord  was  kindled  against 
Moses."  Do  we  not  oflen  provoke  in  the 
same  way  that  anger  by  our  incorrigible 
mistrust  of  the  Most  High,  refusing  to  do 
work  for  him,  when  it  is  plainly  set  before 
us ;  and  pleading  the  want  of  those  gifls 
which,  if  they  be  necessary,  we  have  ouJy 
to  ask  for,  and  they  will  be  given. 


CHAPTER  lY. 

A  CHEQUERED  faith  produces  a  change- 
ful walk,  and  an  experience  where  clouds 
oflen  make  dark  what  might  have  been  a 
path  of  steady  brightness.  We  see  this 
in  David's  history,  than  whom  no  man 
ever  knew  greater  reverses,  or  more  won- 
derfully realized  that  rule  of  God's  deal- 
ings, *^  According  to  your  faith,  be  it  unto 
you."  His  slaughter  of  the  lion  and  the 
bear,  as  described  by  himself,  was  mira- 
culous. ''When  he  arose  against  me,  I 
caught  him  by  the  beard,  and  smote  him 
and  slew  him."  This  inspired  him  with 
great  confidence,  so  that  on  the  strength 
of  it,  or  rather  in  the  strength  of  the  Lord 
who  had  delivered  him  out  of  the  paw  of 
the  lion  and  out  of  the  paw  of  the  bear, 
he  was  not  afraid  to  meet  tlie  gigantic 
Philistine  before  whom  all  the  host  of 
Israel  trembled.  Still  he  was  victorious 
m  every  battle,  until  the  hatred  of  Saul 
compelled  him  to  flee  from  a  court  which 
seems  by  no  means  to  have  been  his 
chosen  sphere;  and  thence  we  find  him 
tossed  on  a  sea  of  troubles,  the  waves 
whereof  only  subsided  when  he  was  able 
to  manifest  renewed  trust  in  God.  The 
cruel  murder  of  eighty-five  innocent 
priests,  the  destruction  of  their  families, 
and  ruin  of  their  city,  all  resulted  from  a 
falsehood  told  by  David  to  Abimelech, 
under  the  influence  of  such  personal  fear 
as  neither  the  beast  of  the  forest  nor  tlie 
champion  of  the  Philistines  could  excite ; 
and  which  was  unworthy  of  him.  The 
fact  of  his  obtaining  by  fraud  the  sword 
that  he  had  taken  by  conquest  from  Goli- 
ath, the  very  sight  of  which  might  have 
refreshed  his  memory  as  to  his  deliver- 
ance no  less  from  the  hand  of  the  Philis- 
tine than  from  tlie  paw  of  the  lion  and  of 
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the  bear,  manifests  the  danger  of  looking 
off  from  the  Almighty  arm  to  second 
causes.  Yet  no  sooner  does  he  again  in- 
quire of  the  LfOrd  concerning  an  attack  on 
the  troubling  Keilah,  than  he  receives  a 
commission  to  go  and  smite  them;  and 
when  he  so  far  wavers  through  the  ti- 
midity of  his  companions  as  to  repeat  the 
question,  he  is  strengthened  by  another 
promise  of  success.  Conquest,  of  course, 
ensued,  whenever  David  sought  direction 
from  the  Lord;  he  was  guided  by  his 
counsel,  and  by  his  grace  enabled  to  set  a 
beautiful  example  of  loyal  forbearance  to- 
wards a  treacherous  king.  Yet  could  not 
all  tliese  wonderful  interpositions  silence 
the  voice  of  unbelief.  He  was  safe  under 
the  shadow  of  the  Almighty;  but  still  said 
in  his  heart,  ^'  I  shall  now  perish  one  day 
by  the  hand  of  Saul ;"  and  goaded  by  Uie 
apprehension,  he  fled  into  Gath,  the  birth- 
place of  his  first  enemy,  and  thence  car- 
ried on  an  exterminating  warfare  against 
the  inhabitants  of  neighbouring  lands, 
covertly;  and  by  falsehood  persuading  the 
men  of  Gatli  that  his  excursions  were 
against  the  allies  of  Israel.  Into  all  these 
crooked  paths  did  he  wander,  whom  God 
had  so  greatly  exalted,  and  so  signally 
blessed,  and  all  from  an  unbelieving  pro- 
pensity to  calculate  probabilities,  and  to 
dread  disasters  against  which  beUcving 
prayer  would  have  been  a  sure  defence. 
While  following  in  the  army  of  tlie  aliens, 
who  nevertheless  mistrusted  and  drove 
him  from  them,  the  Amalekites,  whose  ci- 
ties he  had  secretly  smitten,  assailed  and 
burned  his,  carrying  captive  his  family  and 
those  of  his  adherents.  This  was  a  time 
of  sore  trouble ;  for  in  addition  to  his  own 
grief,  he  had  to  encounter  the  wrath  of  his 
companions,  who  even  talked  of  stoning 
him  as  the  author  of  their  calamity ;  and  it 
proved  the  best  of  blessings  to  him ;  for 
when  all  else  failed^  when  the  Philistines 
had  rejected  him,  and  his  own  followers 
sought  his  life,  he  was  driven  back  to  the 
Rock  of  refuge  which  he  seemed  to  have 
forsaken  for  the  shiAing  sands  of  human 
wisdom.  ^' David  encouraged  himself  in 
the  Lord  his  God."  The  sacred  E{>hod 
was  once  more  brought ;  tlie  Most  High 
was  humbly  entreated  for  guidance ;  and 
in  a  believing  adoption  of  the  course 
pointed  out  to  him,  David  retrieved  every 
thing  that  had  been  carried  away,  and 


took  much  spoil  besides.  Two  days  after 
his  triumphant  return,  tidings  were 
brought  that  his  fierce  enemy,  the  king^f 
Israel,  had  fallen  in  battle ;  and,  etill  act- 
ing in  humble  obedience  to  the  Lord's 
command,  he  repaired  to  Judea,  and  was 
anointed  king. 

To  the  close  of  his  long  reign,  every 
passage  in  the  life  of  David  furnishes  a 
commentary  on  that  comprehensive  word, 
Faith,  in  the  sense  that  it  is  here  consi- 
dered in — nearness  to  God  in  believing 
prayer,  and  a  full,  unreserved  dependence 
on  Him  as  a  loving,  a  most  provident  Fa- 
ther. The  parental  feeling  among  men  is 
indeed  so  far  \'aried  by  individual  charac- 
ter, that  we  cannot  pomt  to  every  one  we 
n)ay  meet,  us  an  illustration  of  what  we 
would  represent,  but  let  each  of  us  call  to 
mind,  throughout  the  circle  of  oor  obser- 
vation, tlie  father  who  does  most  tenderly 
think  for  his  children;  who  makes  their 
health,  their  comfort,  their  prosperity,  hit 
first  and  most  constant  care ;  who,  with 
adequate  means  to  supply  them  liberaUy, 
never  grudges  them  a  single  good  thing; 
who  watches  over  them,  alike  in  the  hour 
of  study,  of  recreation,  of  temptation  and 
of  danger ;  who  never  suffers  any  other 
interest,  any  other  consideration,  for  a  mo- 
ment to  withdraw  his  careful  regard  fVom 
them ;  and  who,  from  intimate  observatiom 
perfectly  understands  their  respective 
characters,  wants  and  weaknesses — such 
a  father,  if  we  cannot  single  him  out,  we 
can  at  least  readily  beheve  to  exist ;  and 
if  tlie  c1)ild  of  that  man  were  to  tell  us  he 
wanted  some  necessary  thing,  in  his  fb- 
tlier^s  power  to  give,  but  which  he  cocdd 
not  obtain,  we  should  either  disbelieve  the 
talc,  or  be  satisfied  that  the  grumbler  had 
not  stated  the  case  to  his  parent,  or  else 
that  the  latter  had  undergone  some  great 
change  of  character  since  we  last  ob- 
served him.  Now  it  is  no  stretch  of  fanqTi 
but  a  sober  tact,  tliat  all  which  we  have 
particularized  as  marking  the  best  of 
earthly  fathers,  belongs  to  the  Lord,  our 
Father  in  heaven,  with  the  addition  d 
iNFiN'iTrDc  to  each  beautiful  attribute — 
infinite  Idvo.  infinite  care,  infinite  watch- 
fulness, infinite  knowledge,  and  absolute 
unchanireaMeness  in  all  of  these  divine 
perfections ;  while  we,  heirs  of  corruption, 
children  of  wrath,  transgressors  from  the 
womb,  and  oh,  even  when  renewed  by  the 
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mighty  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  how 
riow  of  heart  to  believe  the  record  of 
God's  unutterable  love  to  us  ia  His  dear 
Son ! — we  are  the  children  of  his  Father. 
by  adoption,  counted  as  his  own.  and 
every  endearing  feature  of  this  perfection 
of  goodness  is  in  full,  in  perpetual  exercise 
^a  our  behalf.  Moreover,  the  means  of 
an  earthly  parent,  however  ample,  must 
have  a  limit,  and  be  somewhat  dependent 
on  contingencies,  but  not  so  with  our  Fa- 
ther in  heaven :  human  imagination  can- 
not stretch  to  compass  the  smallest  part 
of  His  immense  riches ;  nor  can  the  prodi- 
gality of  miUions  of  worlds  subtract  from 
tbem  a  perceptible  fraction.  Oh  that  we 
could  obtain  but  one  glimpse  of  the  glo- 
rious goodness  of  Him  who  now  waitctli 
to  be  gracious  to  every  one  of  us !  that 
we  could  comprehend  the  loving-kindness 
which  lets  us  want,  lets  us  experience  the 
UMofiiciency  of  all  human  helps,  in  order 
that  we  may  ask  of  Him,  in  the  way  He 
loves  to  be  asked,  with  a  full,  confiding, 
loving  trust  in  His  tenderness,  and  an  ut- 
ter disregard  of  all  intermediate  causes, 
w  that  when  we  receive  we  may  know  as- 
■oredly  that  to  Him  alone  is  our  ttianks- 
giving  due.  Do  we  pine  in  sickness  ?  we 
know  not  whether  He  may  sec  best  to 
■apply  us  with  outwardly  healing  medi- 
cine, or  with  such  cordials  of  internal 
strength  and  sweetness  as  shall  render 
bodily  disease  a  privilege,  seeing  with 
what  enjoyments  it  is  blended.  Are  we 
■traiten^  in  our  pecuniary  resources  ?  we 
cannot  tell  on  which  of  his  numerous  bank- 
en  he  will  give  us  a  cheque ;  but  while 
the  silver  is  his,  and  the  gold  is  his,  and 
we  are  his.  He  will  not  leave  us  destitute, 
ne  the  world  leaves  its  miserable  spend- 
thrifbu  He  may  see  it  needful  to  rebuke 
our  past  want  of  faith,  or  of  liberality,  or 
of  self-denial,  or  of  proper  care,  by  letting 
m  know  the  pinchings  of  ncce^it}',  or  the 
heart-sickness  resulting  from  inability  to 
satisfy  just  demands ;  but  have  we  tried, 
(hirly  tried,  the  effects  of  a  plain  appeal  to 
our  wealthy  Father  ?  Have  we  laid  be- 
fore Him,  openly  and  distinctly,  our  pre- 
cise case,  acknowledged  tlie  fully  or  wil- 
ftilness,  or  selfishness  that  brought  us  into 
■traits,  and  implored  his  help  with  the 
■ame  sort  of  confidence,  though  in  a  much 
higher  degree,  with  which  we  would  ask 
an  indulgent  mother,  a  fond  husband,  a 


tender  wife,  a  brother  who  loved  us  as  hi* 
own  soul,  and  who  possessed,  yea,  held  in 
his  hand,  that  for  which  we  plead,  in  or- 
der  that  we  might  accept  it?     True,  it 
may  not  be  at  the  first  asking,  nor  at  the 
second,  nor  until  we  have  come  bo  often 
as  to  make  us  right  well  remember  the 
way ;  for  faith  must  be  tried  in  a  furnace, 
and  being  so  much  more  precious  tiian 
the  gold  that  perisheth,  it  is  well  worth 
the  price  of  long  waiting  for  the  latter,  to 
have  it  duly  refined.    Patience,  too.  must 
have  her  perfect  work,  and  perhaps  of  all 
graces  tliis  is  the  one  that  works  with 
tlie  most  unceasing  interruption.     *'He 
that   believeth   shall  not  make  haste ;'' 
therefore,  while  patience  fails,  no  evidence 
of  faith  is  present    Our  physician  may 
hear  our  statement,  and  withdraw,  and  be 
long  in  preparing  the  remedy ;  but  since 
he  certainly  has  undertaken  the  case,  we 
are  content  to  give  him  time :  our  beneficent 
father  may  be  fully  purposed  to  relieve  us 
from  all  distresses,  yet,  in  lieu  of  gold, 
give  us  a  bill  at  a  long  date ;  or,  perhaps, 
not  even  tell  us  at  what  date  it  will  be- 
come payable ;  still,  knowing  how  impos- 
sible it  is  that  he  should  mock  our  trust, 
we  are  content  that  he  hns  invited  us  to 
tell  him  all,  and  has  not  rescinded  the 
standing  promise  of  helping  us  in  our 
time  of  need.    But  we  are  not  so  patient 
when  our  Divine  Physician,  our  Heavenly 
Father,  leaves  us  waiting:  we  secretly 
doubt  cither  his  love  or  his  faithfulness ; 
and  find  it  hard  to  believe,  that  if  we  cast 
all  our  worldly  care  upon  Him,  if  by  prayer 
and  supplication,  with  thanksgiving,  we 
make  known  our  requests,  and  persevere 
in  seeking  first  tlie  kingdom  and  righteous- 
ness of  God,  wc  may  enjoy  the  sleep  that 
his  beloved  enjoy,  and  not  water  our  pil> 
low  with  secret  tears,  or  discompose  our 
couch  with  tossings  to  and  fro,  oecause 
we  cannot  see  what  he  is  about  to   do, 
who  has  heard  though  he  has  not  yet  an- 
swered us. 

"  With  thanksgiving."  This  is  a  great 
point ;  and  if  we  spent  in  a  retrospect  of 
God^s  past  mercies  the  hours  wc  lose  in 
brooding  over  the  present  and  fearful  bo- 
dings  for  the  future,  we  should  expedite  the 
help.  This  branch  of  prayer  is  so  pleas- 
ing in  the  Lord's  sight,  and  its  neglect  so 
offensive,  tliat  we  may  profitably  dwell  on 
some  of  the  instances  noticed  in  Scripture, 
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where  the  preflence  or  the  abBcnce  of  such 
acknowledgment  has  evidently  wrought 
for  the  welfare  or  Uie  woe  of  the  party 
concerned.  We  shall  merely  touch  on  a 
few  prominent  examples. 

First,  in  the  case  of  Jacob,  when  he  was 
**  greatly  afraid  and  distressed"  on  hear- 
ing that  his  resentful  brother  Esau  was  on 
the  road  to  meet  him  at  the  head  of  four 
hundred  men.  His  "  prayer  and  supplica- 
tion" is  among  the  most  beautiful  recorded 
in  Scripture — a  model  that  all  should  avail 
themselves  of,  seeing  that  tlie  Holy  Ghost 
moved  Moses  to  write  it  down,  and  that  it 
was  so  manifestly  accepted.  He  begins 
by  pleading  the  covenant  of  promise,  and 
confessing  his  oi;\ni  demerit — *'  O  God  of 
my  father  Abraham,  and  God  of  my  father 
Isaac,  the  Lord  which  saidst  unto  me,  Re- 
turn unto  thy  country,  and  to  thy  kindred, 
and  I  will  deal  well  with  tliee :  I  am  not 
worthy  of  the  least  of  all  the  mercies  and 
of  all  the  truth,  which  thou  hast  showed 
unto  thy  servant"  Then  the  expres- 
sive, comprehensive  acknowledgment — the 
'"thanksgiving"  for  amazing  mercy — *'/'or  j 
with  my  gtaff"  I  passed  over  this  Jordan;  \ 
and  91010  lam  become  two  bandsJ*^  Between  , 
the  two  events,  the  former  passage  witli  his 
staff  alone,  a  fugitive  and  in  terror,  seeking 
a  homo  among  strangers ;  and  humbly  ask- 
ing of  the  Lord  '*  food  to  cat,  and  raiment 
to  put  on,"  and  this  return,  with  wives  and 
children,  servants  and  camels,  flocks  and 
herds,  and  much  wealth,  what  a  tissue  of 
wonderful  benefits  had  his  mind  to  glance 
over!  Extreme  brevity  of* language  is 
consistent  with  elaborate  tliought;  and 
here,  no  doubt,  they  were  combined  :  for 
tlie  very  sight  of  tliat  Jordan  must  have 
kindled  a  train  of  overpowering  recollec- 
tions :  and  the  fact,  *^  and  now  I  am  be- 
come two  bands,"  bespoke  all  that  had  m- 
tervened.  Moreover,  Jacob  had  wronged 
Esau,  through  the  wicked  dependence  on 
second  causes  that  led  his  motlier  to  doubt 
tlie  Lord's  fulfilment  of  his  own  decree 
concerning  Jacob,  when  she  heard  Isaac 
promising  tlie  blessing  to  Esau;  and 
nothing  but  the  filial  confidence  of  a  child 
who  was  convinced  by  his  Heavenly  Fa- 
ther's many  mercies  tiiat  his  sin  was  for- 
given, could  have  strengtliened  him 
a^rainst  the  dread  of  a  divine  retribu- 
lion,  inflicted  by  means  of  him  whom  he 
had  defrauded.     Still  he  perseveres  in 
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making  his  request  known  to  God — '*  De- 
liver me,  I  pray  thee,  from  the  hand  of  my 
brother,  from  the  hand  of  Esau :  for  I  fear 
him,  lest  he  will  come  and  smite  me,  and 
the  motlier  with  tlie  children."  Then 
again,  as  if  faith  was  striving  hard  against 
well-grounded  alarm,  and  resolved  to  look 
from  the  sinfulness  of  the  man  to  the  un- 
changeable truth  of  God,  he  takes  up 
again  his  opening  plea,  and  abruptly  adds 
— '-  And  thou  saidst,  I  will  surely  do  thee 
good,  and  make  thy  seed  as  the  sand  of 
the  sea,  which  cannot  be  numbered  for 
multitude."  The  more  we  study  tliis  lovely 
prayer,  the  more  shall  we  find  in  it  to  in- 
struct and  encourage  us.  It  seems  to  have 
produced  in  him  the  enjoyment  promised 
to  iliose  who  in  every  thing  by  prayer  and 
supplication,  with  thanksgiving,  make  their 
requests  known  unto  God — even  the  peace 
which  passeth  all  understanding ;  for  we 
detect  no  symptom  of  further  dread,  or 
restlessness,  or  doubt  in  Jacob's  conduct — 
*'  He  lodged  there  that  same  night,"  and 
quietly  proceeded  to  order  his  present  for 
Esau.  Dut  before  this  interview,  in  the 
prospect  of  which  he  had  drawn  so  nigh 
unto  the  Lord,  He  who  is  wont  to  give  not 
only  more  tlian  we  deserve,  but  more  than 
we  desire,  had  u  blessing  to  bestow,  of  un- 
speakable worth.  We  cannot,  with  all  our 
sagacious  guess-work,  know  one  word 
more  of  the  transaction  than  tiie  Bible  tells 
us :  and  ai\er  we  have  pondered  on  it  to 
the  utmost  stretch  of  thought,  we  must 
rest  content  to  be  assured  that  af\er  con- 
ducting his  family  over  the  ford,  and  being 
left  alone,  Jacob  had  an  interview  with 
one  who  is  called  *'  a  man,"  but  concern- 
ing whom  he  afterwards  said,  *M  have 
seen  God  face  to  face."  That  the  wrest- 
ling was  real,  though  typical,  we  may  be 
assured  by  the  miraculous  crippling  of  the 
determined  patriarch,  who  seems  to  have 
believed  he  was  striving  against  some 
mortal  foe,  until  tliis  wonder  convinced 
him  that  it  was  a  superior  Being,  and  one 
whose  blessing  he  could  not  dispense  with. 
It  was  a  small  thing  with  the  Lord  to  de- 
liver him  from  Esau^s  dreaded,  and  prob- 
ably meditated  vengeance  ;  he  was  to  re- 
ceive a  more  remarkable  token  that  his 
prayer  was  accepted ;  and  the  name 
Israel  stands  an  ever-glorious  memorial 
of  what  prayer  and  supplication,  with 
thanksgiving,  will  achieve.    Well  might 
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Shalom's  altar  of  acknowledgment  bear 
the  title,  «  El-Elohe-lsraeL" 

Again,  when  this  mighty  prince  was 
near  his  end,  and  seeking  an  especial 
blessing  on  the  sons  of  his  beloved  Joseph, 
how  sweetly  does  he  call  up  the  memory 
of  former  mercies  to  strengthen  his  plea, 
and  with  u  thankful  reference  to  the  past, 
look  towards  the  future  !  There  is  some- 
tliing  exceedingly  beautiful  in  the  lan- 
guage that  he  uses,  when  dwelling  on  by- 
gone times — •*  God  before  whom  my  fa- 
thers Abraham  and  Isaac  did  walk,  the 
God  which  fed  me  all  my  life  long  unto 
this  day,  the  Angel  which  redeemed  me 
from  all  evil,  bless  the  lads." 

But  above  all  things,  how  incessantly 
does  Moses  bring  this  plea  before  the  Lord, 
which  we  conceive  to  be  mainly  insisted  on 
by  the  apostle,  wlien  urging  *'  thanksgiv- 
ing" as  a  part  of  every  supplication.  Time 
would  fail  to  recount  the  instances  to  which 
we  allude.  On  that  first  great  provoca- 
tion, immediately  after  the  giving  of  tiie 
law,  when  the  people  had  actually  pre- 
vailed with  Aaron  to  make  them  a  molten 
image,  and  plunged  at  once  into  the  most 
senseless  idolatry,  so  that  the  Lord  tlireat- 
ened  to  consume  them,  ''Moses  besought 
Uie  Lord  his  God,  and  said.  Lord,  why 
doth  thy  wrath  wax  hot  against  thy  peo- 
ple, which  thou  hast  brought  forth  out  of 
the  land  of  Egypt,  with  great  power,  and 
with  a  mighty  band  1"  And  again,  when 
the  guilty  murmurings  of  the  multitude 
exceedingly  provoked  the  Lord,  "  Pardon, 
I  beseech  thee,  the  iniquity  of  this  .people, 
according  unto  the  greatness  of  ttiy  mercy, 
and  as  thou  hast  forgiven  this  people  from 
Egypt  even  until  now."  In  every  instance 
Moses  prevailed  with  God :  and  his  uniform 
plea  was  a  grateful  recapitulation  of  the 
past 

The  Psalms  are  full  of  this  also :  that 
beautiful  passage  in  the  Ixxvii.  Psalm  is 
but  a  specimen  of  the  whole  tenor  of  their 
inspired  strains — **  Hath  God  forgotten  to 
be  gracious  ?  hath  he  in  anger  shut  up  his 
tender  mercies  ?  And  I  said,  This  is  my 
infirmity,  but  I  will  remember  the  years  of 
the  right  hand  of  the  Most  High.  I  will 
remember  the  works  of  the  Lord  :  surely 
I  will  remember  thy  wonders  of  old.  I 
will  meditate  also  of  all  thy  work,  and  talk 
of  thy  doings."  This  is  true  thanksgiving, 
acceptable  unto  tlie  Lord.     To  speak  of 


His  glory  is  exceedingly  becoming ;  and 
"  praise  is  comely."    It  is  never  overlooked 
by  him.    *'  Then  they    tliat   feared  the 
Lord  spake  of\en  one  to  another,  and  the 
Lord  hearkened  and  heard  it,  and  a  book 
of  remembrance  was  written  before  him 
for  them  that  feared  the  Lord,  and  thought 
upon  his  name."     Yet,  in  the  hour  of  ca- 
lamity, we  are  far  more  inclined  to  num- 
ber up  our  afRictions  than  our  bleesingi : 
we  rather  make  out  a  plea  on  the  score  of 
what  we  have  deservedly  suffered,  than  of 
what  we  have  most  undeservedly  received. 
We  keep  a  good  account  of  his  judgments, 
but  a  very  imperfect  one  of  his  graciooi 
dealings ;  and  tell  him  how  patiently  we 
have  stood  under  the  present  storm,  rather 
tlian  how  long  and  how  -carelessly  we  had 
basked  in  the  sunshine.     This  dispositioii 
too  is  exhibited  in  some  examples  that  we 
must  not  overlook;  for  whatever  comet 
between  us  and  the  Hearer  of  Prayer, 
should  be  detected  and  cast  out  as  soon  as 
possible.    Satan  is  ever  prepared  to  hand 
us  a  wet  sponge,  more  particularly  if  it  be 
one  saturated  with  our  own  tears,  for  the 
truly  Satanic  purpose  of  wiping  out  the 
score  of  God*s  unutterable  bounties  to  our 
bodies  and  our  souls :  and  if  it  be  not  in 
his  power  to  make  us  forget  them,  he  has 
many  devices  to  render  the  recollection  of 
no  effect ;  or  even  to  w^ork  out  of  it  an  ag- 
gravation of  the  sin  of  unthankfulness — a 
sin  to  which  we  must  all.  more  or  lesa, 
plead  guilty  every  day. 

There  is  such  a  thing,  too,  as  confessing 
the  Lord's  past  goodness  in  a  tone  of  re- 
proach and  defiance,  rather  than  of  revei^ 
ential  gratitude.  So  did  the  Israelites — 
"Can  God  furnish  a  table  in  the  desert  1 
Behold,  he  smote  the  rock,  that  the  waters 
gushed  out,  and  the  streams  overflowed : 
can  he  give  bread  also  ?  can  he  provide 
flesh  for  his  people  ?"  This  "  can  he"  is  un- 
equivocally and  atheistically  insulting:  it 
calls  down  swift  and  severe  punishment: 
but  there  is  a  "  will  he  ?"  tliat  we  are  per- 
petually thinking,  if  we  dare  not  utter  it ; 
and  which  is  no  less  wrongful  and  griev- 
ous to  Him  who  has  done  so  much  for  us. 
We  have  seen  the  consequence  of  David^s 
unbelieving  thought,  "  I  shall  now  some 
day  perish  by  the  hand  of  Saul ;"  and  per- 
haps when  the  history  of  our  own  hearts 
and  lives  is  Icud  open  to  us  in  the  clear 
light  of  a  future  existence,  we  sliall  find 
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that  many  a  sorrow  was  encountered, 
many  a  good  thing  missed,  through  the 
secret  indulgence  of  the  same  unthankful 
spirit  He  deUver^us  out  of  six  troubles, 
and  when  the  seventh  approaches,  we  be- 
gin to  act,  or  to  feel,  as  though  he  had  no 
more  than  six  deliverances  to  grant  This 
is  a  most  vile  habit  of  mind ;  and  it  is  as 
universal  as  is  the  corruption  of  our  na- 
ture, with  but  few  instances  of  a  total  con> 
quest  over  it  by  grace.  Peter  certainly 
experienced  its  power  and  effects  before 
he  began  to  sink:  he  had  taken  some 
steps  on  the  water,  which  became  as  a 
rock  at  the  word  of  the  Lord,  and  so  long 
as  he  simply  trusted  to  that,  he  was  safe : 
but  he  listened  to  the  wind,  stole  a  look  at 
the  waves,  which  were  boisterous,  and  in 
the  view  of  those  second  causes  he  wholly 
lost  the  experimental  knowledge,  gained 
in  his  ovf^  case  and  that  of  many  others, 
of  ilie  infinite  power  and  love  which 
guarded  him.  His  buoyancy  was  coeval 
with  his  faith ;  and  if  tliere  had  not  been 
One  at  hand,  whose  compassion  was  as 
immeasurable  and  inexhaustible  as  his 
sovereignty,  Peter  would,  as  Pharaoh, 
have  sunk  like  lead  in  the  mighty  waters. 
His  peril  is  explained  in  four  words — 
"  Wherefore  didst  thou  doubt  ?"  He 
prayed  to  be  enabled  to  tread  the  waves, 
but  he  added  not  tlianksgiving  to  tlie 
prayer.  This  is  worthy  of  remembrance ; 
because  we  are  so  very  apt  to  approach 
the  Lord  as  though  he  had  never  before 
bestowed  on  us  any  remarkable  benefac- 
tion, instead  of  taking  pattern  by  the  pro- 
phet— ••  I  will  mention  the  loving-kind- 
nesses of  the  Lord,  and  the  praises  of  tlie 
LoBD,  according  to  ail  that  the  Lord  hath 
bestowed  on  us,  and  the  great  goodness 
toward  tlie  house  of  Israel,  which  he  hath 
bestowed  on  them  according  to  his  mer- 
cies, and  according  to  the  multitude  of  his 
loving-kindnesses." 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  Faith  cometh  by  hearing,  and  hear- 
ing by  the  word  of  God."  This  is  spoken  of 
saving  faith,  and  it  is  equally  applicable  to 
that  of  which  we  now  treat  For,  having 
once  believed  unto  salvation,  we  need  a 


continual  reference  to  the  hoiy  Scriptures 
to  sanction  what  in  such  unworthy  crea- 
tures might  otherwise  be  felt  as  presump- 
tion. How  sweet  it  i-*  to  be  told,  "  Thus 
saith  the  high  and  lofty  One  that  inhabi- 
teth  eternity,  whose  name  is  Holy;  I  dwell 
in  the  high  and  holy  place,  with  him  also 
that  is  of  a  contrite  and  humble  spirit,  to 
revive  the  spirit  of  the  humble,  and  to  re^ 
vive  the  heart  of  tlie  contrite  ones."  This 
is  the  root  of  all  our  confidence :  he  that 
inhabiteth  eternity  dwelleth  also  witli  those 
who  have  humbled  themselves  at  tlie  foot 
of  the  cross,  who  have  received  the  gift  of 
repentance  and  remission  of  sins.  Hence- 
forth, Satan,  whose  captives  they  were, 
pursues  them  as  fugitives  escaped  from  his 
yoke,  and  though  to  bring  them  again  into 
bondage  is  beyond  his  power,  be  harasses 
them  in  every  possible  way,  and  to  the  ut- 
most limit  that  is  permitted.  In  propor- 
tion to  their  contrition  is  their  sense  of 
what  their  former  iniquities  have  deserved 
at  God^s  hands:  they  cannot  realize  the 
fact  tliat  the  past  is  actually  blotted  out 
from  God's  remembrance,  and  they  in- 
wardly mourn  over  the  true  record  pre- 
served in  their  own.  Humility  teacher 
them  also  to  measure  the  awful  distance 
between  themselves,  poor  grovelling 
worms,  and  the  high  and  lofly  One:  be- 
tween the  creature  man,  whose  breath  is 
in  his  nostrils,  who  is  as  a  shadow  that 
departeth,  and  Him  who  inhabiteth  eter- 
nity :  between  a  being  so  deeply  polluted, 
so  continually  in  many  things  offending 
still,  whose  fleshly  nature  perpetually  lusts 
against  the  Spirit,  being  able  to  do  no 
good  tiling,  and  Him  whose  name  is  Holy. 
Can  it  be  that  such  a  one  is  indeed  looked 
a(\er,  and  cared  for,  and  has  every  little 
incident  of  his  daily  walk  ordered  and 
overruled  for  good  ?  Yes :  the  Word  of 
God  speaks  to  the  principle  of  faith,  im- 
planted first  through  its  own  precious 
page,  and  tells  him  that  the  Lord  dwells 
with  him,  and  is  to  him  a  Father,  and 
owns  him  as  a  son — dwells  in  him,  hallow- 
ing him  as  a  temple,  and  being  to  him  a 
present  God.  O  the  depth  of  the  riches 
of  such  unfathomable  wisdom  and  love ! 
If  it  were  rightly  borne  in  mind,  every  as- 
sault of  Satan,  either  from  without  or 
within,  would  but  be  as  the  little  obstacles 
that  beset  an  infant's  path,  inducing  it,  as 
nearing  each,  to  look  up  in  its  tender  ps^ 
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rent's  face,  and  stretch  out  its  hands  to  be 
liflcd  over  the  stumbling-stone. 

And  why  does  ttie  Uttle  child  do  this  ? 
because  it  has  ever  found  die  parent's  arm 
a  strong  support,  and  the  parent's  eye  a 
suHicient  guide.  Perchance  when  its  own 
incx|)erience  has  magnified  some  very  tri- 
fling tiling  into  a  formidable  obstruction, 
the  tender  parent  may  bid  it  exert  itself, 
and  may  stand  watclifully  by,  while  tlie 
feeble  creature  puts  forth  an  effort  to  sur- 
mount the  difficulty,  because  such  practice 
is  needful,  such  exercise  good ;  but  what 
fond  father  ever  yet  stood  passively  by, 
while  his  babe  broke  its  neck  in  attempt- 
ing an  impossibility  ?  It  is  not  to  be  en- 
dured by  an  earthly  parent  that  his  child 
should  so  wrongfully  mistrust  him:  but 
we  heap  these  insulting  doubts  against 
our  Father  in  heaven ;  and  if  Satan  can 
do  no  more  than  frighten  us  into  such 
offensive  unbelief,  he  does  not  wholly  lose 
his  labour.  Yet  furtlier,  in  condescension 
to  our  weakness,  we  are  told  of  an  inter- 
mediate agency,  beautifully  adapted  to  our 
wants :  angehc  beings,  like  ourselves  crea- 
tures, but  unlike  us  sinless,  holy,  obedient 
creatures,  abiding  in  God's  presence,  and 
wholly  opposed  to  the  hosts  of  darkness, 
are  brought  before  our  view  in  every  part 
of  tlie  Bible,  and  it  is  said  of  them,  *'  Are 
they  not  all  ministering  spirits,  sent  forth 
to  minister  to  tliem  that  shall  be  heirs  of 
salvation  ?"  "  The  angel  of  the  Lord  en- 
campeth  round  about  them  tliat  fear  him, 
and  delivereth  them."  *'  He  shall  give  his 
angels  charge  over  tlicc,  to  keep  Uicc  in 
all  tliy  ways :  they  shall  bear  thee  up  in 
their  hands,  lest  tliou  dash  tiiy  foot  against 
Q  stone."  We  have  no  right  to  inquire 
into  the  particulars  of  God's  providential 
arrangements  concerning  his  people : 
enough,  that  He  cureth  for  us ;  we  may 
safely  cast  all  our  care  upon  Him ;  yet, 
most  graciously,  and  witli  excess  of  con- 
descending pity.  He  has  even  permitted 
our  weak  thoughts  to  ascend,  as  it  were, 
by  a  ladder,  to  the  height  where  His  visi- 
ble glory  dwells ;  and  to  view  the  inter- 
vening space  peopled  by  myriads  of  happy 
beings,  of  immense  power,  deep  know- 
ledge, and  abounding  in  love  to  man.  We 
are  told  of  many  instances  where  these 
have  been  employed  as  means  of  mercies 
that  could  have  been  no  less  effectually 
eajoyed  without  any  acquaintance  with 


those  means,  had  not  the  Lord  seen  good 
to  reveal  them  for  our  comfort.     Peter 
might  have  awoke,  between  his  sleeping 
guards,  without  being  conscious  of  a  stroke 
on  tlie  side:  he  might  have  felt  his  cliaini 
fall  off,  and  have  taken  advantage  of  that 
miracle  to  walk  forth  through  tlie  opened 
gate,  with  a  full  assurance  that  it  was  the 
Lord's  doing,  and  quite  ignorant  that  an 
angel  was  the  instrument  employed :  bat 
the  revelation  was  made  to  him,  by  means 
of  his  bodily  senses ;  and  through  his  tes- 
timony, recorded  by  Luke,  it  is  also  made 
to  us,  opening  to  us  a  contemplation  of 
most  encouraging  character.     Satan  and 
his  infernal  crew  make  us  feel  tlieir  pre- 
sence  and  power  often  enough  :  God  has 
given  us  proof  that  they  are  not  unresisted 
in  their  hateful  work  against  us,  even  by 
creatures  of  tlieir  own  order ;  and  while 
He,  spiritually,  takes  up  his  abode  within 
us,  tliey,  personally  and  severally  keep 
guard  around.    Yet,  fsiithless  creatures! 
we  oflen  feci  alone,  and  afraid ;  careful 
and  troubled  about  many  things ;  walking 
in  darkness  and  doubt,  and  faltering  at 
every  difficulty,  as  tliough  we  were  left  to 
struggle  alone,  and  through  a  host  of  foes 
on  the  path  tliat  leads  to  heaven ! 

Moses  believed,  and  by  his  faith  was  saved 
from  tlie  wratli  to  come :  Moses  endured, 
as  seeing  him  who  is  invisible.  This  is 
the  grand  secret  of  enduring  to  the  end. 
To  set  God  always  before  us,  is  to  be  se- 
cure from  falling :  to  know  that  He  is  on 
our  right  hand  is  the  way  to  be  never 
moved.  There  is,  evidently,  a  very  great 
lack  of  this  simple  faith  in  the  church. 
Passages  of  Scripture  given  to  excite  and 
nourish  such  blessed  confidence  in  regard 
to  temporal  tilings,  arc  too  exclusively 
spiritualized ;  and  instead  of  rejoicing  in 
tlic  sunshine  of  a  prosperous  season,  many 
go  about  looking  for  what  they  call  a 
cross,  and  doubting  God's  love  to  their 
souls,  because  he  does  not  afflict  tlieir  bo- 
dies. Let,  however,  some  heavy  calamity 
overtake  them,  in  a  quarter  where  tliey 
neither  expected  nor  wir^hed  to  find  it,  and 
they  are  tempted  either  to  make  a  Saviour 
of  their  cross,  or  to  faint  utterly  under  the 
affliction.  A  right  understanding  of  God's 
dealings  with  man  would  enable  us  more 
confidently  to  look  up  for  returning  sun- 
shine under  the  storm,  and  perhaps  pre- 
vent our  prying  so  curiously  for  rising 
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clouds  when  the  sky  is  clear.  Sometimes 
Christians  are  afraid  of  being  happier 
than  Grod  chooses  them  to  be :  they  fancy 
the  domestic  blessings  with  which  his  lov- 
ing-kindness has  surrounded  them,  are 
snares  to  draw  their  hearts  from  him ;  and 
that  the  chilling  of  their  natural  affections 
is  a  branch  of  duty.  No  marvel  if  such 
are  unable  to  realize  His  fatherly  regards 
to  them  under  tlie  struggles  that  they  are 
occasionally  called  to  make.  They  have 
faith  in  his  saving,  but  not  enough  in  his 
providential  love.  Moses  preferred  to  suf- 
fer affliction  with  the  people  of  God,  at  a 
time  when  God's  people  were  all  sorely 
afflicted,  and  only  His  enemies  prospered ; 
but  when  the  time  came  for  those  people 
to  enter  triumphantly  and  possess  the  land 
flowing  with  milk  and  honey,  and  to  com- 
mence an  era  of  great  temporal  enjoyment, 
Moses  felt  it  a  bitter  chastisement  to  be 
withheld  from  sharing  their  altered  lot. 
He  had  transgressed,  and  so  publicly  too, 
and  in  such  an  exceedingly  solemn  and 
important  matter,  daring  to  interpose  his 
own  intemperate  language  when  working 
a  miracle  by  divine  power  and  command, 
that  it  was  needful  he  should  be  very  pub- 
licly and  severely  punished  Yet,  for 
once  that  we  hear  of  Moses'  fervent  de- 
sire to  enter  into  Canaan,  and  share  the 
triumph  of  his  conquering  people,  we  hear 
fifty  times  of  Moses  choosing  to  suflTer  af- 
fliction with  them  in  their  abasement. 
We  thus  come  to  have  strange  thoughts, 
as  though  the  heaviness  that  endures  for 
a  night  were  our  portion  more  fitly  than 
the  joy  that  comes  in  the  morning ;  and 
dwelling  on  the  chastisement  that  our  Fa- 
ther sees  needful  to  inflict  on  every  be- 
loved son,  we  sometimes  forget  that  judg- 
ment is  his  strsmge  work,  tliat  he  does  not 
afflict  willingly,  and  that  the  earthly  parent, 
whose  conduct  is  referred  to  as  an  illustra- 
tion, does  not  habitually  scourge  his  chil- 
dren, but  delights  in  wiping  away  the  tears 
he  has  been  obliged  to  call  forth,  and  in 
seeing  their  faces  again  dressed  in  smiles, 
while  gladness  surrounds  their  path,  and 
the  fruits  of  his  loving  correction  are  wil- 
ling obedience,  peace,  and  joy. 

It  is  generally  understood  that  the  Chris- 
tian dispensation  is  a  direct  reverse  of  the 
Mosaic:  that  the  latter  held  out  the  re- 
ward of  temporal  prosperity  only  as  an 
incentive  to  obedience,  and  a  proof  of  the 


Lord's  favour,  while  the  former  insures 
present  tribulation  to  every  child  of  God, 
and  points  only  to  a  future  state  for  that 
happiness  which  man  naturally  desires. 
For  man  was  made  to  be  happy,  and  sor- 
row is  no  part  of  his  original  inheritance ; 
it  was  brought  into  tlie  world  by  sin,  and 
while  sin  remains,  sorrow  will  cleave  to 
him  ;  but  it  by  no  means  follows  tliat  when 
sin  is  hated,  sorrow  should  be  loved,  or 
invited,  or  considered  a  necessary  appen- 
dage. The  world,  indeed,  loves  sin,  and 
hates  sorrow ;  as  the  drunkard  loves  his 
bottle,  and  hates  the  headache:  but  we 
really  allow  trouble  to  cleave  to  us  much 
longer  than  is  necessary,  because  we  pre- 
judge the  Lord's  decrees,  and  do  not  go 
boldly  to  him,  and  ask  for  its  removal.  A 
good  man,  for  instance,  is  laid  by  suffering 
under  some  acute  or*  lingering  disease, 
that  compels  him  to  remain  a  secluded 
prisoner.  Ir  this  state  God  manifests  his 
presence,  makes  his  word  very  precious, 
bestows  much  divine  teaching  on  his  suf- 
fering servant,  and  thus  constrains  him  to 
cry  out,  "  It  is  good  for  me  to  be  afllicted !" 
Under  this  impression,  and  delighted  to 
continue  a  learner,  and  to  enjoy  such  con- 
stant manifestations  of  God's  love  to  his 
soul,  he  learns  perhaps  to  be  content  with 
his  state,  content  to  remain  inactive,  and, 
like  the  man  out  of  whom  Legion  had  been 
cast,  he  desires  to  be  always  looking  on 
and  listening  to  his  divine  Master.  Now 
of  this  believer  we  would  say,  that  he 
ought  to  make  his  hourly  prayer  to  God  to 
be  restored  to  such  a  state  as  should  enable 
him  actively  to  promote  his  Master's  cause 
among  others.  If  his  bodily  ill  be  abso- 
lutely incurable,  let  him  rest  and  rejoice 
in  the  Lord,  and  patiently  await  the  ap- 
pointed time  until  his  change  come :  but 
if  there  be  instances  of  others  similaHy 
afflicted  having  regained  their  health  and 
strength,  let  it  not  be  said  of  him  that  he 
received  not  because  he  asked  not :  these 
are  not  the  times  for  a  single  labourer  to 
sit  idle  in  the  vineyard ;  weeds  are  spring- 
ing up  with  preternatural  luxuriance, 
stones  are  flung  over  the  wall  as  fbst  as 
the  enemy  can  collect  and  hurl  them :  lit- 
tle foxes  are  creeping  through  every  cre- 
vice to  spoil  the  tender  grapes,  and  the 
prince  of  the  power  of  the  air  is  breathing 
his  fiercest  blasts  to  rend  down  the 
branches  fVoxD  their  propi,  anA  soil  their 
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honour  in  the  dueU  Thia  is  tlie  main  ob- 
ject of  what  we  now  write,  to  call  on 
every  individual  for  such  an  exercise  of 
'*  faith  ill  Go(V  as  shall  fit  and  incline  tlmt 
individual  to  work  in  his  vineyard  without 
faltering :  to  drive  away  whatever  tempts. 
to  pray  away  whatever  opposes,  and  with 
all  the  powers  that  nature  and  grace  com- 
bined can  furnish  for  the  work,  to  come  to 
the  help  ol'  the  Lord  against  the  nn'ghty. 

We  are  not  speculating  liow  to  fill  a 
certain  number  of  pages,  so  as  to  add  a 
volume  to  the  already  overstocked  libra- 
ries  of  the  religious  world ;  repeating  in 
other  words  what  has  been  far  better  said 
by  wiser  people,  and  giving  Christians  an 
excuse  to  sit  at  ease  while  we  prose  to 
them :  No  ;  up  and  be  doing,  is  the  mes- 
sage we  bring,  and  whatever  part  of  this 
little  volume  does  uot  tend  to  such  an  ob- 
ject, would  be  far  better  placed  behind  tlie 
fire  than  under  the  press. 

Our  starting-ix)int  was  the  withered 
fig-tree ;  and  wherefore  was  it  withered  ? 
because  it  bore  no  fruit,  but  leaves  only. 
The  lesson  thereby  inculcated  by  our  Lord 
was  two- fold ;  his  word  to  tlie  worthless 
but  luxuriant  impostor,  caused  it  to  perish : 
his  word  to  his  weak  but  honest  disciples 
strengthened  their  faith,  and  quickened 
their  courage.  He  had  wrought  a  miracle, 
and  his  instruction  to  them  bore  upon  the 
mighty  office  to  which  they  were  called, 
even  that  of  advancing  his  kingdom  among 
men,  and  successfully  combating  all  the 
power  of  the  enemy;  and  one  of  the 
greatest  obstacles  to  their  triumphant  pro- 
gress, we  believe  and  have  stated  to  be  a 
habitual  looking  on  man's  part,  to  those 
things  which  are  generally  regarded  as 
necessary  means,  but  which  are  not,  can- 
not be  in  themselves  essential  to  the  ful- 
filment of  any  one  thing  which  the  Lord 
purposes  to  perform. 

For  three  hundred  years  the  church  in 
these  realms  has  been  in  a  state  of  com- 
parative repose.  By  the  church  we  mean, 
of  course,  the  general  company  of  believ- 
ers. When  a  soul  was  called  out  of  dark- 
ness, to  whatsoever  communion  the  indi- 
vidual might  belong,  there  was  no  actual 
danger  incurred  to  the  body,  unless  Po- 
pery had  held  captive  the  ransomed  one, 
and  in  that  case,  as  from  Paganism  of  old, 
a  degree  of  danger  was  menaced.  Still  no 
legalized  persecution  was  known;   and 


the  conflict  entered  upon  by  the  child  of 
God  was  principally  against  a  nubdued 
manifestation  of  the  world  and  the  devil; 
the  flesh  alone  retaining  its  hostile  power, 
unmitigated  and  uncontrolled  by  outward 
circumstances.    There  were   no  dungeon 
and  stake ;  no  confiscaty>n  and  exile ;  no- 
thing but  the  polite  sneer  of  public  scorn, 
and  the  surly  rebuke,  or  bitter  scoff  of  do- 
mestic opposition.    Satan,  unable  to  wield 
the  world  as  of  old,  directed  his  fiery  darts 
principally  at  the  spirit;   and   the  poor 
harassed  Christian  often  found  it  hairder 
to  battle  in  the  closet  unseen,  than  fiis  fa- 
thers did   to  witness  a  good   confession 
amid  blazing  faggots.    Adapted  to  such  a 
state  of  things  was  the  spiritual  comfort 
and  admonition  which  they  who  had  them- 
selves tlic  same  ordeal  to  pass,  drew  from 
the  Bible  for  the  benefit  of  their  brethren: 
and  to  this  day  wc  find  the  pulpit  and  the 
press  pursuing  generally  the  same  track. 
Cluiet  disquisition,    and   theological   re- 
search, and  amicable  controversy  on  points 
that  the  church  had  full  leisure  to  moot, 
these  are  the  standard  themes  of  our  mod- 
em religious  literature.    We  would  not 
set  them  aside,  for  they  are  truly  valua- 
ble ;  but  we  would  remind  God^s  children 
that  other  times  are  already  come  round, 
other  scenes  beginning  to  be  enacted  ;  and 
God  has  other  services  for  his  people  to 
engage  in  than  tliose  of  reading  or  wri- 
ting, or  indeed  preaching,  after  the  fash- 
ion of  the  preceding  generation. 

The  whole  world  is  astir;  and  af\er 
such  a  sort,  that  we  cannot  liken  it  to  the 
Spirit  of  God  moving  upon  the  face  of  the 
waters,  to  produce  harmony,  and  breathe 
rejoicing  life.  It  rather  resembles  the 
working  of  volcanic  elements,  eagerly 
watched  and  promoted  by  Satan,  for  the 
sudden  rending  of  all  that  is  fair  and  calm. 
We  see  a  prodigious  increase  of  know- 
ledge applied  to  man's  use  in  every  possi- 
ble branch  of  art  and  science ;  but  for  the 
promotion  of  God*s  glory.  Divinely  taught, 
Noah  prepared  an  ark,  elucidating  a  prifi- 
ciple  by  which  his  posterity  have,  for  thou- 
sands of  years,  found  a  highway  over  the 
trackless  water ;  but  now  they  have  seized 
tlie  element,  and  yoked  it  to  their  chariots, 
and  laugh  to  scorn  the  fleetness  of  the 
horse,  as  with  giddy  velocity  they  make  a 
transit  over  space,  such  as  never  before 
entered  the  imagination  of  man  as  a  prao- 
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ticable  thing.  By  much  craft,  and  labour, 
and  delicacy  of  touch,  and  nice  arrange- 
ment of  artificial  colours,  a  studious  por- 
tion of  the  community  have  long  since  ac- 
quired an<l  cherished  the  art  of  preserving 
the  natural  appearance  of  an  individual ; 
so  that,  when  both  the  artist  and  his  sub- 
ject had  mouldered  into  dust,  the  sem- 
blance of  the  one  survived  to  keep  alive 
the  fame  of  the  other.  But  now,  man 
makes  the  sun  his  Hmner ;  and  under  the 
blaze  of  one  day's  beams,  more  is  done  in 
the  art,  and  far  more  perfectly,  than  the 
longest  life  of  the  most  laborious  student 
ever  sufficed  to  accomplish.  By  a  third 
process,  a  similar  adaptation  of  existing 
elements  and  natural  principles,  with  a 
little  aid  from  man's  adventurous  hand, 
and  a  trifling  outlay  of  his  limited  means, 
the  most  ordinary  homely  metal  shines 
forth,  almost  instantaneously  in  burnished 
gold.  Every  day  evolves  some  new  mar- 
vel, or  tests  the  applicability  of  modern 
discoveries  to  some  branch  of  production, 
where  thousands  have  been  accustomed 
to  earn  their  daily  bread,  producing  the 
same  results  by  protracted  manual  labour 
which  now  are  effected,  as  in  a  moment, 
by  machinery  and  chemical  propulsion. 
All  this  is  working  a  mighty  revolution  in 
men's  minds  and  circumstances :  fostering 
pride,  satiating  avarice,  and  promoting 
luxury  in  one  class ;  while  in  another  it 
engenders  want,  foments  discontent,  and 
even  forces  on  them  the  idleness  that  is 
the  parent  of  mischief.  In  both  cases  God 
is  forgotten :  the  giddy  whirl  of  exciting 
occupation  on  the  one  side,  combined  with 
the  lust  of  gain,  that  evermore  grows  by 
what  it  feeds  on,  thrust  religion  away  as 
an  unprofitable  interruption ;  while  on  the 
other  it  is  shunned  as  a  substitute  mock- 
ingly offered  by  the  rich  in  lieu  of  what 
the  body  craves ;  and  as  a  check  on  the 
lawless  purposes  with  which  Satan  has 
filled  the  minds  of  the  poor. 

So  much  for  external  changes,  and  their 
effects  on  the  surface:  how  powerfully 
they  bear  on  the  position  and  the  duty  of 
the  Christi&m,  how  loudly  they  call  for  that 
faith  in  God  which  nerves  him,  in  defiance 
of  second  causes,  to  do  valiantly  in  an  evil 
day,  may  bo  next  shown. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

There  are  no  circumstances  in  which  a 
servant  of  Grod  can  be  placed,  where  he 
will  not  find  in  the  Holy  Scriptures  both  a 
direction  and  an  example  as  t0  what  he 
shall  do.  Viewing  the  present  position  of 
the  world,  we  have  in  Daniel  a  prophetic 
declaration,  worthy  of  especial  remark  at 
this  time — "  They  that  understand  among 
the  people  shall  instruct  many ;"  and  for  a 
pattern  of  mosi  persevering  zeal,  faithful- 
ness, and  fearfulnees  if)  a  very  evil  day,  we 
have  the  prophet  Jeremiah. 

The  sins  of  Judah  had  increased,  and 
their    provocations    multiplied,   until  the 
Lord  saw  right  to  visit  them  most  severely. 
They  were  His  people,  professing  His 
name,  and  holding  the  sacred  depository 
of  his  truth,  though,  alas !   they  held  that 
truth  in  unrighteousness;  and  it  behoved 
him  to  convince  the  w^holc  world  tliat  their 
ways  were  as  displeasing  unto  Him  as 
their  professed  faitli  was  according  to  His 
word.    He  therefore  raised  up  prophets, 
to  show  the  people  of  Israel  their  trans- 
gressions, and  to  warn  them  of  coming 
destruction,  unless  they  would  wholly  turn 
from  their  evil  ways  and  live.     The  mes- 
sage was  slighted,  tlie  messengers  perse- 
cuted, and  at  length  the  Lord  made  known 
his  determination  to  deliver  them  to  the 
sword  and  to  captivity,  their  cities  to  the 
spoiler,  and  even  their  glorious  Temple, 
where  His  presence  so  long  had  dwelt,  to 
the  flames.    This  was  expressly  revealed, 
and  no  amount  of  individual  repentance 
and  holiness  could  avert  the  national  ruin 
of  an  offending  people.    This  was  known 
to  Jeremiah ;  but  he  also  knew  that  each 
Israelite  who  turned  to  God  would  be  per- 
sonally dealt  with  according  to  his  faith ; 
and  he  never  ceased  to  warn,  to  exhort,  to 
show  the  terrors  of  the  Lord,  and  to  mag- 
nify his  mercy.     The  king  on  the  throne, 
and  the  humblest  of  the  populace  were 
alike  addressed  by  this  intrepid  preacher; 
nor  could  any  measure  of  cruelty  practised 
upon  him  silence  his  testimony,  cool  his 
zeal,  or  diminish  his  love.    True,  he  was 
directly  inspired  for  the  purpose,  and  what 
he  did  was  by  the  Lord's  command  and  in 
the  Lord's  strength ;  but  are  we  not  under 
a  like  obligation  to  deliver  to  our  offend- 
ing fellow-countrymen  the  message  coofi- 
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ded  to  us,  who  make  the  Word  of  God 
our  study,  and  who  sec  in  all  that  passes 
around  us  something;  siniilar  to  the  sin  of 
Israel  ?  Should  we  not  ^rd  up  the  loins 
of  our  mind,  and,  as  good  stewards  of  the 
manifold  gnice  of  God,  vouchsafed  unto 
ourselves,  at  least  try  to  minister  the  gid 
to  others?  There  is  something  very  in- 
spiriting in  the  theory;  but  the  practice 
Iiow  hard!  Ministers  addressing  their 
flocks,  parents  among  their  children,  teach- 
ers surrounded  by  their  class,  or  public 
writers  with  the  pen  in  their  hands,  may 
find  it  an  easy  matter,  and  pleasant  as 
profitable  so  to  do;  but  wlien  we  look 
round  upon  the  multitudes  who  cross  our 
daily  path,  or  whom  in  some  way  we  have 
opportunities  of  addressing,  do  we  not 
often  shrink  and  falter;  and  while  the 
Spirit  of  God  strives  in  our  hearts,  and 
would  open  our  lips,  do  we  not,  like  Moses 
in  his  hour  of  unbelief,  secretly  say.  Lord, 
I  am  not  eloquent :  send  by  the  hand  of 
whom  thou  wilt  send — send  not  by  me  tliis 
message  of  mercy  to  the  fallen,  and  deliv- 
erance to  the  slave  ? 

Although  noi  with  all,  it  surely  is  the 
case  with  a  great  majority  of  believers, 
that  when  they  fall  in  with  a  stranger,  and 
make  inquiry  concerning  his  spiritual  or 
carnal  character,  if  it  be  of  the  latter  class, 
they  feel  a  chill  rather  than  an  awaken- 
ing of  kindTy  affection  towards  him,  as 
though  tliere  neither  was  nor  could  be 
any  unity  of  spirit,  and  their  intercourse 
must  necessarily  be  confined  to  worldly, 
if  not  to  foolish  and  vain  conversation. 
Faith  in  God  would  suggest  that  if  this 
fellow-sinner  is  ever  awakened  to  a  sense 
of  his  lost  estate,  and  driven  for  refuge  to 
the  hope  set  before  him  in  the  Gospel, 
which  hope  tee  have,  as  an  anchor  of  the 
soul  sure  and  steadfast,  it  will  most  proba- 
bly be  accomplished  by  means  of  some  word 
spoken  in  season ;  and  the  office  is  open  to 
US.  But  second  causes  interpose  just  as  we 
are  half  persuaded  to  stretch  forth  our 
hands  for  the  blessing.  It  is  ill-timed ;  it  may 
seem  ill-mannered;  he  is  not  an  encourag- 
ing subject  for  the  experiment;  other  means 
of  grace  are  open  to  him,  and  if  God  has  so 
long  spoken  in  vain  to  him,  how  can  such 
as  we  hope  to  prevail  ?  Perhaps  the  op- 
portunity is  not  a  good  one ;  we  may  de- 
sire a  more  convenient  season,  and  resolve 
to  watch  for  it    By  meam  of  sach  ex- 


■  cuses,  what  a  vast  amount  of  good  is  M 
'  undone  by  God's  people  !  It  is  Satan  **  for^ 
{  bidding  us  to  speak  to  the  Gentiles  that 
they  may  be  saved,"  and  he  is  the  only 
party  to  whom  our  unfaithful  conduct  af- 
fords satisfaction. 

If  this  be  applicable,  as  undoubtedly  it 
is,  to  the  meeting  of  a  believer  with  one 
yet    dead  in  trespasses   and    sins,   haw 
much  more  so  when  the  poor  creature  be- 
fore us  is  awake  to  the  value  of  hi^  soui. 
to  tlic  importance  of  eternal  tilings,  and  is 
earnestly  endeavouring  to  enter  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  by  a  path  that  we  know 
leads  to  everlasting  destruction !     Surely 
the  spirit  of  Jeremiah  is  what  every  Chris- 
tian should  especially  strive  after,  while 
many  a  nominal  house  of  God  is  polluted 
with  idols,  and  the  name  of  the  Queen  of 
Heaven  invocated  in  all  our  streets.    For 
these  things  they  who  did.  and  they  who 
suffered  them  to  be  done  in  the  city  of  the 
Lord,  went  into  captivity  together;  and 
God  was  glorified  in  their  punishment,  as 
before  he  had  been  in  their  exaltation. 
Can  we  read  the  record  of  His  mercies  to 
Israel,  of  their  obstinate  transgressions, 
and  impending  ruin,  and  not  feel  that  it 
would  have  been  a  privilege  to  arrest  the 
step  of  any  dweller  in  Jerusalem,  to  plead 
with  him  the  wonders  wrought  of  old  for 
the  redemption  of  his  people,  and  to  re- 
claim, if  it  might  be,  his  heart  ih>m  the 
abominable  paths  of  idolatrous  transgres- 
sion ?    How,  then,  can  we  go  forth  fh>in 
our  closets,  and  carelessly,  or  at  least  in- 
actively, regard  the  situation  of  our  domes- 
tics, our  worldly  connexions  and  acquain- 
tance, or  of  any  one  who,  calling  himself 
or  herself  a  Christian,  lives  in  daily  com- 
munion with  Antichrist?    We  speak  this 
more  especially  in  reference  to  Popery, 
dominant  as  it  is  over  the  vast  majoritgr 
in  Ireland,  and  sweeping  through  Eng^ 
land  with  the  violence  of  a  flood:  but 
"  there  are  many  Antichrists,"  and  with 
out  dethroning  the  *'  Man  of  Sin,"  from  his 
awful  eminence  in  guilt,  we  may  apply  ihm 
character  to  other  systems^ — even  to  all 
that  exalteth  itself  against  Christ,  whether 
it  be  the  earthly  wisdom  that  is  fhrni  be-* 
neath,  the  oppositions  of  sdeiice,  falseljr 
so  called,  or  the  unsound  theology  which 
would  teach  us  to  attribute  to  appointed 
means  of  grace  that  efficacy  which   is 
found  in  the  Holy  Spirit's  work  alone. 
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Among  these  many  Antichrists  holding 
rule  over  such  as  profess  to  pay  serious 
regard  to  tlie  things  of  eternity,  would  our 
lot  have  fallen,  had  not  the  Lord  watched 
over  us,  and  guided  us  to  his  fold,  and 
guarded  us  from  the  wolves  that  prowl 
even  there;  and  when  we  consider  the 
destruction  that  shall  assuredly  overtake 
all  His  enemies,  and  that  He  will  detect 
an  enemy  even  when  disguised  as  his 
most  devoted  adherent,  surely  no  motive 
can  be  lacking  to  urge  us  to  that  practi- 
cal test  and  evidence  of  our  faith  which 
action  alone  can  furnish ;  that  we  should 
never  retire  to  our  nightly  pillow  with  the 
sentence  to  write  against  ourselves,  ^'  This 
day  I  have  done  nothing  towards  pluck- 
ing a  soul  from  Satan,  or  extending  the 
kingdom  of  my  Lord." 

Indeed,  if  Christ's  kingdom  were  never 
to  be  established  on  earth  till  we  prevail  to 
set  it  up,  Satan  would  have  little  to  fear. 
There  are  so  many  divisions,  bickerings, 
jealousies,  and  strife-engendering  ques- 
tions evermore  diverting  the  attention  of 
Christians,  that  they  have  scarcely  leisure 
to  look  alter  their  own  souls,  much  less 
after  those  of  their  neighbours.  Anti- 
christ in  all  his  forms,  they  do  indeed  re- 
ject :  they  are  true  to  the  first  principles, 
and  will  not  compromise  the  essentials  of 
truth :  but  who  shall  enumerate  the  con- 
flicting partialities  that  keep  in  perpetual 
commotion  tlie  litde  flock  of  Christ !  We 
have  Episcopalians  and  Non-Episcopa- 
lians; Presbyterians,  and  Congregation- 
alists,  and  some  who  abjure  them  all.  In 
every  one  of  these  separate  bodies,  or 
rather  in  these  disjointed  members  of  the 
same  body,  we  have  two  or  more  parties, 
carrying  on  a  little  dispute  of  their  own, 
concerning  non-essential  doctrines,  or 
minute  points  of  ecclesiastical  government 
and  discipline,  with  as  much  zeal  and 
earnestness  as  though  it  tested  with  them 
to  decide  what  precise. form  the  church 
should  assume  and  retain  to  the  end  of 
time.  Few,  very  few  there  are,  among 
even  those  who  have  tlie  love  of  God  shed 
abroad  in  their  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost, 
who  do  not  look  on  the  gaining  of  a  pro- 
selyte to  their  own  particular  system  from 
some  other  equally  orthodox,  as  a  matter 
sufficiently  important  to  excuse  the  neg- 
lect of  an  infinitely  higher  work ;  and  the 
man  who  should  persuade  Dr.  Cooke  or 
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Dr.  Urw^ick  to  enter  tJie  Established 
Church,  or  he  who  could  induce  Mr. 
M'  Neile  to  eschew  it,  would  probably  be 
tempted  to  rejoice  in  his  achievement 
more  than  if  he  had  stopped  some  ragged 
mendicant  on  his  way  to  the  idolatroii» 
mass-house,  and  brought  him  into  the  true 
fold.  Not  tliat  he  would  willingly  leave^ 
the  latter  undone;  but  the  former  mig^ht 
seem  a  sufficient  pica  for  postponing  it  to 
a  time  that  perhaps  would  never  arrive. 

if  this  be  an  unjust  suspicion,  if  any  • 
reader  warmly  repels  it  as  unmerited,  let 
him  rejoice,  in  his  exemption  from  a  wide- 
spreading,  evil,  and  hasten  to  devote  to  the 
Lord's  cause  the  energies,  the  opportuni- 
ties that  He  has  given.  Moses  was  never 
more  meetly  employed  than  when  he  said 
to  Hobab,  ''Come  thou  with  us  and  we  will 
do  thee  good :  for  the  Lord  hath  spoken 
good  concerning  Israel."  Even  that  Is- 
rael whom  He  chose;  the  people  whom 
He  formed  for  Himself  that  they  might 
show  forth  His  praise ;  and  whose  office 
we  shall  best  exercise,  while  enjoying  their 
spiritual  privileges,  by  inviting  those  who 
know  not  the  Lord  aright  to  taste  and  see 
how  gracious  He  is. 

That  things  should  long  continue  in 
their  present  position  is  manifestly  impo»» 
sible.  It  is  spring-tide  with  Popery  in 
England ;  e^^ry  day  adds  something  to 
the  advantages  gained,  and  to  whatever 
distance  the  boundary  may  be  removed 
which  says  to  those  proud  waves,  "  Hitb* 
erto  shalt  thou  come,  but  no  farther,"  it  u 
quite  evident  they  will  roll  on  till  that  im- 
passable barrier  be  reached.  The  claei 
led  away  are  also  of  a  rather  high  grade; 
people  who  contribute  their  money  te 
schools  and  mass-houses,  and  then  go  to 
hear  the  thanksgiving  sermons  of  a  grate- 
ful priesthood,  who,  in  return  for  their  car^ 
nal  gif\s  would  fain  press  on  them  the 
spiritual  toys  of  Rome  :  people  too,  who, 
not  content  with  the  good  land  which  the 
Lord  gave  them,  and  in  which  th6ir  fathers 
gloried  to  dwell,  have  wandered  abroad, 
spending  their  money  in  Popish  countries 
and  their  time  in  Popish  society,  untfl 
they  have  lost  the  sensitiveness  of  real 
Protestantism,  and  "  grown  familiar  with 
the  face,"  are  prepared  to  link  themselves 
to  what  they  should  never  have  even  looked 
upon.  Another  class  consists  of  those  whc 
have  been  inoculated  in  their  own  churek 
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or  tfaeir  own  college,  with  the  virue  of 
Rome ; — the  geDtlemen  who  read,  and  the 
gentlemen  who  preach,  and  the  ladies  who 
read  and  hear  Tractarianism.  Likewise, 
the  frequenters  of  theatres,  who  having 
been  present  when  such  compositions  as 
the  Stabat  Mater  were  performed  on  the 
■(age,  are  tempted  to  try  the  more  exci- 
ting effect  of  the  same  sentimentalism, 
amid  the  scenes  for  which  it  was  originally 
intended,  and  with  all  the  romantic  accom- 
paniments of  an  ecclesiastical  melodrama. 
These  fall  away  rapidly,  and  no  small  ad- 
vantage does  the  enemy  gain  by  such  ac- 
eeflBions:  for  they,  having  tlicir  understand- 
ings wholly  darkened  by  tiie  ignorance  that 
ii  in  tlie  apostate  mind,  and  having  lost 
what  little  knowledge  they  might  before 
poflsess,  are  filled  with  a  blind  zeal  to  de- 
coy others  into  the  snare ;  while  their  per- 
verted possessions  are  dedicated  to  the 
purposes  of  building  up  more  temples,  to 
be  filled  with  the  worshippers  they  shall 
help  to  allure.  Such  is  the  real,  existing 
state  of  things  in  Protestant  England; 
and  in  Scotland  the  troubled  condition  of 
the  church  ofiiera  many  facilities  to  the 
craAy  workers  of  evil.  Their  progress  is 
not,  indeed,  so  rapid  as  in  England,  but 
according  to  their  own  returns,  it  is  very 
great,  and  increasing.  The  open  revival 
of  the  order  of  Jesuits,  an  j  their  public 
■ettlement  in  our  most  populous  towns,  for 
the  avowed  purpose  of  spreading  their 
doctrines,  is  a  feature  of  the  times,  indica- 
ting a  coming  struggle  of  no  common 
kind ;  for  where  did  these  troubles  of  the 
world  ever  find  entrance  without  overturn- 
ing every  foundation  within  their  reach  ? 
In  Ireland  we  look  for  other  results :  we 
Imow  that  Popery  prevails  in  the  sister 
^MHintries  by  means  of  such  artifices  and 
AHKimptions  of  character  as  would  in  Ire- 
land be  laughed  to  sconi.  There,  it  is 
Imown :  its  features,  its  actings,  its  ofiiccrs, 
have  been  belbre  the  public  eye  too  long  and 
too  broadly  to  adroit  of  any  disguise.  The 
Ignorance,  the  crime,  the  destitution  that 
wait  on  its  stepR,  are  familiar  to  every  eye, 
impressed  on  every  mind.  Its  priesthood, 
fierce,  brawling  demagogues,  accustomed 
to  rule  by  violence,  and  with  their  frank 
natures  (for  they  cannot  help  being  Irish- 
men still)  utterly  unsuited  to  the  polished 
guile  of  Itahan  hypocrisy,  cannot  enact  the 
^parti  80  succeMfuIly  wulained  by  their 


English  neighbours,  who  have,  to  a  man, 
dofled  their  nationality,  and  assumed  the 
foreigner ;  and  so  far  from  Popery  extend- 
ing its  sway  in  Ireland  at  this  time,  there 
is  good  ground  for  hoping  tliat  the  cloud 
will,  roll  away  from  her  long-darkened 
sky;  and  too  probably  it  will  rest  again 
upon  the  eastern  horizon  whence  first  it 
rose  to  obscure  her  morning  beam. 

In  reference,  then,  to  Ireland,  we  would 
say  to  every  Christian,  ''Have  faith  in 
God;"  and  without  pausing  to  calculate 
the  bearing  of  secondary  causes  which  you 
can  never  rightly  comprehend,  go  formrd 
and  help  in  the  great  work  o£  delivering 
that  beautiful  country  from  the  curse  that 
has  for  many  centuries  rested  upon  iL 
There  is  peril,  even  in  the  escape  of  men's 
minds  from  the  thraldrom  of  Popery,  lest 
they  should  leap  from  one  form  of  infidelity 
to  another.  Tliis  marks  the  crisis ;  and  it 
calls  on  the  Irish  Christian  in  a  very  pe- 
culiar manner  to  show  forth  the  praise  of 
his  God,  so  that  all  may  read  in  him  an 
Epistle  not  to  be  misunderstood.  Taking 
heed,  then,  first  to  our  own  walk  before 
men,  let  us  next  consider  the  wonders  that 
faith  has  wrought,  even  from  of  old ;  look- 
ing at  the  amazing  efiects  that  have  re- 
sulted through  means  seemingly  the  roott 
inadequate  to  produce  any  national  eflfect 
at  all ;  and  perhaps  this,  with  a  lively  sense 
of  our  unutterable  privileges  of  access  to 
God,  and  of  his  readiness  to  help  to  the  ut- 
termost whatsoever  is  undertaken  for  the 
glory  of  His  name;  and  of  the  many, 
many  more  who  are  with  us,  than  there 
can  possibly  be  against  us;  seeing  that 
under  His  guidance  "  one  of  you  shall 
chase  a  thousand,  and  two  put  ten  thou- 
sand to  flight;"  perhaps  all  this  may  stim- 
ulate believers  to  join  in  such  a  work  as, 
if  accomplished,  will  far,  far  outshine  the 
highest  achievements  of  mortal  power,  and 
fill  the  hearts  of  millions  with  rejoicing 
praise. 

Israel  delivered  from  the  bondage  of 
Egypt,  journeying  through  the  wilderness, 
and  resiching  the  promised  land,  has  al- 
ways been  regarded  as  a  type  of  the 
Church  spiritually  considered,  and  of  every 
individual  believer  also.  But  Ireland,  as  a 
nation,  has  appeared  in  a  peculiar  manner 
to  share  the  destiny  of  Israel  as  a  nation. 
Perhaps  we  should  rather  say,  the  Irish  as 
a  people ;  for  it  is  principally  among  the 
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native,  aboriginal  race,  that  we  find  the 
bondage  of  Baby  Ion — the  figurative  Baby- 
lon and  literal  Rome — pressing  down  their 
€ouls.  It  is  because  tliey  rest  beside  '*  tlie 
waters  of  Babylon"  that  their  beloved 
harps  hang  on  the  willow  trees ;  and  the 
Lord's  song  does  not  issue  from  tlieir  lips, 
because  the  land  of  their  birth  has  become 
through  the  demon  of  Popery  a  strange 
land  to  its  children.  If  they  arc  impover- 
ished, degraded,  despised,  reckoned  as  the 
least  among  the  European  nation,  it  is  be* 
cause  the  power  of  Babylon  grinds  them 
down,  and  the  tyrant  of  Babylon  holds 
them  in  a  fetter  which  they  cannot  break. 
If  the  friends  who  truly  love  and  would 
serve  them  are  counted  enemies,  and  the 
faith  that  would  save  them  an  accursed 
thing,  and  they  are  taught  to  labour  for 
what  would  end  in  their  utter  extinction, 
it  is  because  they  learn  from  the  cradle  to 
call  evil  good,  and  good  evil ;  to  put  bitter 
for  sweet,  and  sweet  for  bitter;  to  love 
darkness,  and  to  hate  the  light  This  is 
what  baffles  every  attempt  to  tranquillize, 
to  conciliate  them :  this  is  what  saddens 
the  heart  of  benevolence,  and  wearies  the 
hand  of  beneficence,  and  calls  for  an 
armed  force  to  protect  her  io3ral  and  peace- 
able classes  from  those  who  ought  to  be 
the  best  defence  of  the  privileges  that  they 
enjoy.  Is  it  to  be  thus  always  ?  Has  it 
been  revealed  from  heaven  that  the  fate 
of  the  Irish  is  to  be  that  of  the  Amalekites, 
and  their  latter  end  that  they  perish  for 
ever?  Have  God's  servants  been  en- 
joined to  "  Pray  not  for  this  people,"  or 
commanded  to  get  up  from  among  them, 
that  He  may  consume  them  ?  We  know 
it  is  not  so :  we  know,  and  we  cherish  the 
knowledge,  that  in  every  comer  of  the 
land  some  remains  may  be  traced  of  the 
pure,  scriptural  Church  which  once  flour- 
ished in  what  was  justly  called  the  isle  of 
saints,  long  before  Rome  had  prostituted 
the  word  saint  to  fill  her  worthless  Kalen- 
dar;  and,  indeed,  before  Rome  became 
antichristian :  extensively,  too,  as  the  peo- 
ple have  apostatized,  the  Lord  has  never 
quite  removed  the  candlestick  from  Ire- 
land There  have  always  been  witnesses 
to  his  truth  in  the  land  ;  and  at  this  time 
the  light  is  streaming  most  effulgently 
from  many  candlesticks:  not  all  of  the 
same  pattern,  perhaps,  but  all  lighted  at 
the  Mune  holy  fire.     Doee  this  look  like  I 


'discouragement?  No;  it  is  with,  Ire- 
I  land  as  with  Israel ;  the  glory  of  tlic  Lord 
i  id  beginning  to  arise  upon  her,  and  her 
children,  so  long  alienated  from  Him,  and 
from  their  own  good  land,  (though  not, 
like  Israel,  in  bodily  exile,)  shall  again  in- 
habit its  borders,  and  dwell  in  the  peace 
that  Christ  only  can  give. 

Such  is  tlie  language  of  faith;  and 
whatever  contradicts  it  can  only  refer  to 
second  causes  for  a  warrant  to  disbelieve. 
The  Lord's  people  will  never  want  a  Pella 
to  flee  to,  when  destruction  comes  on  an 
ungodly  generation ;  and  why  Ireland 
should  not  be  destined  to  this  character-— 
why  it  should  not  again  become  what  it 
once  was  among  the  nations  of  Europe, 
no  possible  reason  can  be  assigned  to  sa- 
tisfy any  one  who  believes  "  that  the  Most 
High  ruleth  in  the  kingdom  of  men,  and 
giveth  it  to  whomsoever  he  will,  and  set* 
teth  up  over  it  the  basest  of  men."  The 
basest  of  men,  even  ^'  the  man  of  sin,"  hae 
long  been  set  up  over  Ireland ;  and  but 
for  the  goodness  of  God  in  always  preserv- 
ing there  a  remnant,  numerically  insignifi- 
cant, but  upheld  by  Him,  to  keep  in  check 
the  power  of  that  enemy,  he  would  have 
rendered  her  enslaved  millions  the  scourge 
of  all  surrounding  lands.  He  can  now 
rend  away  the  possession  from  the  usurper, 
and  restore  the  kingdom  to  its  true  mon- 
arch, Christ ;  and  to  say  that  he  will  not 
so  do,  until  the  failure  of  our  renewed  e(^ 
forts  proves  that  the  time  is  not  yet  come, 
is,  to  use  the  mildest  term,  a  very  pre- 
sumptuous and  premature  extinction  of 
the  hope  that  we  are  permitted  and  com- 
manded to  cherish. 

But  to  what  does  all  this  lead?  To  a 
conclusion  that  since  a  great  crisis,  affect- 
ing the  British  empire,  is  unquestionably 
approaching,  and  since  it  is  no  less  un- 
questionable that  Popery  is  the  forevioet 
in  profiting  by  this  eventful  movement,  we 
ought,  as  upon  new  ground,  so  with  a  new 
and  vigorous  effort  of  faith,  to  put  our 
hands  ta  the  work ;  and  so  to  proclaim  the 
glad  tidings  of  salvation  that  o'cry  indi- 
vidaal  shall,  or  may  hear  them.  The 
summons,  "  Come  out  of  her,  my  people ; 
be  ye  not  partakers  of  her  sins,  that  ye  re- 
ceive not  of  her  plagues,"  should  once,  if 
but  once,  resound  from  north  to  south,  and 
from  east  to  west  And  this  might  be 
done — would  be  done — if  every  reader  of 
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these  pages  resolved,  in  the  strength  of  the 
Lord,  to  do  some  one  thing  towards  it,  not 
merely  by  tlie  giving  of  money,  but  by 
personal  etTort  Societies  existing  for  the 
instruction  of  the  people  ouglit  to  receive 
continued,  yea,  redoubled  support;  and 
Bibles,  Tracts,  Handbills,  should  be  cir- 
culated in  abundance;  but,  mingled,  as 
the  population  is,  there  cannot  be  a  Pro- 
testant who  lias  not  some  opportunity  of 
■peaking,  rtra-toce,  to  a  Romanist ;  or  a 
Christian  who  may  not  find  many,  evi- 
dently dead  in  trespasses  and  sins,  both 
among  equals  and  inferiors,  to  whom  to 
speak  of  ihe  kingdom  of  heaven.  What 
aeems  to  be  required  now,  as  an  evidence 
of  faith  in  Ood,  is  that  each  who  is  really 
00  the  Lord's  side  should  show  himself  to 
be  80  in  a.  way  that  cannot  be  mistaken : 
that  the  master  should  openly  speak  to  his 
servants,  die  employer  to  his  labourers,  the 
landlord  to  his  tenants,  and  every  one  to 
his  neighbour.  This  may  be  dsmgerous, 
and  let  tliose  who  are  afraid  hold  back ; 
but  let  them  also  remember,  that  such  fear 
is  nothing  else  than  lurking  infidelity  ; 
tliat  no  man  can  possibly  set  on  them  to 
hurt  them,  while,  commissioned  by  the 
Lord,  they  proclaim  His  kingdom,  and 
seek  to  win  back  rebels  to  their  allegiance, 
and  to  save  immortal  souls  alive ;  unless 
it  be  specially  so  ordered  for  the  trial  of 
their  faith,  and  to  show  how  ready  the 
preachers  of  the  cross  of  Christ  are  to 
bear  that  cross,  in  any  way  in  whirJi  it 
pleases  their  Lord  to  lay  it  upon  them. 

And  have  not  English  Christians  a  two- 
fold motive  to  aid  this  good  work,  in  every 
Dossible  way  that  the  absent  can  assist  it 
in?  Besides  tlie  universal  obligation  to 
promote  the  cause  of  our  Master  wherever 
opportunity  is  given,  we  have  the  con- 
sciousness that  England,  when  herself  en- 
slavied  by  Popery,  flung  th^same  accursed 
fetter  over  Ireland ;  but  neglected  to  re- 
move it  when  her  own  emancipation  was 
mercifully  wrought  This  forms  a  plea  of 
perpetual  force  for  English  justice  and 
sympathy  witii  the  oppressed  slaves  of 
Rome  in  tlie  sister  isle ;  tlie  other  argu- 
ment we  must  draw  from  the  fearful  de- 
cay of  Protestantism  in  England,  where 
the  company  of  real,  unwavering  Pro- 
testers, while  it  certainly  increases  in 
ener^ry  and  decision,  has  diminished  in 
numbers  to  an  extent  truly  painful ;  and, 


to  judge  by  the  countenance  given  in  high 
places  to  those  who  are  gradually  over- 
turning the  whole  fabric  of  Scriptural 
truth,  we  may  soon  have  to  act  upon  our 
Lord^s  injunction,  *•  When  they  persecute 
you  in  one  city,  flee  to  another,"  on  ao  ex- 
tensive a  scale,  that  the  little  flock  must 
seek  beyond  the  limits  of  their  own  land 
for  a  refuge  where  to  enjoy  in  freedom 
the  ordinances  that  they  love.  The  pru- 
dent man,  foreseeing  the  evil,  will  betimes 
look  about  for  a  hiding-place,  and  deem  it 
no  idle  task  to  employ  himself  in  prepa- 
ring one.  The  persecution  that  seems  to 
await  vital  godliness  will  not,  probably, 
touch  the  lives  of  its  professors  at  once ; 
but  it  will  touch  their  consciences,  their 
privileges,  and  their  homes.  To  "wear 
out  the  saints  of  the  Most  High,"  by  a 
thousand  harassing  afflictions,  is  no  less  a 
part  of  tlie  character  of  Rome,  than  it  is 
to  fill  her  cup  when  she  can,  and  make 
herself  drunk  with  the  blood  of  the  mar> 
tyrs  of  Jesus. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

To  write  treatises  on  faith,  or  to  preach 
sermons  on  the  same  important  subject,  is 
no  new  thing  in  the  church ;  but  though 
what  has  been  said  aforetime  on  saving 
faith  must  be  applicable  to  the  end,  wher- 
ever there  is  an  ear  to  hear  it,  still,  since 
the  promiee  stands  fast,  "  As  thy  day  so 
shall  thy  strength  be,"  we  are  called  on 
to  mark  the  peculiarities  of  the  day  in 
which  we  live,  that  we  may  ask  strength 
and  put  forth  eflforts  commensurate  with 
tlie  occasion. 

This  is  a  day  of  perplexity ;  it  is  a  day 
of  trouble,  of  rebuke,  and  blasphemy. 
Evil  men  and  seducers  are  waxing  worse 
and  worse ;  and  the  ministers  of  Satan, 
tranf^formcd  into  the  appearance  of  minis- 
ters of  righteousness,  are  creeping  into 
houRCP,  yea,  into  the  pulpits,  where  only  a 
pure  faitli  is  commissioned  to  be  taught 
The  great  apostacy  is  spreading  its  con- 
quests by  means  which  were  never  before 
so  effectually  brought  into  operation  ;  and 
the  gospel  of  Christ  is  perverted,  and  the 
kingdom  of  Christ  assailed  among  ua. 
Are  his  people  to  make  no  unusual  effort 
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(o  oppose  this  vigorous  assault  ?  Is  each 
believer  to  wrap  himself  up  in  selfishness, 
and,  blessing  God  that,  come  what  will, 
he  at  least  has  a  sure  foundation  on  the 
Rock  of  Ages,  to  look  unmoved  while  his 
kindred,  his  neighbours,  his  countiy,  all 
perish?  Surely  not:  oiSr  faith  requires 
rousing,  that  we  may  do  more  than  stand 
on  the  defensive  while  an  enemy  hems  us 
round,  whom,  by  a  vigorous  sally,  we 
might  drive  for  ever  from  our  shore. 

Let  us  then  look  at  some  of  the  encour- 
aging instances  recorded  in  God's  word, 
where  the  prowess  of  fuith  has  been  ex- 
hibited, not  only  in  a  spiritual  victory  over 
the  prince  of  darkness,  but  in  the  deliver- 
ance of  many  from  those  evils  which  he 
by  his  agents  brings  upon  men.  The 
apostle  is  not  using  figurative  language 
when  he  says,  "  Ry  faith  the  walls  of  Je- 
richo fell  down  after  they  were  compassed 
about  seven  days."  Those  walls  were  a 
great  hinderance  to  IsracPs  advance ;  in 
fact,  the  full  of  Jericho  in  the  promised 
land,  was  as  essential  to  the  progress  of 
Israel,  as  the  fall  of  Popery  in  Ireland  is 
to  the  well-being  of  the  Irish  people ;  and 
the  Lord,  if  he  had  seen  good,  could  have 
crumbled  into  dust  those  bulwarks,  even 
as  he  rolled  away  the  waters  of  Jordan, 
without  any  human  participation,  and 
caused  Israel  to  march  over  the  fragments 
as  they  did  over  the  river's  bed;  but  it 
pleased  him  to  make  his  people  the  agents 
in  this  overthrow,  and  that  without  the 
brandishing  of  a  carnal  weapon,  or  tlie 
application  of  any  bodily  strength.  And 
what  he  could  have  done  in  a  moment,  he 
was  pleased  to  make  a  work  of  seven  days ; 
the  seventh  being  one  of  seven-fold  effort. 
The  most  pusillanimous  individual  in  Jeri- 
cho could  scarcely  have  been  alarmed  by 
seeing  a  company  of  strangers  march 
round  their  walls,  in  deep  silence,  uttering 
no  word,  using  no  gesture  of  menace,  but 
with  serious  look  and  solemn  step  com- 
passing the  city,  preceding  and  following 
what  must  have  been  a  strange,  unmean- 
ing object  to  the  idolatrous  beholders,  the 
ark  of  the  Lord,  with  its  seven  pcnceful- 
looking  priests,  blowing  with  rams'  horns. 
Whatever  feeling  might  be  excited  by  the 
first  appearance  of  such  a  company,  so 
employed,  the  unwearied  repetition  of  the 
spectacle  for  six  days,  the  coming  and  the 
going  of  tliat  company,  witliout  any  ap- 


proach to  a  hostile  movement,  must  have 
been  a  theme  of  ridicule  to  the  ungodly 
inhabitants  of  the  place ;  and  when  the 
seventh  day  arrived,  and  early  dawn  saw 
the  army  on  their  march  to  commence  the 
seven-lbid  circuit,  how  little  did  the  drow- 
sy inhabitants  of  Jericho  sus^^ct  what 
would  be  its  ending ! 

The  time  was  now  ripe,  and  the  trial  of 
Israel's  faith  and  patience  increased.  The 
city  was  very  large ;  and  to  encircle  it  so 
oden  must  have  been  both  tedious  and 
disheartening,  particularly  as  the  enemy 
would  not  fail  to  scoff  at  their  seemingly 
absurd  and  chimerical  expectations.  In 
proportion  as  the  hour  of  full  success  drew 
nigh  would  be  tlie  increase  of  the  city's 
confidence ;  every  additional  step  taken 
by  the  peaceable  besiegers  tended  to  show 
how  incunipetent  they  were  to  an  exploit 
tliat  would  require  immense  military 
prowess,  energy,  and  skill ;  and  Jericho,  no 
doubt,  looking  down  on  her  feeble  assail- 
ants, was  full  of  great  Babylon's  vaunt — 
^^  I  set  a  queen  and  am  no  widow,  and 
shall  sec  no  sorrow."  The  sequel  was  a 
stupendous  work :  a  long,  loud  blast  issued 
from  the  trumpets — Joshua  gave  the  word, 
"  Shout,  for  tlie  Lord  hath  given  you  the 
city !" — and  at  the  voice  of  that  thunder- 
ing shout  the  mighty  walls  fell  down,  and 
the  inspired  successor  of  Moses,  looking 
on  the  prostrate  ruins,  pronounced  them 
accursed.  The  anatliema  is  very  strong, 
and  is  extended  to  him  who  should  at- 
tempt to  rebuild  the  city  which  God  had 
overthrown ;  nor  was  any  spoil  allowed  to 
be  taken,  nor  any  tem])oral  advantage  to 
accrue  to  the  soldiers  of  the  Lord. 

Now,  such  fuith  as  can  lay  hold  on  the 
word  of  God,  and  can  believe  that  what 
he  has  caused  to  be  written  for  us  is  avail- 
able to  the  full  extent  of  our  need,  and  can 
realize  the  tmth  that  his  arm  is  not  short- 
ened since  it  w*rought  all  these  wonders — 
that  tuith  will  find  in  the  recital  of  Jericho's 
tall  something  to  grasp,  as  a  precious  ac- 
quisition. In  the  means  employed  for  the 
removal  of  tlie  formidable  obstruction,  we 
see  the  jwople  fully  bent  to  do  whatsoever 
was  ordered  for  them  to  perform ;  and  the 
service  required  was  to  exhibit  the  ark 
of  the  testimony  before  those  who  knew 
not  its  priceless  worth :  to  speak  no  word 
of  their  own,  to  strike  no  stroke  with  car- 
nal weapon,  but  to  sound  aloud  and  per- 
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(Mveringly  the  tnimpet-toned  proclamatioD 
ordained  of  God.  While  they  obeyed  the 
command,  the  Lord  himself  undermined 
the  walls  of  the  city,  taking  away  the 
founaationa  which  were  not  His,  and  re- 
ducing them,  unseen  and  unsuspected, 
to  such  a  state  of  fragile  insecurity, 
that,  untouched  by  mortal  hand,  they 
fell  at  the  breath  of  the  human  voice,  and 
crumbled  into  nothing.  Is  it  not  so  that 
we  have  for  a  long  period  been  encom- 
passing the  spiritual  Jericho,  exhibiting 
the  testimony  of  God,  even  the  Bible, 
wherein  is  contained  all  that  we  know  of 
the  ark,  and  of  that  to  which  the  ark 
served  but  as  a  foreshadowing  type  ;  and 
sounding  aloud,  not  any  words  of  our  own, 
but  those  which  the  Spirit  of  God  has 
supplied,  for  the  destruction  of  this  hostile 
power  ?  Are  we  not  told  to  continue  our 
work  in  language  as  plain  as  Joshua  made 
use  of  to  encourage  the  Israelites  ?  ^^  Go 
ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach  the  gos- 
pel to  every  creature."  ^^  Exhorting  all 
men  everywhere  to  repent,  and  to  believe 
the  gospel."  ^*  Let  us  not  be  weary  in 
wdl  doing,  for  in  due  season  we  shall 
reap  if  we  faint  cou"  "Line  must  be 
upon  line,  line  upon  line,  precept  upon 
precept,  precept  upon  precept"  In  the 
morning  sow  thy  seed,  and  at  evening 
withhold  not  thy  hand ;  for  tliou  knowest 
not  whether  shall  prosper,  this  or  that ;  or 
whether  they  shall  be  alike  good."  These, 
and  a  multitude  of  similar  encourage- 
ments, have  hitherto  led  us  on,  in  confi- 
dence that  when  the  Lord's  time  came.  He 
would  work,  and  who  should  let  it  1  But 
now  events  speak  to  us  eloquently  of  a 
period  when  tlie  battle  rages  so  closely 
between  light  and  darkness,  and  the 
enemy  is  gaining  such  accessions  of 
strength,  that  we  may  expect  the  Lord  to 
help  his  people  against  those  who  will 
otherwise  be  too  strong  for  them :  and  we 
^ould,  by  failh,  accelerate  this  dchver- 
ance — we  would  tlirow  seven  days'  work 
into  one,  and  rise  up  early,  and  carry  it 
on  diligently,  and  cause  the  sound  that 
has  been  so  long  heard  to  increase  botli 
in  loudness  and  duration — we  would  make 
a  vigorous,  simultaneous  effort,  and  leave 
the  issue  with  the  Lord. 

It  is  certain  that  Popery  has  been  most 
extensively  undermined  witliin  some 
years.     The   disclosures   first  made  in 


London  by  an  Irish  clergyman,  respecting 
the  confessional  and  other  abomiDatioDi^ 
and  followed  up  in  Ireland,  have  wrought 
secretly  but  powerfully.  The  Irish  Scrip- 
tures, quiedy  circulated  among  the  people^ 
have  loosened  the  whole  fabric  in  a  mea- 
sure not  suspected,  by  abstracting  from  it 
isolated  portions  in  so  many  quarters, 
that  it  will  cripple  the  actings  of  the  body 
as  a  whole.  The  temperance  movement, 
from  which  so  much  evil  was  intended, 
and  to  a  great  extent  has  arisen,  will  also 
be  overruled  to  immense  good,  if  Chris- 
tians be  on  the  alert  to  avail  themselves 
of  it ;  for  the  right  use  of  their  natural  rea- 
son is  so  essential  to  the  recovery  of  the 
people  out  of  the  snare  of  Popery,  that  it 
is  marvellous  the  priesthood  ventured 
upon  the  experiment  of  allowing  them  to 
think.  Political  agitation  alone  keeps  the 
deluded  mass  together:  and  but  for  that 
the  yoke  would  be  lightly  thrown  o£ 
The  foundation  of  Popery  in  Ireland  is 
now  altogether  different  from  what  it  was 
before  the  revival  of  true  religion  among 
Protestants;  and  very  far  removed  from 
that  on  which  it  is  rearing  a  proud  edifice 
in  England.  In  all  this  we  reaxl  a  pro- 
mise that  redoubled  effort  to  shake  to  the 
dust  her  accursed  battlements,  will  not  be 
in  vain ;  for  Ireland  who  never  persecuted 
the  Jew,  Ireland  who  never  was  reckoned 
among  the  ten  Papal  kingdoms,  Ireland 
who  has  had  the  grace  given  to  be  most 
munificently  liberal,  and  most  actively 
zealous  in  promoting  the  cause  of  Christ 
abroad  and  at  home,  will  not,  in  the  Lord's 
controversy  with  the  nations,  be  forgotten 
or  cast  away.  We  have  no  right  to  as- 
sume that  it  will  be  so :  unbelief  alone  can 
suggest  such  an  expectation,  and  if  not  to 
be  C£i6t  away,  she  must  be  rescued  from 
Popery ;  and  who  shall  come  to  the  rescue, 
if  those  in  these  lands  who  love  tlie  Lord 
do  not? 

Truth  is  a  very  aggressive  principle ;  it 
does  not  stand  still  to  be  attacked,  but 
marches  on,  under  the  conduct  of  faith,  to 
assail  the  eneniy,  to  make  conquests,  and 
to  recover  what  falsehood  has  stolen,  or 
violence  wrested  away.  Among  us,  truth 
is  far  too  quiescent  for  the  juncture  at 
which  vvc  are  arrived ;  too  contented  to 
stand  on  the  defensive,  and  merely  to  hold 
fast  what  she  has,  witliout  labouring  to 
drive  out  error  wherever  it  exists.  Where 


SECOND  CAUSES;  OR,  UP  AND  BE  DOING. 


487 


a  contrary  rule  prevailsj  how  wonderful 
are  the  advances  made !  These  views 
are  not  extravagant,  nor  these  hopes  un- 
founded. We  point  to  Dingle,  to  Ventry, 
to  Achiil,  where  the  work  has  been  com- 
menced, persevered  in,  and  triumphantly 
succeeded,  to  the  utmost  extent  that  the 
means  possessed  could  reach ;  let  any  one 
.who  demurs  at  what  is  said  begin  by 
pointing  out  the  spots  where,  willi  similar 
determination  and  faith  it  has  been  begun, 
persevered  in,  and  failed,  unless,  indeed, 
for  lack  of  that  "  filthy  lucre  "  of  which 
thousands  and  tens  of  ilioussmds  are 
heaped  on  the  shrine  of  Mammon,  for  one 
solitary  piece  that  is  devoted  to  tlie  Lord. 
When  Jericho  fell,  we  are  told,  ^*the 
people  went  up  into  the  city,  every  man 
straight  before  him,  and  they  took  tlie 
city."  The  work  of  faith  was  simulta- 
neous and  complete,  so  that  each  man  saw 
the  point  that  was  opposite  to  himself  fall 
down  before  hia  shout  of  trustful  obedi- 
ence. As  yet,  wc  only  make  a  breach 
here  and  there,  by  means  of  isolated  eflfortB, 
and  the  great  wall  stands,  impervious  in 
all  other  directions,  so  that  nothing  is  done 
to  enable  the  Lord's  people  to  advance 
and  take  up  their  position  on  the  enemy's 
ground,  and  deliver  the  poor  captives 
thece  held  in  cruel  bondage,  appointed  to 
die  eternally:  but  this  will  take  place 
whenever  tlie  Lord  awakens  so  tender  a 
concern  for  the  souls  of  our  perishing 
brethren,  and  inspires  us  with  so  enter- 
prising a  faith  in  his  readiness  to  do  more 
than  we  can  ask  or  think,  that  second 
causes  will  be  little  accounted  of,  and  tlie 
cold  discouragements  of  doubting  brethren 
will  be  but  as  a  handful  of  water  sprinkled 
on  a  glowing  furnace  to  increase  tlie  fer- 
vor and  brightness  that  it  perhaps  seeks  to 
extinguish.  While  all  Europe  resounds 
with  tlic  bold  Italian  enterprise  of  subju- 
gating England  to  the  hateful  sway  of 
Rome,  it  were  a  noble  act  of  faith  to  lay 
hold  on  Ireland  and  wrest  it  from  her 
grasp.  That  it  will  be  done,  we  do  expect, 
and  confidently  believe;  because  God's 
dealings  towards  his  people  and  the  land 
have  been  such  as  to  indicate  that  he  has 
great  purposes  of  mercy  tliere.  The  only 
question  is,  who  will,  by  faith,  appropriate 
a  rich  share  in  the  blessing  of  being  found 
forward  in  His  cause,  and  who,  by  unbe- 
lief, bring  himself  under  that  condeouiatory 


word,  "  He  that  gathereth  not  with  me, 
scattereth  abroad." 

The  worthies  enumerated  by  the  Apos- 
tle Paul  as  having  gloriously  exemplified 
the  power  of  faith,  comprise  as  well  Gid- 
eon, Barak,  Samson,  and  Jephtlia,  as  Da- 
vid, Samuel,  smd  the  prophets.  Men  who 
tlirough  faith  subdued  kingdoms,  and 
turned  to  flight  the  armies  of  the  ahens. 
This  is  what  we  want  They,  indeed- 
committed  great  slaughter,  being  commie- 
sioncd  of  God  to  execute  a  purpose  of  ven- 
geance no  less  than  of  deliverance ;  we,  in 
the  spirit  of  Him  who  came,  not  to  destroy, 
men's  Uves,  but  to  save,  would  not  inflict 
a  wound  or  impose  a  punishment  on  any 
human  being.  We  would  fain  subdue  the 
kingdom,  botli  spiritual  and  temporal,  of 
the  Pope  eunong  us;  and  to  flight  we 
would  most  joyfully  turn  the  alien  army, 
of  Jezebel,  falsely  calling  herself  a  pro- 
phetess, who  seduces  God's  servants,  teach- 
ing them  to  commit  fornication,  and  to  eat 
things  sacrificed  to  idols — the  whole  army 
of  a  foreign  hierarchy  and  priestliood  we 
would  put  to  flight,  unless,  by  turning  to 
the  Lord,  they  ceased  to  be  aliens  from 
tlie  commonwealth  of  our  Israel,  and  be- 
came heirs  together  of  the  grace  of  life. 
But  what  Gideon,  Barak,  Samson,  Jephtha,- 
did  with  the  sword  of  the  warrior,  that 
would  we  do  with  the  Sword  of  the  Spirit,- 
and  in  so  doing  work  a  great  national  de* 
liverancc.  The  case  of  Gideon  is  so  par- 
ticularly and  beautifully  apposite,  that  no 
one  whose  heart  is  right  with  God,  desir- 
ing to  see  the  Lord  glorifiid  in  lands 
where  His  mercy  has  been  especially 
shown,  from  generation  to  generation,  but 
must  long  for  such  a  heart  and  such  a 
work  as  was  given  to  the  son  of  Joash. 
The  character  of  that  champion  of  Israel 
is  exceedii^ly  fine :  he  presents  to  us  an 
example,  not  of  hasty  credulity,  but  of 
calm,  sober  faith,  that  first  required  sufll- 
cient  evidence  of  his  mission  being  from 
the  Lord,  and  then  proceeded  on  it  with 
an  intrepidity  never  surpassed  ;  and  suc- 
cess commensurate  with  his  courage. 

No  doubt  there  is  an  application  com- 
mon to  all  believers,  and  which  we  could 
not  afibrd  to  dispense  with,  even  in  tbie 
history  of  Gideon,  but  are  we  therefore 
prohibited  frum  applying  collectively  that 
which  belongs  to  each?  If  so,  no  deliver^ 
ancc  will  be  wrought  on  the  earth  on  the 
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principle  of  faith  in  God ;  and  while  some 
men  congratulate  thcnisclvcs  on  an  ap- 
proaching convereion  of  tlie  whole  earth 
by  means  of  the  preached  Gospel,  and  a 
gradual  taking  of  all  the  kingdoms  of  the 
world  to  be  tlie  kingdoms  of  our  God  and 
of  his  Christ,  they  are  allowing  Satan  to 
extend  his  dominion  around  their  own 
homes,  throughout  their  own  native  lands, 
and  accepting  the  tens  who  may  be  gath- 
ered out  of  heathen  nations,  in  lieu  of  the 
tens*of  thousands  who  perish  in  sin  and 
wretchedness  within  a  day's  journey  of 
their  dwellings.  We  speak  of  those  who 
are  conscientiously  persuaded  that  the  pe- 
riod of  millennial  blessedness  will  be  so 
brought  in ;  and  we  cannot  comprehend 
why  such  do  not,  like  the  men  of  Israel 
before  Jericho,  go  straight  up  to  the  point 
(bat  lies  before  them ;  why  they  do  not 
make  it  their  business,  beginning  at  home, 
to  form  each  a  little  nucleus,  where  many 
more  may  gather,  and  thus  tlie  work  of 
conversion  proceed ;  but  at  our  present 
ratio  of  advance,  there  is  not  tlie  faintest 
prospect  of  such  a  consummation,  at  least 
for  ages  to  come  ;  and  surely  our  looking 
with  the  eye  of  faith  at  some  distiint 
triumph  of  Christianity  will  not  excuse 
our  neglect  of  present  opportunity ;  for  the 
■aivation  of  those  who  live  in  our  own 
day ;  or  for  the  maintaining  among  us,  as 
a  people,  the  pure  worship  of  God. 

The  writer  would  not  have  it  under- 
stood that  she  participates  in  such  view  of 
the  world^s  conversion :  far  from  it.  She 
believes  that  a  remnant  will  be  gathered 
to  the  Lord  out  of  every  nation,  the  gosjK'l 
of  the  kingdom  being  preached  among 
them  for  a  testimony ;  but  that  so  far  from 
the  period  of  the  church's  fullness  and 
peace  being  ushered  in  by  a  general  con- 
version, there  shall  hardly  be  found  faitli 
upon  the  earth.  Yet  to  pronioro  this  faiih, 
and  to  remove  stumbling-blocks  of  doubt 
and  disbelief,  is  her  most  earnest  desire  ; 
that  each  in  his  own  person  may  approach 
the  Lord,  as  a  loving  Father,  assured  of 
his  readiness  to  grant  every  good  thing ; 
and,  having  made  his  own  calling  and 
election  sure,  that  he  should  use  the  high 
privilege  of  sonship  to  obtain  such  bless- 
ings for  his  country  at  large,  as  sliall  ren- 
der her  the  refuge  of  the  oppressed  people 
of  God,  in  the  hour  of  persecution,  instead 
•T  a  stronghold  of  the  enemy,  who  has 


I  long  held  possession   by   means  of  the 
I  divisions  subsisting  among  God's  people; 

and  until  those  divisions  are   hcaJed  will 

never  be  cast  ouL 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  case  of  Israel  in  Gideon's  da3rB  was 
most  disheartening.  Their  oppressors^ 
the  Midianites,  aided  by  the  Amalckitei^ 
seized  all  their  substance :  neither  sheep^ 
ox,  nor  ass,  nor  the  increase  of  the  cnrUi 
did  they  spare.  They  overran  the  coun- 
try, and  devoured  it;  and  such  was  their 
strength,  such  the  helpless  weakness  of  ils 
rightful  possessors,  that  the  man  who 
should  have  proposed  to  deUver  the  land 
of  Israel  from  its  invading  foes,  would 
have  appeared  at  least  as  insane  as  he 
who  should  go  forth  to  deliver  the  millions 
of  Ireland  from  Papal  dominion.  Yet  it 
pleased  the  Lord,  by  one  man's  instru- 
mentality, to  reverse  this  painful  picture, 
to  turn  to  flight  the  armies  of  the  aliens, 
and  to  deUver  the  kingdom.  True,  he 
wrought  miraculously ;  but  for  our  exam- 
ple it  is  recorded  that  he  wrought  efTecta- 
ally.  With  God,  notliing  is  hard  :  all  that 
He  does  is  alike  miraculous  and  alike  easy. 
In  such  cases  as  this,  He  gave,  as  it  were, 
a  partial  sight  of  the  wonderful  machinery 
which  He  employs,  whereas  in  our  times 
we  only  see  the  results,  not  the  means  that 
produce  them ;  but  are  his  angelic  minis- 
ters less  numerous  now,  or  less  active,  be- 
cause they  are  not  clad  in  mortal  shape  to 
hold  converse  with  us  1  or.  walking  as  we 
must  do  by  faith,  not  by  sight,  is  not  a 
marvel  recorded  in  the  Bible,  and  there 
made  known  to  us,  as  much  a  marvel 
done  on  our  behalf  as  though  it  were  re- 
enacted  for  our  personal  satisfaction  ?  Let 
UB  try  how  fir  the  stirring  story  of  Gideon 
may  be  made  available  for  our  present 
purpose. 

Joash  the  Abi-ezrite  had  possessions  in 
Ophrah,  and  there  he  had  raised  some 
wheat,  which  the  Midianites  would  be 
sure  to  seize  so  soon  as  they  discovered  iL 
Gideon,  his  son,  was  thrashing  out  this 
wheat,  not  in  the  usual  place,  but  by  a 
wine-press,  where  he  hoped  to  hide  it  from 
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the  spoilers.  An  Angel,  evidently,  so  dis- 
guised that  Gideon  took  him  for  a  man, 
seated  lumself  under  an  oak,  and  saluted 
him,  "  TIic  Lord  is  with  thee,  tliou  mighty 
man  of  valour."  What  proofs  of  valour  Gi- 
deon had  as  yet  afforded,  we  are  not  told : 
probably  he  had  never  sig  :alized  himself 
before  men ;  but  that  thoughts  were  in  his 
heart,  full  of  patriotic  zeal,  and  devout  sor- 
row for  tlie  Lord's  departure  from  Israel,  is 
clear  from  his  answer,  which  would  now 
aptly  express  the  misgivings  of  many  a 
pious  soul  among  ourselves.  ^>  If  the  Lord 
be  with  us,  why  then  is  all  tliis  befallen 
us ;  and  where  be  nil  his  miracles  which 
our  fathers  told  us  of,  saying.  Did  not  the 
Lord  bring  us  up  from  Egypt  ?  But  now 
tJie  Lord  hath  forsaken  us,  and  delivered 
us  into  the  hands  of  the  Midianites." 
Here,  though  too  complainingly  uttered, 
was  what  tlie  Lord  loves  to  hear  from  the 
lips  of  his  people :  an  acknowledgment  of 
former  mercies,  and  an  unlicsitating  refer- 
ence to  Him  of  all  that  had  befallen  tlie 
nation.  An  assurance,  too,  in  the  young 
Israelite's  mind,  that  unless  God  had  for- 
saken them  no  enemy  could  have  pre- 
vailed. These  words  ol^  Gideon's  furnish 
a  clew  to  all  that  followed :  he  pleads  on 
behalf  of  %is  people ;  and  addressing,  as 
he  thinks,  a  wayfaring  stranger,  he  gives 
the  glory  alike  of  tlieir  past  deliverances 
and  of  their  present  heavy  chastisement, 
to  Israel's  God.  The  Lord  looks  upon 
him  and  answers  him  directly,  "  Go  in 
this  thy  might,  and  thou  shalt  save  Israel 
from  the  hands  of  tlic  Midianites :  have 
not  I  sent  thee  ?" 

Gideon  objects  his  own  insignificance 
and  incompetency,  and  asks,  "  Wherewith 
shall  /save  Israel  ?"  But  the  promise  is 
repeated,  and  confirmed  with  a  sign  that 
discovers  to  him  the  celestial  character  of 
the  being  with  whom  he  had  been  con- 
versing. Now,  it  does  unquestionably 
happen  that  the  Lord  oflcn  puts  it  into  the 
hearts  of  individuals  to  attempt,  in  His 
cause,  tilings  as  much  beyond  their  own 
unassisted  power,  as  was  the  deliverance 
of  a  nation  beyond  that  bf  tlic  son  of  Jo- 
aeh ;  and  to  a  believing  obedience  to  such 
suggestion  do  we  trace  many  an  amazing 
work,  even  in  later  times :  but  we  habitu- 
ate ourselves  to  regard  as  mere  reveries 
of  our  own  fancy  these  thoughts,  and  draw 
back  from  putting  our  good  desires  into 
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effect,  with  the  objection,  *' Wherewith 
shall  /accomplish  tliis?"  Truly,  we  can 
accomplish  nothing;  but  the  Lord  can 
make  us  the  means  of  whatsoever  He 
wills  to  be  done.  A  wonder,  a  miracle, 
such  as  Gideon  saw,  would  satisfy  us ;  but 
the  inspired  relation  of  what  was  vouch- 
safed to  Gideon,  though  we  possess  it  by 
a  miraculous  mercy — the  preservation  of 
these  sacred  writings  through  many  long, 
and  dark,  and  stormy  ages,  and  tlieir  un- 
mutilated  transmission  to  us — will  not 
overcome  our  unbelief:  w^e  must  see  for 
ourselves  all  tlie  working  of  secondary 
causes,  ere  we  can  trust  that  according  to 
our  faith  it  shall  be  unto  us. 

Gideon  commenced  his  work  by  building 
an  altar  unto  the  Lord,  and  calling  it  ^^  Je- 
hovah-shalom,"  "  The  Lord  send  peace." 
And  such  peace  as  he  desired  for  Israel 
was  sent,  by  his  hand :  the  first  movement 
being  of  uncompromising,  public  hostility 
against  the  darling,  sin  of  his  people. 
Their  transgression  was  idolatry,  and  Baal 
had  an  altar  in  that  ^property  of  Joash,  the 
Abi-ezrite ;  even  as  another  idolatrous  ob- 
ject has  in  every  district  belonging  to  us. 
The  same  night  on  which  Gideon  had 
builded  his  altar  and  offered  a  peace-offer- 
ing, a  commandment  came  to  him  to  break 
down  Baal's  shrine,  and  replace  it  with  an- 
other, consecrated  to  tlie  Lord.  This  is  a 
very  instructive  passage:  we  are  apt  to 
suppose  that  in  establishing  to  our  utmost 
the  worship  of  Christ,  where  Antichrist 
also  is  worshipped,  we  do  all  that  is  re- 
quired of  us.  We  err :  God  is  not  so  to 
be  honoured  :  the  temple  of  idols  is  an  of- 
fence that  He  will  not  brook ;  and  that  of- 
fence must  be  put  away,  ere  He  will  deliver 
His  people.  We  find  Gideon  prompt  to 
obey :  the  act  was  a  most  daring  one,  for 
not  only  his  father  and  his  household,  but 
all  the  men  of  the  city  would  rise  up 
against  the  destroyer  of  their  fnl&e  god. 
Knowing  tliat  they  would  interpose  if  he 
did  it  openly,  he  waited  for  the  cover  of 
night,  then,  with  the  same  strong  arm  that 
thrashed  tlic  corn,  he  brake  down  Baal's 
altar,  cut  to  the  ground  the  consecrated 
grove  that  surrounded  it,  and  with  the 
wood  for  fuel,  offered  on  the  altar  that  he 
built  in  its  place,  a  choice  young  bullock  of 
his  fatlier's  for  sacrifice.  A  rare  test  of 
courage  and  obedience  was  this!  Of 
course,  a  great  commotion  was  raised  so 
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■ooD  at  day  revealed  the  extraordinary 
spectacle.  Where  a  thick  clump  of  trees 
had  overshadowed  the  heatlien  shrioe. 
polluted  by  the  impious  mysteries  of  a 
false  rite,  all  was  open  to  view;  no  tree 
remained,  no  shrine,  but  on  the  highest 
summit  of  a  tall  rock,  and  exactly  in  the 
ordered  manner  of  Israel's  worship,  stood 
an  altar  to  tlie  Lord,  smoking  with  the  ac- 
cepted sacrifice  that  He  had  selected. 
The  enraged  people  collected  round  the 
house  of  Joash  exclaiming,  '*  Bring  out  thy 
son,  that  he  may  die,"  naturally  expecting 
that  the  very  proprietor  of  the  abominable 
thing  would  be  foremost  to  punish  the  man 
who  had  trespassed  against  Baal,  and  pro- 
voked the  anger  of  the  infernal  spirits  that 
dwelt  in  the  idol.  But  here  Gideon  expe- 
rienced the  first  proof  of  the  Divine  power 
exerted  in  his  favour :  Joosh,  evidently  im- 
pressed with  the  senseless  folly  of  that  in 
which  he  also  had  offended,  professed 
great  indignation  against  any  one  who 
should  suppose  that  Baal,  being  looked  on 
as  a  god,  required  nmn's  help  to  plead  his 
cause.  Instead  of  delivering  up  his  son  to 
death,  he  gave  him  the  name  Jerubbaal, 
saying,  "Let  Baal  plead  against  him." 
Thus  it  has  been,  and  thus  it  will  be,  that 
even  among  those  to  whose  personal  loss 
we  advance  true  religion,  and  whose  indi- 
vidual interests  are  involved  in  the  support 
of  what  is  false,  we  shall  find  help  where 
we  looked  for  opposition,  and  encourage- 
ment in  place  of  vengeance.  For,  be  it 
ever  borne  in  mind,  "  When  a  man's  w^ays 
please  the  Lord.  He  maketh  even  his  ene- 
mies to  be  at  peace  with  him." 

Gideon  now  blew  a  trumpet  in  the  Lord's 
cause,  and  who  wore  the  first  to  gather 
around  him  ?  The  men  of  Abi-ezer  ;  the 
indignant  avengers  of  Baal,  who  had  just 
been  clamouring  for  his  life.  These  be- 
came messengers,  ready  to  convey  his 
summons  to  all  Manasseh,  to  Asher,  Zcbu- 
lun,  and  Naphtoli,  who  came  up  to  meet 
him ;  and  the  solitary  thrasher  of  wheat 
saw  himself  at  the  head  of  more  than  thirty 
thousand  men,  prepared  to  do  his  bidding, 
and  to  follow  him.  Yet  the  noble  Israel- 
ite trusted  not  in  the  arm  of  flesh :  he  be- 
lieved tliat  the  Lord  had  commissioned 
him,  and  a  full  confirmation  of  that  belief 
was  all  that  he  required.  He  asked  a 
sign :  it  was  immediately  vouchsafed  :  he 
then,  humbly  deprecating  the  Lord's  dis- 


pleasure at  his  presumption,  requested  to 
have  that  sign  reversed,  and  it  was  done. 
No  longer  did  he  hesitate  ;    he  rose  op 
early,  and  pitched  his  camp  not  far  from  the 
Midianitish  host      The  next  trial  of  hii 
faith  is  very  striking :  the  Lord  told  him  the 
people  with  him  were  too  many:  if  the 
Midianites  were  given   into    their   hand^ 
then  might  Israel  vaunt  themslves  against 
the  Lord,  saying.   Mine  own  hand  hath 
saved  me.    Accordingly,  he   made   pro- 
clamation   that    whosoever    was   fearful 
and  afraid  might  depart :  and  more  than 
two-thirds  of  his   company  immediately 
led  him.     We  roust  remember  that  the 
"Midianites  and  the  Amalekites,  and  all 
the  children  of  the   East,  lay  along  in 
the   valley  like  grasshoppers    for    multi- 
tude; and  their  camels  without  number, 
as  the  sand  by  the   sea-cride    for    multi- 
tude."   What  a  picture  does  it  present  to 
us  of  the  might  of  Israel — a  people  saved 
by  the  Lord — that  thirty-two  thousand 
out  of  their  impoverished  heart-broken 
tribes  should  be  *'too  many"  to  achieve 
the  destruction  of  this  enormous  army! 
Gideon  saw  twenty-two  thousand  depart; 
and   as   he   looked  on  the  ten  thousand 
who  remained  about  him,  and   prepared 
to  do  valiantly,  again   came    thai   start- 
ling voice,   with  its  mysterious   behest. 
"  The  Lord  said  unto  Gideon,  7%e  pfo 
pie  are  yet  too  many  ;"  and  prepared  an- 
other  test,   under   which    all    but  three 
hundred  were  rejected,  and  the  word  of 
the  Lord  assured  their  undaunted  leader, 
''By  the  three  hundred  men  that  lapped 
will  I  save  you,  and  deliver  the  Midian- 
ites  into   thine   hand ;   and    let   all    the 
other  people  go  every  man  unto  his  place." 
Do  we  realize  this  ?  Can  wc  picture  to 
ourselves  the  thousands  who  were  with- 
drawing, until  Gideon  stood  with  a  mere 
handful  of  followers,  contemplating    the 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  armed  warriors 
who  were  to  flee  before  him,  and  leave 
his  country  free  ?    A  nd  if  we  can  realize 
it,  what  are  our  thoughts  of  God  ?      It 
would  seem  as  though  the  solemn  decla- 
ration of  tlic  risen  Jesus,  "  All  power  is  de- 
livered unto  me  in  heaven  and  on  eartli," 
conveyed  an  idea  of  all  power  being  with- 
drawn, po  little  do  we  take  advantage  of 
it.    Verily,  if  an  angel  would  come  and 
converse  with  us,  w^e  should  be  nerved  to 
attempt  great  things:  but  what  are  all 
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the  words  that  all  the  angels  of  heaven 
could  utier  compared  with  that  brief  de- 
claration of  their  King,  "  If  two  of  you 
shall  agree  on  earth  as  touching  any 
thing  that  they  shall  ask,  it  shall  be  done 
for  them  of  my  Fatlier  which  is  in  heaven. 
For  where  two  or  three  are  gathered  to- 
gether in  my  name,  there  am  I  in  the 
midst  of  them."  Rich  treasury  of  pro- 
mise, if  we  had  but  faith  to  put  forth  our 
hand  and  grasp  the  boon ! 

Tlicre  was  no  delay  with  the  Lord  in 
giving  Gideon  the  fruit  of  his  faith.  The 
same  night  the  Lord  bade  him  go  down, 
for  he  had  delivered  into  his  hand  tlie  host 
of  Midian.  Then,  with  tender  compas- 
sion for  the  infirmity  of  man,  He  graciously 
permiited  Gideon  first  to  take  with  him 
his  servant,  and  go  down  privately  to  the 
host  and  hear  what  they  should  say  to 
strengthen  his  hands  for  tlie  exploit.  Of 
this  indulgence  Gideon  availed  himself. 
It  is  a  trait  in  his  splendid  character,  that 
he  never  neglected  any  lawful  means  of 
confirming  his  faith;  he  always  sought 
the  assurance  that  what  he  did  was  ac- 
cording to  the  Lord's  will.  The  remark- 
able dream  which  he  overheard  a  man 
tell  to  his  fellow,  with  the  interpretation, 
abundantly  satisfied  him,  and  *'he  wor- 
shipped, and  returned  unto  the  host  of 
Israel,  and  said.  Arise  !"  The  manner  in 
which  he  ordered  the  battle  is  singular ; 
there  is  nothing  like  it  on  record :  it  is  a 
literal  narrative,  but  highly  figurative,  too ; 
and  applicable  to  the  work  which  God^s 
people  in  every  age  are  called  to  perform. 

He  divided  his  tliree  hundred  men  into 
three  companies,  providing  each  man  with 
an  earthen  pitcher,  within  which  was  con- 
cealed a  bright  lamp ;  and  in  every  man's 
hand  he  placed  a  trumpet,  directing  them 
to  observe  him,  and  to  do  as  he  did.  He 
then  led  tliem  to  the  outside  of  the  slum- 
bering host,  round  which  he  stationed 
them,  even  as  Israel  had  surrounded  Jeri- 
cho, and  at  tlie  appointed  moment  he  Ufled 
the  trumpet  to  his  mouth,  the  blast  of 
which  was  instantly  echoed  by  his  faithful 
adherents;  so  that  the  sudden  alarum 
sounded  at  once  from  three  hundred  quar- 
ters in  the  ears  of  the  terrified  foe.  At 
tlie  same  instant  every  pitcher  was  broken, 
every  lamp  shone  forth ;  and  a  blaze  so 
universal  bursting  on  tlie  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  accompanied  by  the  voice  of 


the  trumpet,  strack  a  panic  into  the  heart 
of  Midian,  that  bereft  the  mighty  adver- 
saries of  all  self-command.  The  picture 
is  exquisitely  drawn :  '*  And  the  three 
companies  blew  tlie  trumpets,  and  brake 
the  pitchers,  and  held  the  lamps  in  their 
left  hands,  and  the  trumpets  in  their  right 
hands  to  blow  withal :  and  they  cried,  The 
sword  of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon.  And 
they  stood  every  man  in  his  place  round 
about  the  camp ;  and  all  the  host  ran,  and 
cried,  and  fled.  And  the  three  hundred 
blew  the  trumpets.'' 

It  appears  that  tliis  party  of  Israelites, 
chosen  and  consecrated  to  the  work  of 
their  country's  deliverance,  used  no  wea- 
pon. They  continued  sounding  the  trum- 
pet and  bearing  alof\  the  lamp  while,  in 
the  distracted  camp,  "  the  Lord  set  every 
man's  soul  against  his  fellow,  even  through- 
out the  host"  They  fled,  still  slaying 
each  other,  to  the  borders  of  the  land,  and 
then  Naphtali,  Asher,  and  Manasseh  were 
permitted  to  pursue  them.  Gideon,  at  this 
juncture,  sent  messengers  throughout 
Mount  Ephraim,  tlie  inhabitants  of  which, 
by  his  direction,  poured  down  towards 
Beth-bara  and  Jordan,  to  intercept  the  fu- 
gitives ;  he,  with  his  three  hundred,  **  faint, 
yet  pursuing  them."  Perfect  deliverance 
from  these  oppressive  enemies  was  the  re- 
sult, and  Israel  again  abode  safely,  serv- 
ing the  Lord  with  holy  worship,  while  the 
land  had  rest 

This  is  one  of  the  examples  of  practi- 
cal faith  to  which  the  Gospel  directs  our 
attention,  and  "  slow  of  heart"  must  he  be 
who  understands  not  the  beautiful  lessoa 
conveyed,  or  believes  not  tliat  it  is  written 
for  his  instruction,  both  as  an  individual 
and  as  a  member  of  a  community.  That 
Gideon  in  his  own  person  was  true  to  the 
faith  delivered  to  t)ie  saints,  is  evident 
from  his  ready  reply  to  the  angel ;  and  the 
war  that  he  waged  was  not  for  the  deliv- 
erance of  his  soul  from  his  spiritual  foes, 
but  of  his  country  firom  tlie  yoke  of  cruel 
and  idolatrous  oppression.  It  is  quite  al- 
lowable to  regard  the  Midianitish  host  as 
typifying  the  invisible  enemies  who  assail 
tlie  believer's  faith,  and  the  evil  disposi- 
tions that  struggle  for  supremary  where 
God  alone  ought  to  reign :  it  is  allowable 
also  to  consider  it  as  the  record  of  a 
mighty  work  of  God,  calling  for  the  ador- 
ing praise  of  all  who  hear  the  story  of  his 
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glorious  deeds :  but  much  more  is  it 
adapted  to  the  deep  consideration  of  those 
who  lament  over  the  defection  of  their  own 
country  nnd  people  from  the  faith  which 
they  profess  to  follow,  tracing  to  such  de- 
parture from  God  the  chastisements  that 
fall  upon  them,  and  fervently  desiring  to 
become  instrumental  in  hastening  tlieir  re- 
turn to  the  Lord ;  who  will,  in  that  case,  in 
His  abundant  mercy,  assuredly  return  to 
them. 

The  analogy  between  national  and  per- 
sonal revolt  is,  indeed,  much  closer  tJian 
we  are  accustomed  to  consider  it  Pic- 
turing to  ourselves  the  case  of  a  brother, 
much  beloved,  but  fallen  under  the  power 
of  sin, — we  will  say  entangled  in  the  net 
of  Popery,  and  pursuing  its  anti-Christian 
practices — we  shall  not  be  lopg  in  ascer- 
taining wliat  would  be,  or  at  least  what 
ought  to  be,  our  course.  What  Gideon 
did  to  deliver  his  country,  we  should  do  to 
deliver  our  brother.  We  should  oppose 
to  ilie  whole  host  of  his  delusions,  the  ene- 
mies that  were  destroying  his  soul, — the 
brightness  of  the  Gospel  light,  and  the 
sound  of  the  Gospel  trumpet  We  should 
admit  no  helpers  in  the  work  but  such  as 
we  could  confidently  hope  the  Lord  had 
chosen;  and  who  would  use  no  means 
but  of  his  appointing.  Not  the  wealthy, 
the  influential,  the  strong,  the  worldly 
wise,  who  might  trust  in  those  carnal 
weapons,  and  in  the  spiritual  conflict  be 
easily  overpowered  by  the  god  of  tliis 
world ;  but  the  humble  believer,  who, 
knowing  himself  to  be  nothing,  was  yet 
confldent  in  the  Lord,  and  assured  that  he 
could  do  all  things  through  Christ  strength- 
ening him.  We  should  then  seek  in  prayer, 
direction,  zeal,  patience,  long-suflering, 
perseverance,  and  large  supplies  of  heav- 
enly wisdom  ;  and  so  prepared,  we  should 
look  for  the  same  result  that  crowned  Gi- 
deon's enterprise,  even  tlic  rout  of  tlic 
foes  that  held  our  brother  captive.  Bear- 
ing in  mind  the  gracious  words, — "  Return 
unto  me.  and  I  will  return  unto  you,  saith 
the  Lord,"  and  the  encouragement, — ••  Re- 
sist the  devil  and  he  will  flee  from  you : 
draw  nigh  unto  God,  and  he  will  draw 
nigh  unto  you,"  we  should  labour,  and 
eagerly  watch  for  the  first  movement  of 
the  truant's  steps  in  opposition  to  Satan, 
and  in  advance  towards  the  Lord ;  not 
doubting  but  that  a  good  work  so  begun,  I 


would  be  continued,  and  carried  on  to  hk 
final  salvation.  There  is  nothing  in  this 
supposed  case  to  startle  any  one  :  nothing 
contrary  to  what  we  know  to  be  our  dul]^ 
and  rejoice  in  as  our  privilege  ;  and  if  un- 
der great  opposition  and  long  delay  our 
zeal  began  to  flag,  or  our  courage  to  fail, 
a  reference  to  Gideon  and  his  long -repeat- 
ed blast  with  the  trumpet,  and  the  uld- 
male  extirpation  of  that  against  which  he 
came,  would  do  much  towards  reviving 
both. 

And  if  for  a  brother,  why  not  for  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  brethren  ?     If  one 
soul  be  so  precious,  why  are  not  millions 
of  souls  equally  valuable  in  our  sight?   If 
the  dominion  of  Satan  over  a   solitary 
member  of  our  household  be  so  grievou^ 
why  tolerate  his  triumphant  rule  through- 
out a  kingdom  ?    If  faith  in  the  heart  of 
Gideon  proved  so  invincible  as  to  eflect 
the  deliverance  of  all  Israel  from  a  scourge 
justly  inflicted,  and  their  open  reinstate- 
ment in  the  favour  of  God,  as  the  bless- 
ing vouchsafed  to  his  efforts  proved  that 
it  did,  why  should  we  doubt  that  the  like 
precious  faith,  matured  as  it  is  in  us  by 
beholding  the  substance  of  what  be  only 
saw  in  shadow,  must  prove  effectual,  if| 
encouraged  by  the  Lord's  testimony  to  its 
mighty  working,  we  bring  it  to  bear  on 
the  same  point,  and  attempt  the  national 
salvation  of  our  people  ? 


CHAPTER   IX. 

A  FRIEND  lately  remarked  to  the  writer, 
'^  I  once  made  it  a  rule  in  reading  tlie  Old 
Testament,  to  apply  every  thing  as 
though  addressed  to  me  alone ;  and  fre- 
quently found  it  an  embarrassing  plan. 
I  remember  in  studying  Isaiah  xliii.,  I 
managed  pretty  well  to  appropriate  it, 
considering  Jacob  and  Israel  to  mean  my- 
self, until  1  came  to  llie  fifth  verse — '  I  will 
bring  thy  seed  from  the  East,  and  gather 
thee  from  the  West.'  This  I  could  by  no 
means  individualize,  nor  did  I  know  how 
to  gel  over  the  difliculty  without  relin- 
quishing what  I  had  been  taught  to  regard 
as  the  most  profitable  mode  of  realizing 
God^s  promises."    By  thus  losing  sight  of 
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the  primary,  literal  bearing  of  the  inspired 
word,  many  of  us  are  led  to  contract  our 
spiritual  feelings  within  too  narrow  a 
compass,  and  to  use  the  blessed  treasury 
far  less  beneficially  than  we  are  author- 
ized to  do.  Faith  in  God  takes  an  im- 
mensely wide  range,  if  it  goes  as  far  as 
the  precept  illustrated  by  example,  and 
the  example  sanctioned  by  the  precept 
will  carry  it.  There  is  nothing  absolutely 
and  undeniably  calculated  to  promote  the 
glory  of  God  at  which  (hith  ought  to 
falter.  No  Christian  doubts  his  obligation 
to  contend  against  sin  in  himself,  to  deny 
ungodlineps  and  worldly  lusts,  and  to  live 
soberly  and  righteously  in  this  evil  world. 
He  knows  that  he  must  war  against  the 
flesh,  and  study  to  live  after  the  Spirit; 
must  preserve  his  mind  and  conscience 
undefiled,  and  strive  to  be  a  holy  temple 
to  the  Lord.  Faith  teaches  him,  that 
though  to  this  end  he  has  to  wrestle 
against  principalities,  against  powers, 
against  the  rulers  of  the  darkness  of  this 
world,  against  spiritual  wickedness  in  high 
places,  still,  as  the  cause  is  that  of  Christ 
and  his  gospel,  he  will  have  power  given 
him  to  withstand,  to  stand,  and  to  con- 
quer :  that,  in  fact  the  victory  is  already 
won.  by' the  Captain  of  his  salvation,  and 
that  it  is  only  for  the  trial  of  his  constancy, 
and  proof  of  his  calling  that  he  is  girded 
to  the  battle ;  and  by  the  same  faith  that 
tells  him  all  this,  he  is  also  enabled  to 
overcome  whatsoever  opposes  him :  be- 
cause it  shows  him  the  Lord  ever  present, 
engaged  for  His  own  glory  to  bring  His 
followers  through  every  strait,  and  so  ten- 
derly, so  perfectly  united  with  them,  that 
to  the  enemy  who  afflicts  the  humblest  of 
His  believing  people  the  Lord  can  say, 
"  Why  persccutest  thou  me  1"  The  pre- 
ciousness  of  that  help,  the  safety  of  that 
hiding  place  which  is  ever  at  hand,  every 
poor  servant  of  God  well  knows :  he  has 
tried  the  faithfulness  and  the  patience  too, 
of  his  Master;  and  surely  no  one  among 
us  will  dare  to  say.  that  God's  help  in  his 
time  of  need  has  ever  been  limited,  save 
by  the  scanty  measure  of  his  own  faith 
and  hope — rarely  indeed  to  that  me^asure  ! 
daily,  hourly,  passing  far  beyond  its  ut- 
most stretch. 

And  if  so,  why  not  remember  that  it  is 
the  prerogative  of  the  Lord  oar  God  to 
turn  the  heart  of  a  whole  nation  "as  tli9 


heart  of  one  man  ?"  He  did  so  of  old,  fre- 
quently :  He  has  done  so  in  our  day  re- 
peatedly. Not  to  dwell  on  the  passage 
where  these  words  occur  (2  Sam.  xix.  14), 
nor  on  that  so  beautifully  encouraging 
(2  Chron.  xxx.  12),  where  it  is  said,  "  And 
in  Judah  the  hand  of  God  was  to  give 
tliem  one  heart  to  do  the  commandment  of 
the  king,  and  of  the  princes,  by  the  word 
of  the  Lord,"  let  us  look  to  tlie  act  by 
which  a  whole  people,  among  the  islands 
of  the  South,  by  one  impulse,  and  in  one 
day,  flung  the  idols  whom  they  and  their 
fathers  had  worshipped  for  untold  genera- 
tions into  the  sea,  and  acknowledged  the 
God  of  heaven,  as  declared  unto  them  in 
the  gospel,  and  submitted  themselves  to 
the  righteousness  of  Christ  Or  look  a 
few  years  farther  back,  and  behold  one  W 
the  mightiest,  most  extensive  kingdoms  of 
Europe,  with  one  fierce  and  terrible  con- 
vultion,  tearing  from  their  necks  the 
strong  yoke  of  Popery,  and  proclaiming 
themselves  the  servants  of  hell,  by  every 
excess  of  open,  atlicistical  blasphemy,  sac- 
rilege, regicide,  and  indiscriminate  mas- 
sacre. Sec  their  long  cherished  shrines 
and  imagery  defiled  with  every  mocking 
abomination,  their  idolized  priests  butch- 
ered in  the  public  streets,  the  Sabbath 
abolished  by  law,  and  the  Bible  publicly 
dragged  through  the  mire  aMhe  tail  of  an 
ass,  and  burnt  as  a  solemn,  national  ab- 
juration of  God.  Who  did  this?  Satan, 
unquestionably,  by  the  permission  of  God ; 
and  is  the  devil  more  potent  to  work  ruin 
than  the  Lord  is  to  banish  evil,  and  to  es- 
tablish righteousness  and  peace?  The 
question  is  revolting  to  a  believer^s  mind ; 
yet  what  but  a  practical  denial  of  His 
supreme  power  united  with  the  supreme 
goodness  which  we  every  day  realize  to 
ourselves,  makes  us  doubt  in  the  matter 
now  pressed  on  the  reader's  attention? 
Has  God  any  pleasure  in  the  death  of  him 
that  dieth  ?  have  ve  found  his  ear  heavy 
or  his  arm  shortened  towards  us  ?  and  to 
which  of  the  ignorant,  deluded  beings,  of 
any  rank,  station,  or  circumstances,  that 
cross  our  daily  path,  shall  we  point  and 
say,  "This  individual  is  out  of  God^s 
reach — he  cannot  be  won  ?" 

Looking  abroad  upon  the  earth,  number- 
ing its  population,  summing  up  the  amount 
of*  those  who  worship  false  gods,  those 
who  acknowledge  Mahomet,  and  those 
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who  are  without  even  the  name  of  a  reli- 
gion, together  with  the  multitude  of  Israel 
still  in  unbelief,  how  small  is  the  propor- 
tion of  that  remnant  who  professedly  be- 
long to  Christ!  Take  those  professing 
nations,  and  bring  their  established  creeds 
to  the  test  of  Giod's  word,  ive  find  the 
great  bulk  follow  fables  as  decidedly  op- 
posed to  the  religion  of  the  Bible  as  is  the 
imposture  of  Mahomet ;  and  others,  inclu- 
ding the  enormous  empire  of  Russia,  sunk 
in  such  superstitions,  wedded  to  such  vain 
and  profane  inventions  of  man,  that  we 
can  scarcely  draw  a  distinct  line  between 
them  and  the  former  class.  This  investi- 
gation leaves  us  to  look  for  the  establish- 
ment of  scriptural  truth  within  the  confines 
of  the  British  empire,  in  Prussia,  Holland, 
tAd  Switzerland,  in  Denmark,  Norway, 
and  Sweden,  and  a  few  German  principal- 
ities, with  those  sections  in  the  United 
States  of  America  where  Protestantism  is 
iit  tlie  ascendant,  and  last,  but  oh,  by  how 
much  the  first  in  importance  ! — one  bright 
glorious  speck  in  the  Holy  City — ^Jerusa- 
lem itself.  But  again,  see  how,  in  Ireland, 
Popery  vaunts  of  numbering  seven  to  one 
throughout  the  land ;  how  portentously  it 
.'s  spreading  in  England,  how  fostered 
and  encouraged  in  her  colonics  to  reduce 
and  destroy  God's  heritage.  Lastly,  from 
the  bulk  of  sm;h  as  distinctly  bear  the  Pro- 
testant nam^sever  thope  whom  the  Lord 
openly  disclaims,  the  unbelieving  heretics, 
the  profligate,  the  servants  of  mammon, 
and  lovers  of  the  world,  and  see  over  how 
large  a  space  in  the  globe  that  He  has 
created,  over  how  grent  a  proportion  of 
the  immortal  souls  that  He  died  to  deliver, 
Christ  is  indeed  King ! 

It  is  true  that  when  He  wills  to  take  to 
him  his  great  power  and  to  reign,  all  tlie 
kingdoms  of  tliis  world  shall  become  the 
kingdoms  of  our  God  and  oC  his  Christ; 
and  in  like  manner  when  He  puts  forth  his 
hand  to  rescue  a  soul  from  the  dominion 
of  Satan,  that  soul  will  be  saved.  But  be- 
fore any  one  settles  it  in  his  mind  that  no- 
thing peculiar  shall  be  done  to  extend  the 
knowledge  of  the  Lord  through  his  native 
land,  let  liim  assure  us  that  he  considers  it 
needless  to  make  any  especial  eflbrt  for 
the  conversion  to  Christ  of  such  in  his  own 
household,  and  among  his  own  immediate 
kindred,  as  deny  the  truth  and  follow  Ah- 
tiohrist    If  he  can  say  thb   we  excuse 


him  At>ro  joining  in  the  work  of  aflsalliiif 
the  strong-holds  of  Satan,  just  because  he 
gives  proof  of  having  never  been  himself 
made  free  from  the  fetter.     If  he  who  pro- 
vides not  temporal  things  for  them  of  hit 
own  house,  be  declared  to  have  denied 
the  faith,  and  to  be  worse  than  an  infidel, 
can  we  hope  better  concerning  him  who 
supplies  them  not  with  spiritual  things? 
But  among  the  class  to  whom  these  pages 
are  addressed,  there  are  none,  it  is  hoped, 
able  or  willing  to  put  forth  so  disgraceful 
a  plea  of  exemption  from  serving  his  coun- 
try's best  interests ;  and  the  only  objection 
we  expect  to  encounter  is  the  expostula- 
ting, deprecatory  question,  **  IFAo/  can  we 
do?" 

You  can  do  this:  you  can  turn  the 
whole  matter  over  in  your  mind,  and  de- 
termine whether  it  is  right,  fitting,  seemly, 
and  for  the  glory  of  God,  that  a  false  and 
vile  religion,  branded  by  Him  with  the 
mark  of  anti-Christian  idolatrous  abomi- 
nation, should  reign  and  riot  an  it  does 
around  you;  not  only  defiling  but  defa- 
cing the  land,  and  menacmg  the  destruc- 
tion of  all  that  appertains  to  the  truth. 
You  will,  at  least,  be  led  to  desire  that, 
for  tlie  honour  of  Christ,  and  the  salvation 
of  men's  souls,  it  were  otherwise ;  ^ind  this 
desire  encouraged,  fed  by  the  word  of 
God,  and  fanned  by  continual  prayer,  will 
soon  grow  to  a  settled  purpose  of  doing 
what  yoti  can  for  the  removal  of  the  blight 
You  will  have  before  you  the  intercessory 
supplications  of  Daniel,  of  Moses,  of  Sam- 
uel ;  the  decided  movements  of  Joshua,  of 
Gideon,  of  Nehemiah ;  and  the  glowing 
assurance  that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  pre- 
sents your  petitions  to  the  Father,  well 
pleased  that  you  should  volunteer  to  come 
to  His  help  against  the  mighty;  and  ever 
mindful  of  His  immutable  word,  ^'  Theu 

THAT  HONOUR  ME,  I  WILL  HONOUR."       The 

prayer  will  ascend  from  your  heart,  un- 
ceasingly, ''  Lord,  in  the  land  where  thou 
hast  placed  my  lot,  thy  holy  name  is  ac- 
knowledged, but  thy  truth  blasphemed ; 
thy  glory  is  given  to  others,  and  tliy  praise 
to  graven  images.  Thou  hast  sent  upon 
tliese  people  strong  delusion,  that  they 
should  believe  a  lie,  and  they  have  no 
knowledge  to  deliver  themselves ;  no  heart 
to  turn  to  Thee.  I  desire  to  see  the  enemy 
of  souls  driven  from  his  usurped  seat  in 
this  land,  where  once  the  Gospel  flouriahed  j 
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and  I  know  that  tliere  is  no  restraint 
with  Thee,  to  save  by  many  or  by  few. 
Give  me  a  part  in  this  great  work :  pro- 
vide me  with  some  means  to  promote  it ; 
and  give  me  a  will  so  steadfastly  devoted, 
*  that  those  means  may  be  diligently  used, 
to  thy  great  glory  and  the  salvation  of  my 
beloved  country  !"  Even  this  would  not 
be  uttered  in  vain,  by  any  humble  individ- 
ual, if  uttered  from  the  ground  of  the 
heart :  and  if  from  many  hearts  the  same 
supplication  was  arising  to  Him  whose 
ears  are  always  open;  arising  not  only 
within  the  bounds  of  our  island,  but 
wherever  the  enemy  is  traced,  and  Christ 
dishonoured,  throughout  an  empire  so  pe- 
culiarly blessed  of  Him,  God  forbid  we 
should  DARE  to  doubt  the  readiness,  the 
fulness  of  the  blessing  he  would  bestow ! 
What  a  glorious  instance  of  triumphant 
faith,  not  only  marching  to  victory,  but 
celebrating  tlie  victory  before  it  was  won, 
the  Holy  Ghost  has  placed  before  us  in 
the  history  of  Jehoshaphat  When  the 
children  of  Ammon  and  Moab,  and  Mount 
Seir  (the  mystical  type  of  Rome,  accord- 
ing to  the  Jewish  commentators)  came 
against  Judah.  this  godly  king  at  once 
sought  the  Lord,  pleading  before  Him  the 
promise  given  to  Israel  of  old,  and  so 
richly  confirmed  to  us  by  the  Lord  Jesus, 
that  believing  prayer  should  receive  a  gra- 
cious answer:  reminding  Him  that  they 
had  not  been  permitted  to  invade  these 
aliens,  who,  by  Israel's  sufferance  dwelt  in 
peace;  and  proceeding,  ''Behold,  how 
they  reward  us,  to  come  to  cast  us  out  of 
thy  possession,  which  thou  hast  given  us 
to  inherit  O  our  God,  wilt  thou  not  judge 
tliem  ?  for  we  have  no  might  against  this 
great  company  that  cometh  against  us; 
neither  know  we  what  to  do :  but  our  eyes 
are  upon  thee."  To  this  beautiful,  and, 
as  regards  our  case,  very  appropriate  ap- 
peal, a  gracious  answer  was  sent  by  the 
Lord's  prophet,  "Be  not  afraid  nor  dis- 
mayed by  reason  of  this  great  multitude ; 
for  the  battle  is  not  yours  but  God's.  To- 
morrow go  ye  down  against  them :  be- 
hold, they  come  up  by  the  cliff  of  Tiz : 
and  ye  shall  find  them  at  the  end  of  the 
brook,  before  the  wilderness  of  Jeruel.  Ye 
shall  not  need  to  fight  in  this  battle :  set 
yourselves,  stand  ye  still,  and  see  tlie  sal- 
vation of  the  Lord  with  you,  O  Judah  and 
Jemsalem :  fear  not,  nor  be  ditmayed :  to- 


morrow go  out  agamst  them:  for  the 
Lord  will  be  with  you." 

On  the  morrow  the  people  rose  early  in 
the  morning  and  went  fortli :  "  and  as  they 
went  forth,  Jehoshaphat  stood  and  said, 
Here  me,  O  Judah,  and  ye  inhabitants  of 
Jerusalem :  believe  in  the  Lord  your  God, 
so  shedl  ye  be  established;  believe  His 
prophets,  so  shall  ye  prosper."  Then  in- 
steeid  of  a  vanguard  of  spearmen  and 
archers,  the  pious  king  '*  appointed  singers 
unto  the  Lord,  and  that  should  praise  the 
beauty  of  holiness  as  they  went  out  before 
the  army,  and  to  say.  Praise  the  Lord  ; 
for  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever."  The 
sequel  is  especially  remarkable :  "And 
when  they  began  to  sing  and  to  praise, 
the  Lord  set  aml)U6hments  against  the 
children  of  Ammon,  Moab,  and  Mount 
Seir,  which  were  come  against  Judah,  and 
they  were  smitten.  For  the  children  of 
Ammon  and  Moab  stood  up  against  the 
inhabitants  of  Mount  Seir,  utterly  to  slay 
*and  destroy  them ;  and  when  they  had 
made  an  end  of  the  inhabitants  of  Seir, 
every  one  helped  to  destroy  anotiier.  And 
when  Judali  came  towards  the  watch- 
tower  in  the  wilderness,  they  looked  unto 
tlie  multitude,  and  behold  they  were  dead 
bodies  fallen  to  Uio  eartli,  and  none  es- 
caped." 

There  is  a  oneness  in  God's  work,  very 
observable.  Joshua's  rams'  horns,  Gid- 
eon's trumpets  and  lamps,  Jehoshaphat's 
singers,  were  the  weapons  used  against 
enemies  who  deemed  themselves  alike  in- 
vulnerable and  invincible.  These  were 
all  weapons  of  fttith  and  obedience :  faith 
producing  obedience,  and  faith  that  grasped 
in  the  fruit  of  tliat  obedience  to  which  it 
gave  rise,  the  assurance  that  the  work  was 
the  Lord's.  He  was  willing  to  deliver  His 
people;  He  only  sought  at  their  hands 
such  open  testimony  of  their  hope  and 
confidence  in  Him  as  shoula  make  it  man- 
ifest to  all  that  tl)e  blessings  conferred 
were  indeed  the  answer  to  prayer,  the 
blessing  on  tliose  who  took  Him  for  their 
shield.  In  the  case  to  which  we  would 
apply  all  these  spirit-stirring  recitals,  no 
man's  life,  no  man's  liberty,  is  aimed  at: 
yea,  to  add  eternal  life,  to  make  them 
wholly  free,  is  the  purpose  towards  alL 
Not  the  enemy  but  the  enmity  is  to  be 
slain.  The  foreign  power  veiling  under 
affected  spirituality  its  gngp  on  temporeJ 
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dominion,  invading,  oppressing,  destroying 
the  children  of  the  land,  is  to  be  banished, 
thrust  out,  with  all  its  snares,  all  its  fetters, 
all  its  paraphernalia  of  usurped  despotism, 
that  Christ  may  reign  alone,  King  over 
his  church ;  and  that  the  sovereign  whom 
He  sees  fit  to  appoint,  may  be  obeyed  as 
his  vicegerent  As  matters  now  stand, 
neither  are  the  things  that  are  Caesar's 
rendered  unto  Caesar,  nor  the  things  that 
are  God^s  unto  God.    Treason,  alike  to  the 

i 

earthly  and  the  heavenly  Monarch,  is  this 
sad  fruit  of  the  anti-Christian  delusion 
which  enwraps  the  great  majority  of  nom- 
inally Christian  kingdoms ;  and  although 
conversion  of  the  soul  to  God  must  be  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  alone,  individually 
wrought  in  each  separafe  case,  still,  as  we 
have  seen,  the  turning  of  a  multitude  from 
a  false  to* a  scriptural  profession,  from  a 
state  of  contented  darkness  to  an  inquiry 
at  least  afler  light  and  truth^  has  been 
achieved  even  in  our  day  by  the  zealous 
employment  of  means  appointed  of  God' 
for  tliat  end — the  Gospel  perseveringly 
declared,  in  public  and  in  private,  so  thai 
all  might  licar.  When  the  Lord  ^uta  it 
into  many  hearts  so  to  do,  among  His  ser- 
vants. He  likewise  prepares  many  among 
His  enemies  to  rl?ceive  it ;  for  the  people 
are  always  made  willing  in  the  day  of  His 
power;  and  that  we  so  rarely  see  a  mighty 
revolution  perfected,  is  only  because  we  so 
rarely  see  it  attempted.  Man  is  here  pe- 
culiarly enslaved  to  the  miserable  thral- 
dom of  second  causes ;  "  Behold,  if  the 
Lord  should  make  windows  in  heaven, 
might  tliis  thing  be  ?"  is  ^he  secret,  if  not 
the  open  response,  when  stimulated  to  aim 
at  a  mighty  effort,  and  assured  that  He 
will  prosper  it.  We  are  so  accustomed  to 
acquiesce  in  the  dominion  of  Satan  over 
the  greater  number  of  our  fellow-creatures, 
that  scarcely  a  pang  of  self-reproach  is 
felt  when  the  corpse  of  one  who  died  in 
darkness  is  borne  past  our  door,  or  meets 
us  in  the  street.  Christians  rejoicing  in 
their  own  privileges,  and  in  the  well-being 
of  the  small  flock  connected  with  them, 
have  too  little  sympathy  with  Paul,  too 
little  of  that  feeling  which  prompted  the 
great  apostle's  touching  declaration:  "I 
say  the  truth  in  Christ.  I  lie  not,  my  con- 
science also  bearing  me  witness  in  the 
Holy  Ghost,  that  I  have  great  lieaviness 
and  continual  sorrow  in  my  heart 


for  my  brethren,  my  kinsmen  according  to 
the  flesh."  Would  that  such  a  g'odly  aor- 
row  overwhelmed  us  all !  We  should 
soon  seek,  and  surely  find,  the  means  of 
removing  it.  A  sentence  of  protracted 
anger  and  rejection  had  gone  forth  against 
Paul's  nation  which  he  could  not  reverse: 
yet  to  rescue  the  souls  of  all  around  him 
how  ardently  did  he  strive  !  No  such  sen- 
tence has  been  revealed  to  us  witli  regard 
to  our  own  race ;  the  contrary  is  emphati- 
cally declared  :  "  It  shall  come  to  pass  that 
in  the  place  where  it  was  said  unto  them, 
Ye  are  not  my  people ;  there  Uiey  shall 
be  called  the  children  of  the  living  God." 


CHAPTER  X. 

On  the  s\ibject  before  us  one  important 
note  has  to  he  made.  We  are  nowhere 
authorized  to  take  upon  ourselves  any  en- 
terprise concerning  which  we  are  doubtful 
whether  the  Lord  sanctions  it  The  only 
anchor  on  which  faith  can  lean  is  some 
clear  promise  revealed  in  the  Bible.  We 
do  not  mean  so  to  limit  the  Divine  power, 
or  so  to  dive  into  the  purposes  of  the 
Most  High,  as  to  assert  that  individuals 
may  not  be  incited  by  His  Spirit  to  en- 
gage in  certain  undertakings  peculiar  to 
the  day  and  its  remarkable  features ;  but 
we  do  say,  that  unless  they  can  find  some- 
thing confirmatory  of  such  attempt  being 
consonant  to  tlie  revealed  will  of  God, 
they  have  no  safe  warrant  of  being  com- 
missioned by  Him.  Miracles  there  may  be ; 
and  will  be :  but  unless  they  exactly  har- 
monize with  the  perfect  revelation  made 
in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  we  must  denounce 
them  as  tlie  false  signs  and  lying  wonders 
of  the  adversary.  To  say, "  Such  a  thing 
would  be  a  great  exploit ;  I  feel  impelled 
to  set  it  on  foot,  and  I  have  no  doubt  of 
its  being  accomplished  by  the  powej*  of 
God  assisting  my  weak  efforts,"  would  be 
mere  presumptuous  self-will,  unless  under 
the  sanction  we  have  named.  Human 
fancy  is  a  very  active  thing;  and  a 
Christian  may  be  misled  by  phantoms  as 
visionary  as  those  of  a  worldling,  though 
the  field  into  which  they  invite  him  be  con- 
secrated ground.    He  may  be  sensible  of. 
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an  impulsive  movement  within,  and  verily 
believe  it  to  be  of  God,  while  in  reality  it 
is  but  a  natural  result  of  the  full  concen- 
tration of  his  mind  on  a  particular  point ; 
or  perchance  a  suggestion  of  the  subtle 
enemy  to   lead  him  into  doubtful,  if  not 
into  forbidden  paths,  to  the  great  injury 
of  the  cause  tliat  he  desires  to  promote. 
Hence  the  wisdom  of  Gideon,  who  had 
conversed  with  an  angel,  and  seen  a  super- 
natural work  performed  in  proof  of  his  ce- 
lestial nature  and  mission.    Gideon  asked 
another  miracle  to  confirm  the  first,  but  he 
asked  it  in  secret  prayer  to  the  Lord  him- 
self, and  in  the  attitude  of  heartfelt  prayer 
the  believer  is  always  safe.     He  required 
that  a  dry  fleece  which  he  laid  on  the 
ground  should  be  soaked  in  dew  during  the 
night,  while  all  the  earth  remained  free 
from  moisture.      It   was  done  according 
to  his  wish ;  but  he  seems  to  have  con- 
sidered  that  the  fleece  might  by  some 
other  means  have  been  moistened;   and 
therefore    he    again    betook    himself  to 
prayer,  asking  to  have  dew  upon  all  the 
ground,  while  the  fleece  should  remain 
perfectly  dry.    This  has  been  pointed  out 
as  an  infirmity  of  faith :  we  consider  it  as 
a  mark  of  holy  wisdom.     Had  he  under- 
taken to  lead  Israel  against  their  oppres- 
sors, uncommissioned  of  the  Ix)rd,  the  at- 
tempt, baflled  by  superior  numbers  and 
overwhelming   force,    would,   but    have 
brought  down  tenfold  vengeance  on  his 
poor  country ;  giving  the  invaders  a  pre- 
text for  some  terrible  measures,  alike  for 
punishment  and  prevention.      He  might 
regard  his  personal  risk  as  nothing,  and 
be  willing  to  hazard  it  on  the  proofs  he 
had  received  under  the  oak  at  Ophrah; 
but  he  had  no  right  to  implicate  all  Israel 
in  the  consequences  of  following  a  possible 
delusion. 

But  here  it  may  be  asked,  Can  we,  to 
whom  no  celestial  messengers  are  sent,  no 
particular  revelations  made,  assure  our- 
selves that  the  Lord  is  with  us  in  any 
important  work,  where  success  would  be 
as  wonderful  as  failure  must  prove  detri- 
mental? Three  points  must  be  estab- 
lished to  satisfy  a  conscientious  inquirer 
in  such  a  case :  first,  that  the  object  in 
view  is  one  certainly  tending  to  the  glory 
of  God :  next,  that  it  is  one  which  his  ser- 
vants are  encouraged  to  achieve,  and  lastly, 
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that  he  is  pledged  to  aid  and  to  prosper 
tliem  in  it 

The  question  mooted  is  this :  Shall  we, 
who  know  the  Lord,  and  serve  Him  in  the 
Gospel  of  His  Son,  bring  our  efforts  to 
bear,  with  all  the  powers  granted  to  us,  on 
the  one  point  of  ridding  our  country  from 
the  curse  of  a  system  that  while  calling 
itself  Christian  is  essentially  anti-Chris- 
tian, idolatrous,  and  ruinous  to  all  who 
embrace  it?  The  means  proposed  are 
those  of  general  supplication,  seconded  by 
an  honest  attempt  on  the  part  of  every  ii>- 
dividual  to  do  something  towards  the 
work ;  either  personally,  or  by  some  dele- 
gated agent,  distinctly  proclaiming  the 
real  character  of  Popery,  and  setting  be- 
fore the  peop^  the  truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus : 
and  this  with  a  settled  purpose  of  banish- 
ing from  the  land  what  has  so  long  been 
its  most  cruel  bane — a  point  at  which  none 
can  reasonably  aim  unless  believing  that 
God  himself  will  work  both  in  us  and  with 
us,  to  the  achievement  of  a  glorious  deliv- 
erance from  an  evil  to  which  the  next 
change  in  political  affairs  may,  and  proba- 
bly will,  give  power  to  place  its  foot  on 
our  necks,  and  to  subjugate  what  remains 
of  Protestantism,  or  in  other  language,  of 
Christianity,  in  this  country.  We  ask, 
then.  Does  this  object  certainly  tend  to  the 
glory  of  God  ? 

The  Bible  answers,  that  such  national 
effects  have  followed  upon  events  clearly 
ordered  to  produce  them.  We  should  be 
fully  justified  in  availing  ourselves  of  Jew- 
ish history,  as  in  the  foregomg  illustratione 
we  have  done ;  but  our  object  not  being 
to  spiritualize  actual  events,  we  will  not 
adapt  to  a  Gentile  people  what  had  refer- 
ence only  to  Israel :  we  will  confine  our- 
selves to  what  is  common  to  all  When 
the  stupendous  miracle  was  wrought  by 
which  the  three  Israelites  were  delivered 
from  the  burning  fiery  furnace  of  Nebu- 
chadnezzar, ihat  mighty  despot,  who  had 
at  the  very  time  assembled  his  vast  empire 
on  the  plains  of  Dura  to  worship  a  gigan- 
tic idol,  issued  the  following  royal  com- 
mand :  '^  I  make  a  decree,  that  every  peo- 
ple, nation,  and  language  which  speak  any 
thing  amiss  against  the  God  ef  Shadrach, 
Meshach,  and  Abed-nego,  shall  be  cut  to 
pieces,  and  their  houses  shall  be  made  a 
dungbill."     Af\er  this,  a  wonderful  vision 
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vouchsafed  to  the  king;  and  what 
was  there  foreshown  came  to  pass.  On 
the  termination  of  his  extraordinar}'  pun-  . 
khroent,  he  addressed  a  very  beautiful ' 
proclamation  unto  all  people,  nations,  and  i 
languages,  that  dwell  in  all  the  earth,  say- 
ing, "  1  thought  it  good  to  show  the  signs 
and  wonders  that  the  high  God  hath  | 
wrought  toward  me.  How  great  are  Ills 
iiigns,  and  how  mighty  are  his  won- 
ders! His  kingdom  is  an  everlasting 
kingdom,  and  his  dominion  is  from  genera- 
tion to  generation."  He  concludes  this, 
the  most  exquisite  of  royal  edicts,  in  these 
words:  '*Now  I  Nebuchadnezzar  praise 
and  extol  and  honour  the  King  of  heaven, 
all  whose  works  are  truth  and  his  ways 
judgment :  and  those  that  walk  in  pride 
he  b  able  to  abase."  In  like  manner, 
when  the  prophet  Daniel  had  been  miracu- 
lously  preserved  in  the  den  of  lions,  and 
was  taken  out  unhurt,  Darius  thus  wrote 
with  the  same  extensive  greeting,  **  to  all 
people,  nations,  and  languages  that  dwell 
in  all  the  earth,  ...  I  make  a  decree. 
That  in  every  dominion  of  my  kingdom 
men  tremble  and  fear  before  the  God  of 
Daniel:  for  He  is  the  living  God,  and 
steadfast  for  ever,  and  His  kingdom  that 
which  shall  not  be  destroyed,  and  His  do- 
minion shall  be  even  unto  the  end.  He 
delivereth  and  rescueth,  and  he  worketli 
dgns  and  wonders  in  heaven  and  in  earth, 
who  hath  delivered  Daniel  from  the  power 
of  the  lions."  It  cannot  for  a  moment  be 
flvpposed  that  such  writings  of  Gentile 
Bonarchs  would  be  recorded  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  unless  it  were  from  the  first  the 
Lord's  good  pleasure  to  be  so  magnified 
throughout  their  immense  dominions,  and 
la  exhibit  to  us  a  model  that  even  Chris- 
tiaBB  too  often  fall  short  oC  And  if  for  in- 
stances like  this  of  delivering  care  over  the 
bodies  of  His  servants,  how  much  more 
aro  all  nations  called  to  acknowledge  and 
to  glorify  His  redeeming  mercy  in  the 
gift  of  His  dear  8on !  Paul  dwells  much 
on  this:  Jesus  Christ,  he  says,  "was  a 
minister  of  the  circumcision  for  the  truth 
of  God,  to  confirm  the  promises  made  unto 
tlw  fathers:  and  that  the  Gentiles  might 
glorify  Gk)cUfor  His  mercy ;  as  it  is  writ- 
Ian,  For  this  cause  I  will  confess  to  thee 
amang  the  Gentiles,  and  sing  unto  thy 
Bane.  And  again  he  saith,  "Rejoice 
ye  Gentiles  with  his  people."     And  again, 


'^Praise  the  Lord,  all  ye  Gentiles;  and 
laud  Him  all  ye  people.     And  again  Elias 
saitli,  ^'  There  shall  be  a  root  of  Jesse,  and 
he  that  shall  rise  to  reign  over  the  Gen- 
tiles, in  him  shall  the   Gentiles   trust" 
Not  to  speak  of  heathen  lands,  surely  it  ii 
God^a  will  that  where  Christ  is  known  and 
confessed,  there  Christ  should  reign :  but 
who  will  dare  to  assert  that  the  King  of 
kings  may  be  said  to  reign  where  the 
throne  is  usurped  by  one  whom  the  Holy 
Ghost  has  entitled  ^*  The  mother  of  har- 
lots and  abominations  of  the  earth ;"  that 
tlie  Lord  Jesus  reigns  with  such  a  one, 
drunk  with  the  blood  of  His  saints  and 
martyrs!      No,  he  does  not  reign  evoa 
nominally  where  Popery  prevails :  the  vir- 
gin of  Israel,  who  bore  His  human  nature^ 
is  exalted  far  above  Him ;  His  glory  is 
given  to  others,  and  His  praise  to  graven 
images. 

But  again,  there  are  words  proceeding 
from  the  mouth  of  the  Lord,  that  convey 
with  great  power  the  same  impressicxi 
of  what  He  regards  as  glorifying  Him. 
To  the  angel  of  the  Church  of  Ephesu^ 
He  bids  the  apostle  write,  ^*I  know  thy 
works,  and  thy  labour,  and  thy  patieno^ 
and  how  thou  canst  not  bear  them  which 
are  evil :  and  thou  hast  tried  them  which 
say  they  are  apostles,  and  are  not ;  and 
hast  found  them  liars:  and  hast  heme,  and 
hast  patience,  and  for  my  name's  sake  hast 

laboured,  and  haai  not  fainted 

this  thou  hast,  that  thou  hatest  the  deeds 
of  the  Nicolaitanes,  whidi  I  also  hale." 
To  the  angel  of  the  Church  of  PergamoS| 
after  commending  their  fidelity,  ^*  1  have  a 
few  tilings  against  thee,  because  thod 
HAST  THERE  them  that  hold  the  doctrine 
of  Balaam,  who  taught  Balak  to  cast  a 
stumbling-block  before  the  children  of  Is- 
rael, to  eat  things  sacrificed  unto  idol^ 
and  to  commit  fornication.  So  habt  tbou 
ALSO  tliem  that  hold  tlie  doctrine  of  the 
Nicolaitanes,  which  thing  I  hate."  To 
Thyatira,  afler  mentioning  their  works, 
charity,  service,  faith,  patience,  and 
abounding  works  again,  "Notwithstand- 
ing, I  have  a  few  things  against  thee,  be- 
cause THon  8DPFEREST  that  woman  Jeza- 
bel,  which  calleth  herself  a  prophetess,  to 
teach  and  to  seduce  my  servants  to  com- 
mit fornication,  and  to  eat  things  sacrificed 
to  idols."  Many  as  are  the  passages  that 
might  be  adduced  (rom  the  Psalmv  and 
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other  portions  of  Scripture  in  support  of 
tliis  trutli — that  God  is  glorified  by  the  ex- 
pulsion of  error  und  establishment  of  trutli 
among  a  people,  the  overwhelming  force 
of  the  preceding  messages  renders  it  need- 
less to  recapitulate  them.  Here,  we  have 
the  Lord  Jesus,  robed  in  tlie  glory  and  ma- 
jesty of  heaven,  distinctly  rebuking  and 
menacing  with  the  loss  of  their  own  privi- 
leges some  whom  He  acknowledges  as  His 
faithful,  zealous  servants,  because  they 
suffer  idolatrous  teachers  to  tamper  with 
the  souls  of  His  poor  people :  while  others 
are  especially  commended  because  they 
could  not  bear,  would  not  tolerate  among 
them,  such  as  made  a  false  claim  to  apos- 
tleship.  Now,  the  most  prominent,  distin- 
guisliing  marks  of  Popery  are  those  three, 
idolatry,  fornication,  and  false  apostleship. 
Their  head,  the  man  of  sin,  proclaims 
himself  the  direct  successor  of  the  Apostle 
Peter ;  and  every  priest  in  their  commu- 
nion glories  in  a  pretended  apostolical  suc^ 
cessorship  and  authority.  The  matter  is 
so  plain — the  applicability  of  our  Lord's 
language  so  startling,  that  the  man  who 
is  not  convinced  by  it  that  the  glory  of 
God  actually  requires  him,  whether  minis- 
ter or  layman,  so  far  as  in  him  lies,  to 
drive  away  the  erroneous,  and  strange, 
and  anti-Christian  doctrines  thus  de- 
nounced, will  never  yield  to  any  testimony 
that  the  Bible  can  supply.  We  therefore 
pass  on  to  the  second  point,  which  has,  in- 
deed, been  pretty  well  settled  by  the  fore- 
going extracts ;  but  which  may  be  further 
established. 

Is  this  purification  of  a  nominally  Chris- 
tian community  from  what  dishonours 
God,  a  task  thkt  He  has  commanded  His 
people  to  perform  ? 

Still  declining  to  avail  ourselves  of  the 
unequivocal  answer  supplied  by  the  whole 
history  of  Israel,  because  they  were  under 
a  dispensation  to  execute  judgment  on  in- 
dividual, whirh  we  are  not,  a  full  solu- 
tion of  this  point  may  be  found  in  the  New 
Testament,  where  the  extreme  solicitude 
of  the  apostles  to  keep  pure  and  undefiled 
the  profession  of  the  truth,  by  either  re- 
claiming or  expelling  all  who  evidently 
neld  it  in  unrighteousness,  is  a  model  for 
the  church  in  all  ages.  The  presence  of 
anti-Christian  deception,  under  the  name 
of  Christianity,  is  pointed  out  as  existing 
lA  their  day,  and  predielad  as  eertaiD  to 


assume  a  more  dreadful  aspect,  and  to 
produce  more  extensive  otfccts  in  a  latter 
period  of  time,  and  we  must  remember 
that  the  enormous  growtli  of  this  evil,  so 
far  from  affording  a  plea  for  its  toleration 
is  a  louder  call  for  its  removal.  When  a 
Christian  fairly  puts  the  question  to  him- 
self, *'  Am  I,  or  am  I  not,  under  an  obliga- 
tion to  labour  diligently  for  the  expulsion 
of  Popery  from  my  native  land  ?"  he  will 
find  that  in  neglecting  so  to  do,  he  slights 
some  of  the  plainest  commands  of  Scrip- 
ture. For,  be  it  remembered,  the  evil 
that  we  would  remove  consists  in  the  se- 
duction and  perversion  of  Christ^s  ser- 
vants— persons  wearing  His  livery  and 
bearing  His  name — to  commit  spiritual 
adultery,  and  to  bring  dishonour  on  that 
holy  name  whereby  they  are  called.  Hear 
thens,  infidels  ot  every  stamp,  and  all  op- 
posers  of  Christ,  can  point  to  the  prevail- 
ing practices,  and  say,  ^^  Lo,  these  senselessi 
idolatrous  observances  constitute  tlie  wor- 
ship of  the  Christian !  They  believe  yon- 
der feeble  man  has  power  to  forgive  Uieir 
sins ;  or  to  fasten  on  them  the  seal  of  eter- 
nal condemnation  if  they  fail  to  com- 
pound for  every  offence  by  tlie  purchase 
of  his  worthless  pardons.  They  believe 
that  the  piece  of  dough  which  their  own 
hands  kneaded  and  baked,  formed  their 
bodies  out  of  the  dust  of  tlie  earth  and 
died  on  tlie  cross  to  redeem  their  souls. 
They  bow  before  those  wooden  images  to 
propitiate  the  favour  of  certain  dead  peo- 
ple whom  they  are  supposed  to  represent ; 
burning  incense,  and  lighting  candles,  and 
sprinkling  water  after  the  exact  pattern  of 
those  pagan  rites,  rather  than  defile  them- 
selves with  which,  the  early  professors  of 
Chritianity  died  by  torture ;  and  to  com- 
plete the  system,  they  consider  it  lawful 
and  right  to  persecute  unto  death  all  who 
refuse  to  adopt  the  same  system  of  lying 
wickedness."  Now,  if  these  were  indeed 
the  doctrines  and  practices  of  the  Christian 
fuith,  would  any  rational  pagan  exchange 
his  own  plain  idolatry  for  such  a  compli- 
cated tissue  of  contardictory  monstrosities? 
Would  siny  rational  Jew  hesitate  to  spurn 
it  from  him  with  loathing  contempt? 
Yet  the  people  who  know  the  Lord,  who 
have  learned  both  to  fear  His  great  and 
terrible  name,  and  to  appreciate  His  un- 
speakable love  in  the  redemption  of  the 
world  by  the  dieath  of  His  dear  Sofi, 
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endure  that  8o  hideous  a  burlesque,  so ! 
atrocious  a  libel  on  the  Eternal,  should  be 
exhibited,  and  received,  and  followed, 
even  throughout  tlie  land  where,  as  yet, ; 
the  luwR  arc  unrepealed  tliat  forbid  the 
public  parade  of  Popish  ob8er\'ances,  and  \ 
the  nssuinption  of  ecclesiastical  titles  by  I 
Popish  teachers.  Were  it  as  in  former ! 
days,  when  Popery  for  a  time  forcibly 
seized  the  rains  of  government,  and  obe- 
dience to  the  dictates  of  Christian  faitliful- 
ness  might  wear  the  aspect  of  insubordi- 
nation to  constituted  autliorities,  then  in- 
deed a  scruple  might  be  raised  in  some 
minds ;  for  any  attempt  to  propagate  the 
religion  of  Christ  would  be  penal,  since 
Popery  never  tolerates.  Happily,  how- 
ever, such  is  not  our  rase:  concessions 
have  been  made  which  ve  have  no  power 
to  rescind,  and  the  guilt  of  such  unscrip- 
tural  concessions  must  rest  on  those  who 
granted  them.  Our  part  is  to  apply  the 
remedy  that  lies  in  our  own  hands,  even 
the  Gospel,  individually  to  reach  the 
hearts  of  men,  and  to  throw  down  by 
the  bbist  of  God's  own  trump  the  walls 
that  with  unhallowed  hands  our  rulers  as- 
sisted to  strengthen.  Is  it  a  duty  ?  Let 
us  rather  ask,  How  has  the  Lord  so  long 
borne  with  our  sinful  quietude  under  the 
wrongs  perpetually  heaped  on  him  and  on 
our  brethren  ?  "  Go  ye,  and  teach  all  na- 
tions.'' said  our  risen  Saviour  to  His  disci- 
pies,  "beginning  at  Jerusalem."  Now, 
Jerusalem  was  an  example  specially  ap- 
propriate to  tlip  present  case  ;  for,  first,  it 
was  the  central  point  of  tlieir  native  land ; 
secondly,  it  was  the  very  head-quarters  of 
all  erroneous  belief,  the  chief  seat  of  those 
who  tiiught  fur  doctrines  the  command- 
ments of  men,  and  made  void  the  law  of 
God  by  their  traditions;  and,  lastly,  it  was 
the  spot  where,  by  Roman  power,  our 
Lord  was  crucified,  and  the  worst  devices 
of  Satan  carried  into  effect.  Yet  at  Jeru- 
salem, the  last  place  probably  in  the 
known  world  which  those  Jews  would 
have  selected  then  to  proclaim  it  in,  was 
the  pure  faith  to  be  openly  preached  to 
the  very  persons  who  had  just  seen  its  di- 
vine Founder  expire  on  the  ignominious 
cross.  When  we  find  the  apostles  com- 
manded to  do  this,  can  we  possibly  ques- 
tion where  our  path  of  doty  lies?  When 
we  see  the  hearts  of  three  thousand  in 
one  day  bowed  in  conviction,  in  repen- 


tance, and  in  faith  to  the  name  of  the  cm- 
cificd  Nazarene,  and  that  too  at  the  word 
of  the  fickle  follower  who  had  so  recently 
forsaken  and  denied  Him,  dare  any  Chris- 
tian plead  his  own  unfitness  for  the  work, 
or  doubt  the  all-sufficiency  of  God  to  pros- 
per it,  even  beyond  aught  tliat  he  can  ask 
or  think?  The  apostles  not  only  were 
careful  to  do  what  their  Master  had  com- 
manded, they  constantly  urge  it  on  others; 
'•  Brethren,  if  any  of  you  do  err  from  the 
truth,  and  one  convert  him,  let  him  know 
tliat  he  which  converteth  the  sinner  from 
the  error  of  his  way  shall  save  a  soul  from 
death,  and  shall  hide  a  multitude  of  sins." 
"  Of  some  have  compassion,  making  a  dif- 
ference, and  others  save  with  fear,  pulling 
them  out  of  the  fire :  hating  even  the  gar- 
ment spotted  with  the  flesh-' — that  gar- 
ment of  false  and  carnal  profession,  in 
which  Rome  wraps  her  miserable  victims; 
that  fire  of  endless  torment,  into  which  her 
soul-destroying  abominations  lead  them. 
The  divine  precepts  of  Solomon,  applica- 
ble to  all  times  and  all  nations,  also  testify, 
"  When  it  goeth  well  with  the  righteous^ 
the  city  rejoice th ;  and  when  the  wicked 
perieh,  there  is  shouting.  By  the  blessing 
of  the  upright  the  city  is  exalted :  but  it  it 
overthrown  by  the  mouth  of  the  wicked.* 
No  point  can  be  more  unmistakably  clear 
than  that  the  Lord  requires  of  every  one 
who  receives  the  Gospel  diligence  in  com- 
municating it  to  others,  and  zeal  in  guard- 
ing it  from  all  admixture  of  what  might 
dishonour  God.  It  was  the  blight  of  Jeru- 
salem in  the  prophet's  days,  when  idolatry 
ha  1  prevailed  to  contaminate  the  public 
mind,  tl.at  her  silver  was  become  dross ; 
her  wine  mixed  with  water.  Even  so  it 
was  in  Galatia,  in  the  Gentile  Church, 
where  teachers  had  crept  in  on  a  basis 
somewhat  similar  to  that  of  Popery,  only 
by  no  means  so  corrupt  and  wicked.  The 
apostle  addresses  them,  *'I  marvel  that  ye 
are  so  soon  removed  from  him  that  culled 
you  into  the  grace  of  Christ  unto  another 
Gospel :  which  is  not  another  (i.  e.,  not  a 
Gospel,)  but  there  be  some  that  trouble 
you  and  would  pervert  the  Gospel  of 
Christ.  But  though  we,  or  an  angel  from 
heaven,  preach  any  other  Gospel  unto  you 
than  that  which  we  have  preached  unto 
you,  let  him  be  accursed.  As  we  said  be- 
fore, so  say  1  now  again.  If  any  man 
preach  any  other  Gospel  unto  you  than 


SECOND  CAUSES;  OR,  UP  AND  BE  DOING. 


501 


that  which  we  have  preached  unto  you, 
let  him  be  accursed."  Another  Gospel, 
which  is  indeed  no  Gospel,  but  in  direct 
opposition  to  the  true,  is  taught  in  a  pro- 
fessedly Christian  community;  they  who 
receive  it  are  thereby  removed  from  God  : 
consequently,  while  they  are  ruined  lie  is 
robbed  and  dishonoured  by  it;  and  it  is  in- 
cumbent on  every  one  who  believes  on 
His  name,  and  would  show  forth  His 
praise,  to  do  His  utmost  towards  recover- 
ing out  of  the  snare  of  the  devil  all  who 
have  been  taken  captive  by  him  at  his 
will.  The  greater  the  multitude  so  led 
astray,  the  more  pressing  is  the  impera- 
tive c^ill  for  earnest  efforts  to  rescue  the 
victims  and  to  stay  tlic  plague. 

That  God  will  indeed  be  with  His  peo- 
ple in  such  an  undertaking,  He  has  not 
left  us  at  liberty  to  doubt.  The  very  at- 
tempt, tiie  hearty  desire  and  purpose  to  do 
any  thing  for  the  promotion  of  His  honour, 
ia  always  accepted  graciously,  even  when 
the  work  is  not  permitted.  David,  settled 
in  his  kingdom  peaceably,  proposed  to 
build  a  house  for  the  service  of  the  Lord. 
He  said,  as  he  sat  in  his  royal  palace,  and 
the  Lord  had  given  him  rest  round  about 
from  all  his  enemies,  "  See  now,  I  dwell  in 
an  house  of  cedar,  but  tlie  ark  of  God 
dwelleth  within  curtains."  A  beautiful 
and  devout  thought^  and  it  was  immedi- 
ately replied  to  by  the  Lord,  who  on  that 
same  night  sent  him  a  message,  declaring 
that  not  he  but  his  son  should  carry  into 
effect  his  purpose:  and  we  are  told  by 
Solomon  in  reference  to  it  "The  Lord 
eaid  to  David  my  father,  Forasmuch  as  it 
was  in  tliine  heart  to  build  an  house  for 
my  name,  thou  didst  well  in  that  it  was  in 
thine  heart."  No  man  can  certainly  kjiovv 
what  he  will  be  permitted  to  achieve ;  but 
in  what*5oever  he  attempts  for  the  glory 
of  God,  he  is  approved.  Knowing  tliat  all 
our  sufficiency  is  of  Him,  we  never  need 
fear  aiming  at  great  things;  for  if  He 
wills  to  use  us  in  accomplishing  them,  our 
weakness  is  no  bar;  and  if  not,  the  failure 
is  never  attributable  to  any  weakness  on 
our  part,  unless  it  be  the  weakness  of 
faith :  for,  '•  Believest  thou  that  I  am  able 
to  do  this  ?"  is  the  query  put  to  our  hearts 
by  the  Great  Searcher ;  and  in  them  lie 
reads  the  reply.  That  the  Lord  will  work, 
yea.  chooses  to  work  with  tlie  most  incom- 
petent instruments,  He  has  declared,  in  a 


passage  tliat  is  beautifully  illustrated  by 
tlie  story  of  the  humble  Abi-ezrite  and  his 
diminished  little  band :  ''God  hath  chosea 
the  foolish  things  of  the  world  to  confound 
the  wise ;  and  God  hath  chosen  the  weak 
things  of  the  world  to  confound  the  things 
which  are  mighty;  and  base  tilings  of  the 
world,  and  tilings  which  are  despised, 
hath  God  chosen,  yea,  and  things  that  are 
not,  to  bring  to  notliing  things  that  arc: 
tliat  no  flesh  should  glory  in  His  pres- 
ence." This  is  spoken  of  the  preaching 
of  tlie  Gospel,  for  the  banishment  of  all  er- 
ror, whether  the  result  of  Jewish  perver- 
sion or  of  Greek  incredulity :  theretbre,  if 
any  reader  of  these  pages  feel  himself  to 
be.  in  the  proud  world's  estimation,  foolish 
and  weak,  base,  despised,  and  overlooked, 
let  him  be  up  and  doing ;  for  to  such  will 
the  work  be  committed,  that  the  excellency 
of  the  power  which  effects  it  may  be  known 
to  be  of  God. 


CHAPTER   XL 

Faith  in  God  is  a  principle  of  holiness. 
It  admits  no  other  standard  of  morals  than 
tliat  which  is  fixed,  and  by  His  inspiration 
recorded,  in  the  word  of  truth.  With  the 
Bible  before  us,  none  need  err  in  morals 
for  lack  of  being  distinctly  told  what  is  vir- 
tue, and  what  is  vice;  nor  can  he  wha 
simply  seeks  so  to  walk  as  to  please  God 
fail  of  arriving  at  the  knowledge  of  what 
he  ought  to  do.  Look  at  those  beautiful 
chapters  that  Hannah  More  loved  to  call 
the  code  of  Christian  ctliics,  the  twelfth  of 
the  Epistle  to  the  Romans,  and  filUi  of  tlie 
first  to  the  Thessalonians :  see  also  the 
di*?course  that  our  Lord  delivered  on  tlio 
Mount,  and  the  commentaries  supplied 
throughout  the  Holy  Book  on  those  two 
tables  which  contain  the  summary  of  the 
moral  law — surely  the  patJi  of  God's  com- 
mandments is  so  plain  that  the  wayfaring 
men,  though  fools,  shall  not  err  therein : 
and  to  those  who  humbly  walk  witli  God 
it  is  a  small  matter  to  be  judged  of  man's 
judgment,  knowing  that  He  who  judgeth 
is  the  Lord.  Faithful,  Iherefbre,  is  tlie 
Psalmist's  saying,  "  Great  peace  have  they 
that  love  thy  law,  and  notliing  shall  offend 
them." 
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But  now  in  painful  contrast  to  this, 
pause  for  a  moment  on  another  picture. 
Beliarmine  was  a  cardinal  in  the  Ilomisti 
Church,  and  in  conisidered  one  of  tiie 
standard  lights  of  that  community,  a  safe, 
sure  guide  in  matters  of  faith.  In  one  of 
his  works,  now  in  proce^  of  reprinting  at 
Rome  under  the  sanction  of  the  present 
Pope,  the  following  passage  occurs.  He 
had  been  quoting  from  a  bull,  called  Unam 
Sanctum^  of  abiding  force  among  Papiats, 
these  words:  •* Moreover,  we  declare, 
affirm,  define,  and  pronounce  that  it  is  al- 
together a  matter  of  necessity  for  every 
human  creature  to  be  subject  to  tlie  Ro- 
man pontitf :"  and  in  treating  on  the  unlim- 
ited sovereignty  of  that  Man  of  Sin,  the 
cardinal  says,  The  Catholic  faith  teaches 
that  every  virtue  is  good,  and  every  vice 
is  evil.  But  if  the  Pope  should  fall  into 
error  by  commanding  vices  or  prohibiting 
virtues,  then  the  church  would  be  bound 
to  believe  that  vices  were  good,  and  vir- 
tues evil,  unless  she  wished  to  sin  against 
conscience :  for  the  church  is  bound  ir\ 
doubttui  things  to  acquiesce  in  the  judg- 
ment of  tlie  Pope ;  and  to  do  what  he 
commands,  and  not  to  do  what  he  prohib- 
its; and  lest  by  chance  she  should  sin 
against  conscience,  she  is  bound  to  believe 
good  what  he  commands,  and  bad  what  he 
prohibits." 

Such  is  tlie  devilish  doctrine  substituted 
(or  the  pure  and  perfect  standard  of  good 
and  evil  provided  for  us  by  the  Lord,  and 
by  which  also,  whether  we  adopt  it  or  not, 
every  human  being  must  be  judged  at  the 
last  day.  It  is  to  the  will,  the  judgment 
of  a  single  individual,  himself,  walking  in 
gross  darkness,  the  earthly  head  of  a  stu- 
pendous system  of  idolatry,  deception,  and 
debauchery,  that  the  conscience  of  every 
Romanist  is  thus  so  indissolubly  bound  as 
to  make  any  deviation  from  his  will  a 
sin  against  that  conscience.  If  he  com- 
mands vices,  they  are  to  be  practised,  and 
devoutly  believed  to  be  virtues  in  God's 
sight,  thus  making  the  Eternal  appear  a 
confederate  with  the  villainy  of  a  wicked 
man :  if  he  forbids  the  practice  of  duties 
that  God  has  commanded,  they  are  to  be 
left  undone  on  the  same  principle.  If  this 
be  not  to  ''  speak  great  words  against  the 
Most  High,"  we  know  not  what  can  real- 
ize that  description :  and  if  it  be  not  a  total 
subversion  of  the  whole  principle  of  "  faith 


in  God,"  nothing  can  be  so.  To  give  op 
a  nation  to  such  terrible  delusion  as  this — 
a  nation  possessing  a  Protestant  Govern- 
ment Protestant  Churches,  and  irce  course 
for  the  Bible  in  its  every  nook,  is  an 
otFence  so  great,  that  again  we  repeat,  let 
every  individual,  as  he  loves  the  Lord, 
and  would  not  be  found  abetting  the  cause 
of  Satan  against  Him.be  up  and  doing,  to 
roll  away  this  foul  reproach. 

There  are  many  encouragments  that 
will  grow  upon  our  sight,  becoming  more 
distinct  and  cheering  as  we  steadily  con- 
sider tliem.  In  a  standard  Review,  admi- 
rably conducted,  and  always  in  a  roost 
calm,  dispassionate,  well-considered  style, 
the  folllowing  passage  lately  occurred  at 
the  end  of  a  notice  of  a  volume  of  sermons 
relating  to  the  Jews.  We  know  not  the 
writer,  but  we  give  it,becau3e  it  bears  vtrj 
strongly  on  our  present  argument. 

*'  We  cannot  bring  this  article  to  a  con- 
clusion without  adverting  to  another  im- 
portant topic  connected  with  the  restoration 
of  Israel,  viz.,  the  declaration  of  God's 
wrath  against  those  nations  which,  whilst 
employed  by  Him  as  instruments  to  pun- 
ish his  people  for  their  sins  have  added 
wanton  insults  and  malice  to  their  calami- 
ties, and  tlius  ^*  helped  forward  the  afflic- 
tion." IsEu  xlvii.  6—11,  and  Zech.  i.  15 
— 21.  are  remarkable  proofs  of  God's  jeal- 
ousy in  their  behalf,  even  w^hilst  chastising 
them ;  and^  history  testifies  that  a  severe 
retribution  has  sooner  or  later  overtaken 
those  who  have  exulted  over  or  trampled 
upon  them:  all  which  are  but  as  occa- 
sional warnings,  to  admonish  mankind 
from  time  to  time  of  tlie  certainty  of  that 
greater  day  of  vengeance,  which  is  de- 
nounced against  the  enemies  of  His  peo- 
ple ;  insomuch  that  it  is  difficult  to  meet 
with  a  passage  in  ihe  prophets,  declaring 
the  future  glory  and  consolation  of  Israel, 
which  is  not  coupled  w^ith  some  intimation 
of  wrath  against  their  enemies.  The  mo- 
mentous question,  how^ever.  arises.  Which 
are  the  nations  likely  to  suffer  in  this  re- 
spect? To  which  we  reply  by  another 
question.  Where  is  the  nation  that  has 
not  wantonly  imbrued  its  hands  in  the 
blood  of  Israel,  and  defrauded,  oppressed, 
or  persecuted  them?  Certainly  England 
cannot  plead  itot  guUly  in  this  respect,  ae 
the  massacres  of  London,  Lincoln,  and 
York,  and  the  various  acts  of  spoliation 
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perpetrated  by  our  early  Norman  kinge, 
witness  against  us." 

No,  England  cannot  so  plead,  nor  can 
any  European  nation  that  we  know  of. 
save  one,  do  ii :  and  what  is  that  one  ? 
Green  Ireland  can  hold  up  the  hand  crini- 
•oncd,  alas!  by  many  a  sanguine  8{X)t, 
but  free,  wholly  free,  from  the  blood  of 
Israel.  She  can  stand  forth,  and  wiih 
beaming  joy  in  her  a8[)ect,  look  up  to  poor 
IsraePs  God,  and  say,  not  guilty.  It  is  | 
a  most  solemn  point,  and  one  that  no  can- . 
did  reader  of  God^s  word  can  venture  to 
treat  lightly.  We  resume  tiie  quotation  from 
the  Review,  which  makes  no  mention  of  ; 
this  exception,  Utile  tliought  of  among 
men,  but  recorded  in  the  Lord's  book  of 
remembrance ;  and  af\er  showing  at  how 
great  a  distance  of  time  iVom  tlie  commis- 
sion of  sin  the  judgment  provoked  by  that 
sin  has  often  overtaken  a  people,  thus 
proceeds : 

"It  behooves  England,  therefore,  as 
well  as  other  Gentile  nations,  to  walk  sofUy 
in  this  matter.  Awful  fruits  of  apostacy 
and  ungodliness  are  daily  developing 
themselves  among  us,  which  look  as  if  tlie 
Lord  were  already  about  to  give  up  the 
mass  of  the  nation  to  hardness ;  while  the 
signs  of  the  times  portend  that  clouds  are 
gathering,  which  may  soon  fall  with  terrific 
fury  on  the  wx>rld.  As  individuals,  we 
may  still  propitiate  the  Lord ;  and  there  is 
DO  surer  mode  of  securing  for  ourselves 
impunity  in  the  dark  and  cloudy  day,  than 
in  showing  mercy  and  lavour  unto  Israel. 
Though  Jericho  was  not  spared,  yet  be- 
cause Rahab  did  good  unto  Israel,  she 
was  remembered,  and  obtained  loving 
mercy,  and  kindness,  even  in  the  midst  of 
the  wrath  ;  and  whilst  the  battlements  of 
the  city  were  laid  low,  and  the  fury  of  the 
Lord  of  hosts  was  being  poured  out  upon 
her  countrymen  and  neighbours,  she  was 
delivered  in  the  hour  of  danger,  and  re- 
membered among  the  Lord's  triumphant 
people."* 

The  very  circumstance  of  the  writer  of 
the  foregoing  being  either  unacquainted 
with,  or  forgetful  of,  the  acknowledged 
exemption  of  Ireland  from  what,  as  he 
justly  remarks,  is  the  almost  universal  sin 
of  the  Gentile  nations  of  Europe,  adds 
force  to  its  applicability  here.  The  people 
of  Israel  were,  by  the  Lord's  overruling 
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mercy,  withheld  from  sotding  in  Ireland 
during  the  actual  domination  of  Popery, 
which  would  doubtless  have  revelled  in 
their  blood,  as  elsewhere  it  did  ;  and  Irish 
Protettimtism  has,  in  comparison  with  th« 
means  at  its  disposal,  done  more  for  tb« 
spiritual  welfare  of  tlie  Lord's  anchuit 
people  than  any  other  country.  It  was 
truly  remarked,  during  the  season  ot 
greatest  depression,  and  overwhelming 
distress,  some  iifleen  years  ago,  thai 
tiie  testimony  of  Paul  to  the  benificenoa 
of  the  Macedonian  Churches  was  e»- 
peciuUy  applicable  to  that  of  Ireland, 
in  tlie  amount  o{  her  voluntary  contri- 
butions to  the  Jewish  cause :  **  How  that 
in  a  great  trial  of  ailliction  tlic  abundance 
of  tlicir  joy  and  their  deep  poverty 
abounded  unto  tlie  riches  of  their  hberality. 
For  tlieir  power,  i  bear  record,  yea,  and 
beyond  their  power,  they  were  willing  of 
themselves;  praying  us  with  much  en- 
treaty that  we  would  receive  the  gifl"* 
If  this  were  indeed,  as  we  most  strongly 
assert  it  was,  a  token  of  the  Lord's  graee 
vouchsafed  to  Ireland,  inasmuch  as  what 
she  did,  and  still  does  for  Israel,  came  not 
as  a  compensation  for  past  injuries  inflicted 
but  as  a  free-will  offering,  a  thank-oflTer- 
ing,  for  the  mercy  obtained  through  the 
ministration  of  Israelites  of  old,  and  a  tri- 
bute of  love  to  Christ,  shown  to  the  people 
in  whom  we  know  his  latter-day  glory 
will  be  CFpecially  manifested — then,  some 
marks  of  the  divine  accepUmce  of  this 
love,  some  token  that  Grod  remembers  Ire- 
land ibr  good  while  beginning  to  remem- 
ber Israel  according  to  His  promise,  will 
surely  appear.  Let  us  inquire  whether 
such  token  has  not  already  appeared. 

A  year  since,  as  we  all  know,  a  wonder- 
ful work  was  effected.  It  was  put  into 
the  heart  of  the  King  of  Prussia  to  plan, 
and  into  tlie  hearts  of  the  British  Govern- 
ment to  execute,  a  niostbold  undertaking: 
nothing  less  than  publicly  to  establish  a 
pure  Scriptural  church  in  that  holy  city^ 
80  long  trodden  down  by  Gentiles  of  every 
persuasion  except  the  true  faith :  Popery, 
Mohnnunedanism,  and  the  corrupt,  yca^ 
idolatrous  system  of  the  Greek  Church, 
nil  met  on  that  desecrated  ground.  The 
Jew  and  the  Protestant  were  alone  ex- 
cluded, or  barely  tolerated,  while  privately 
pursuing  each  his  own  form  of  worship: 
but  now  it  was  decided  to  plant  openly 
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the  standard  of  the  true  faith  ;  and  under 
the  sanction  of  the  Moslem,  who  yet  holds 
Judea  beneath  his  sway,  to  form  a  rally- 
ing point  for  all  the  Protestant  Churches, 
with  an  especial  view  to  the  in >iriitlieriiig 
of  Israel.  All  was  arranged ;  England 
was  to  furnish  tlie  chief  patitor  for  this  re- 
vived church  of  the  Apostle  James ;  and 
among  all  the  learned,  pious,  and  zealous 
divines,  congregated  in  the  great  metro- 
polis of  the  empire,  and  scattered  over  its 
extent,  on  whom  did  Prussia  and  England 
^1 

On  an  Irishman. 

And  what  did  that  Irishman  do  1 

He,  by  God's  grace  performed  an  act 
that  angels  might  have  rejoiced  to  do.  He 
took  off  the  reproach  from  Isniel.  He  re- 
fused the  high  and  tempting  honour,  and 
pointing  to  tlie  prophetic  word,  convinced 
that  the  set  time  to  favour  Israel  was  at 
length  come,  he  prevailed  to  place  a  Jew 
on  that  glorious  holy  mountain,  a  watch- 
man of  Israel  on  tiie  walls  of  Zion,  a 
standard-bearer  to  \i(i  up  an  ensign  to  the 
people,  and  in  so  doing,  actually  com- 
menced the  restoration  of  Israel  to  tlieir 
own  land. 

Yet  further — that  son  of  Abraham  so 
suddenly  elevated  to  the  episcopal  super- 
intendence of  God's  own  Church  in  Jeru- 
salem, with  a  commission  to  oversee  the 
vast  district  of  Syria,  Chaldca,  Ei^ypt,  and 
Abyssinia,  was  one  who  received  his  min- 
isterial orders  from  the  National  Church 
of  Ireland  ;  and  who  bears  in  his  title  the 
name  of  Ireland  combined  with  that  of 
England,  atUiched  to  the  blessed  word  Je- 
rusalem. Ireland,  not  even  recogni/ed  as 
a  separate  kingdom,  having  in  herself  no 
political  existence,  here  stands  forth  indis- 
solubly  connected  with  the  most  eventful 
transaction  of  this  or  of  any  preceding 
age  since  tl)e  Christian  era.  Never  can 
the  writer  forget  the  emotions  of  lier  soul 
when  she  saw  that  noble  Irishman,  in  the 
stately  metropohtan  Palace  of  England, 
mount  the  pulpit  to  pour  fortli  a  flood  of 
eloquence  on  that  glorious  text,  "  How 
beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet 
of  Him  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  that 
^  publisheth  peace;  that  bringeth  good  ti- 
dings of  good ;  tliat  publishetli  salvation ; 
that  saith  unto  Zion,  Thy  God  rei«rneth" 
— while  before  him  sat  the  meek,  yet  most 
xealouB  Israelite,  whom  he  had  chosen 


and  appointed  to  the  work,  even  at  the  »- 
crifice  of  such  stupendous  honour  to  biro- 
self,  and  who  waited  to  receive  his  high 
conmiission  at  the  hands  of  tlie  chief  pas- 
tor of  tlie  English  Church.  It  was  a  mo- 
ment of  unutterable,  inconceivable  joy  to 
a  heart  where  Israel  and  Ireland  had  so 
long  been  enshrined  together ;  which  had 
oft  mourned  over  their  respective  desola- 
tions, and  could  tlien,  by  faith,  address 
them  both  in  that  burst  of  gratulation, 
'*  Arise,  shine ;  for  tliy  light  is  come ;  and 
tlie  glory  of  the  Lord  hath  risen  upon 
tliee." 

To  regard  but  lightly  tin's  great  sign  of 
the  times  in  reference  to  tlie  children  of 
Jacob,  savours  of  presumption;  surely 
when  God  caused  all  Scripture  to  be  writ- 
ten fur  our  learning,  he  conveyed  not  his 
meaning  in  terms  so  ambiguous  that  they 
would  express  almost  any  otJier  tiling,  ra- 
ther ttian  that  which  their  plain  grammati- 
cal sense  implies.  Happy  is  the  faith  that 
lays  hold  on  every  indication  of  the  Lord's 
loving-kindness,  tender  mercy,  and  gra- 
cious purposes  towards  our  own  land,  and 
our  own  people !  Guilty  as  England  was 
in  former  ages  of  cruelty  towards  the  Jews, 
we  arc  encouraged  to  hope  that  her  part 
in  this  great  work  is  to  her  a  sign  of  par- 
don and  peace ;  and  that  what  she  as  a 
vassal  of  Rome  was  prompted  by  Rome 
to  do,  will  not  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  her 
Protestant  children.  They  who  ^'come 
out"  of  Great  Babylon,  ceasing  to  be  par- 
takers of  her  sins,  will  not  receive  of  her 
plagues ;  and  if  England  withstands  the 
terrible  sweep  of  Pojiery,  now  beginning 
and  more  tlian  beginning  its  deadly  course 
over  her  fair  soil,  if  she  withstands  in  tiiis 
evil  day,  doubtless  she  will  be  able  yet  to 
stand  in  the  Lord's  strength,  to  the  end. 
This  is  now  a  delen^ive  position :  assailed 
on  all  sides  from  without,  and  traitorously 
disinaniled  within,  even  by  hands  most 
Holejnnly  pledged  for  the  preservation  of 
her  best  bulwarks,  she  is  beronie-a  be- 
siefjod  city.  Far  otlierwisc  is  it  with  Ire- 
land, long  groaning  under  a  yoke  of  for- 
eign u><urpf'ition,  nominally  spiritual,  but 
in  reality  as  secular  as  the  despotism  of 
the  Turk,  and  lacking  only  faith  to  arise 
and  send  the  detested  fetter  from  her 
soul. 

It  was  lately  remarked  in  public,  by  one 
who  has  done  more,  perhaps,  llian  any 


SECOND  CAUSES;  OR,  UP  AND  BE  DOINGw 


605 


man  ever  did  since  that  revival  of  extinct 
religion  in  the  land  justly  called  the  refor- 
mation, to  lay  bare  tlie  fearful  principles, 
and  to  expose  tlie  deep  workings  of  Popery 
among  us,  that "  he  was  tired  of  producing 
evidence  of  facts  that  ought  to  convince 
the  judgment,  tliat  ought  to  call  fortli  the 
principle,  tliat  ouglit  to  awaken  the  energy 
of  every  man  wlio  had  judgment,  principle, 
or  energy  in  the  land :  tired  of  hearing 
resolutions  affirmatory  o(^  the  trutli  of  those 
statements,  and  then,  when  the  excitement 
of  tlie  moment  had  passed  away,  seeing 
all  subside  like  some  dark  and  stagnant 
lake  over  which  a  breeze  had  passed  to 
rutHe  tlie  surface  of  it  for  a  moment''  The 
same  complaint  may  be  echoed  by  all 
who,  from  the  pulpit,  the  platform,  or  tlie 
press,  issue  appeals  to  tlie  slumbering 
•pirit  of  Christian  enterprise,  connected 
witli  tlie  rule  of  Popery  over  our  fellow- 
countrymen,  as  establislied  in  Ireland,  and 
rapidly  hastening  to  a  coextensive  estab- 
lishment in  England.  Of  such  it  may 
truly  be  said,  that  to  the  great  majority  of 
those  who  hang  upon  their  words,  they 
are  as  a  lovely  song  of  one  that  hath  a 
pleasant  voice,  and  can  play  well  on  an 
instrument,  for  they  hear  the  words,  but  do 
them  not  How  many,  we  must  ask, 
among  tliose  who  have  sworn  the  oatli, 
**that  no  foreign  prince,  person,  prelate, 
state  or  potentate  hatli,  or  ought  to  have 
any  jurisdiction,  power,  sovereignty,  pre- 
eminence, or  authority,  ecclesiastical  or 
spiritual,  within  tins  realm'' — how  many 
of  those  who,  not  having  had  occasion  to 
swear  it,  yet  do  from  their  heart's  core  as- 
sent to  the  abjuration  thenun  contained, 
can  say  that  they  have  made  any  distinct, 
vigorous  ctlort  to  banish  that  usurped  au- 
Uiority  where  it  is  known  to  be  exercised, 
or  to  keep  it  aloof  where  it  is  known  to  be 
struggling  for  admission,  ''witliin  tliis 
realm  ?" 

Our  words  may  not  be  as  goads  in  the 
aides  of  our  readers :  we  lack  wisdom,  and 
are  defective  in  persuasive  powers;  yet 
we  challenge  contradiction  of  what  is  here 
asserted,  that  it  is  in  God's  sight  the 
bounden  duty  of  every  one  who  knows 
Him  to  be  strong,  and  to  do  exploits  for 
the  furtlierance  of  Ilis  cause  and  the  dis- 
comfiture of  his  enemies,  at  this  crisis :  and 
if  tlie  principle  be  admitted,  but  its  practi- 
cability denied,  we  ask,  When  did  the 
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Lord  require  at  any  man's  hand  a  per- 
sonal service  that  he  was  incapable  of  ren- 
dering, unless  indeed  in  those  cases  where 
saving  faith  in  tlie  perfect  obedience  of 
Christ  is  accepted  in  lieu  of  that  which 
man  cannot  perform  ?  But  to  tliis  class  the 
subject  before  us  does  not  belong:  no 
scriptural  Christian  ever  dreams  of  putting 
faith  in  the  place  of  his  relative  duties,  as 
a  father,  or  a  husband,  a  son,  a  subject,  or 
a  citizen ;  and  tliis  docs  really  form  a  most 
important  branch  of  imperative  duty  in 
every  one  of  those  characters,  extending 
its  obligations  to  the  female,  so  far  as  her 
sphere  reaches,  and  enforcing  the  demand 
on  every  human  being  who  knows  Christ 
as  a  Saviour  and  a  King.  No  one  stands 
exempted  from  this  service:  none  who 
has  access  to  tlie  throne  of  grace  can  bo 
excused  from  making  it  a  matter  of  urgent 
supplication,  and  what  we  are  bound  to 
pray  for,  we  are  bound  to  expect;  and 
where  the  work  is  one  that  will,  in  the  ordi- 
nary course  of  providence  be  accomplished 
by  means,  what  we  ask  and  expect  we  are 
bound  to  labour  for,  as  workers  together 
with  God,  in  a  matter  very  closely  interwo- 
ven with  the  honour  of  His  Holy  Name. 

Now,  does  any  one  in  his  heart  question 
the  fact,  that  if  it  pleased  the  Lord  to 
cleanse  the  land  from  the  abominable  pol- 
lutions of  idolatry.  He  could  do  it?  Does 
any  one,  not  being  an  infidel,  who  suffers 
under  a  painful  disease,  doubt  that  God, 
if  such  were  His  good  i)lea>»ure,  could  re- 
move it?  In  the  latter  case,  which  of  us 
will  say  to  the  physician  who  approaches 
with  a  suitable  remedy,  ''  I  will  not  use  the 
means  you  suggest,  because  it  is  in  tlie 
Lord's  power  to  restore  me ;"  and  will  not 
rather  say,  "  I  accept  your  remedy  in 
humble  reliance  on  the  blessing  of  God  to 
make  it  eflcctual  to  my  recovery?"  In 
the  former  case,  we  should  charge  the 
person  with  fanatical  presumption,  in  sup- 
posing that  the  course  of  nature  was  to  be 
changed  for  his  especial  benefit ;  and  why 
a  national  disease  should  be  viewed  in  a 
light  wholly  different  from  a  bodily  ail- 
ment, we  do  not  know ;  certainly  Scriptum 
fully  warrants  the  contrary  plan.  "Ah, 
sHiful  nation,  a  people  laden  with  iniquity, 
a  seed  of  evil  doers.  .  .  .  Why  should  ye 
be  stricken  any  more  ?  ye  will  revolt  more 
and  more :  the  whole  head  is  sick,  and  the 
whole  heart  faint    From  the  sole  of  the 
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foot  even  anto  the  head,  there  is  no  sound- 
ness in  it ;  but  wounds,  and  bruises,  and 
putrefying  sores:  they  have  not  been 
closed,  neither  bound  up,  neither  mollified 
witi)  ointment.  Your  country  is  desolate," 
&c.  Here  we  have  an  instance  out  of 
many,  of  the  parallel  drawn  between  the 
spiritual  maladies  of  a  community  and  the 
bodily  dib-eage  of  an  individual,  while  clos- 
ing, binding  up.  and  mollifying  witli  oint- 
ment are  used  to  figure  the  adequate  rem- 
edies. Again,  •'  For  the  hurt  of  the  daugh- 
ter of  my  people  am  I  hurt :  I  am  black : 
astonishment  hatli  taken  hold  on  mc.  Is 
there  no  balm  in  Gilead?  Is  tliere  no 
physician  there?  Why  then  is  not  the 
health  of  the  daughter  of  my  people  re- 
covered?" This  was  spoken  of  Israel 
when  spiritual  sins,  more  particularly  the 
heinous  offence  of  worshipping  strange 
gods,  and  burning  incense  unto  tlie  queen 
of  heaven,  were  about  to  draw  down  terri- 
ble calamities  from  the  hand  of  the  Lord. 
His  prophets  showed  the  people  their 
transgressions,  and  warned  tliem  of  the 
coming  sword,  but  in  vain :  there  were 
not  found  among  them  faitliful  men,  like 
Gideon  and  their  other  ancient  worthies, 
to  work  deliverance.  Those  men  were 
raised  up  of  God  for  tlic  purpose ;  and 
wheresoever  we  find  a  few  believing  zeal- 
ous people,  we  are  justified  in  concluding 
that  the  Lord  has  a  work  fur  them  to  do 
in  the  place  where  lie  has  planted  them  ; 
and  if  they  arc  surrounded  by  a  multitude 
acknowledging  Him,  yet  tlirough  igno- 
rance and  tlic  craR  of  false  teachers  walk- 
ing contrary  lo  His  commandments,  and 
making  the  Cliristian  name  a  scorn  to  the 
very  heatlien,  there  can  scarcely  be  a  se- 
cond opinion  as  to  what  is  their  appointed 
work.  As  an  obvious  rule  we  should 
•admit  tliis,  were  it  not  that  we  grow  up 
from  infancy  in  the  contemplation  of  per- 
mitted evil,  and  regard  that  as  a  matter 
of  course  which  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is 
a  monstrous  and  a  horrible  thing. 

Let  us  imagine  the  case  of  a  small  but 
well-ordered  Church  of  the  Lord,  compri- 
sing the  entire  population  of  some  island, 
where  notJiing  had  been  heard  from  the 
lips  of  their  teachers  but  pure  Gospsi 
truth;  and  where,  howsoever  the  despe- 
rate wickedness  of  man's  heart  might  lead 
to  practical  inconsistencies,  still  they  were 
known  and  denounced  as  such,  and  Uie 


standard  of  faith  and  morals  remaiiMd 
uninipeached:  where  ahke  the  magistralt 
bore  tlie  sword,  and  the  preacher  occupied 
tlie  pulpit,  for  the  maintenance  of  true  re- 
Ugion.  Suppose  that  into  such  a  place 
false  teachers  of  profane  heresy  and  de- 
testable idolatries  intruded  from  another 
land,  and  commenced  seducing  the  more 
weak-minded  and  ignorant  of  this  flock. 
What  would  be  the  duty,  what  the  im- 
pulse of  the  community?  Would  they 
suffer  these  "grievous  wolves"  to  enter 
unresisted  ;  or,  if  they  had  efiected  an  en- 
trance, to  remain  unopposed,  destroying 
the  sheep  of  the  Lord^s  pasture  ?  Wocdd 
they  not  rather  use  every  means  to  res- 
cue such  as  had  been  ensnared,  and  to 
strengthen  all  others  against  the  delusioni 
of  Satan  ?  Could  they  acquiesce  in  the 
falling  away  of  one  neighbour's  family 
afler  another,  until  a  vast  majority  of  their 
whole  number  had  forsaken  the  Lord,  and 
were  dropping  before  their  eyes  into  a 
dark  eternity?  It  is  not  to  be  conceived: 
we  should  say  of  such  persons  that  their 
own  faith  was  little  better  than  a  delurioD, 
seeing  they  lack  its  brightest  evidence^ 
love  for  the  brethren.  These  poor  deluded 
souls  are  our  bretliren  in  God's  sight,  at  ie 
manifest  from  tlie  words  of  the  Apotde 
already  quoted — ^^  Brethren^  if  any  ofyan 
do  err  from  tlie  truth,  and  one  convert  him, 
let  him  know  tlmt  he  ...  .  sliall  gceoe  a 
Roul  frmn  death,'''*  By  which  it  appean 
that  all  who  are  baptized  into  the  name 
of  Christ,  and  profess  to  folIow^  him,  have 
so  far  a  tic  of  brotherhood  with  us  as  to 
demand  our  first  care,  our  first  charity. 
All  men  arc  our  neighbours,  and  to  be 
loved  even  as  ourselves;  but  since  we 
cannot  serve  all  equally,  the  priority  of 
claim  certainly  rests  with  those  who,  ac- 
knowledging the  same  God,  and  receiving 
as  His  record  tlie  same  divine  Jaw,  are  yet 
ficduccd  into  paths  that  lead  to  death. 
The  household  of  faith,  the  truly  regene- 
rate, Christ's  own  flock,  who  are  kept  by 
tlie  power  of  faith  unto  salvation,  these 
are  not  merely  brethren ;  they  are  mem- 
bers one  of  another,  and  form  but  one 
body  ol'  which  He  is  the  head.  God  for- 
bid we  should  ever  seem  to  hold  the  un- 
scriptural  tenet,  that  the  outward  baptism 
of  which  all  partake,  in  \UoX^  etfects  any 
other  change  in  tlie  sinner's  condition  than 
to  grafl  him  into  the  visible  church  so  far 
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as  external  means  will  go.  We  know  that 
every  graft  does  not  strike :  tliat  man  may 
do  his  best,  and  leave  the  bud  to  all  ap- 
pearance well  fixed  in  the  stock,  but  a 
little  time  proves  tlie  abortion,  when,  for 
lack  of  real  incorporation,  and  tlie  nutri- 
ment of  the  living  sap,  the  strange  slip 
withers  and  falls  ott'j  or  perhaps  remains 
gwalhed  to  the  tree,  a  perished  thing,  de- 
forming and  disgracing  its  beautiful  out- 
line. Still,  having  been  so  bound  on,  the 
true  branches  have  a  right  to  sympathize 
with  it :  they  mpurn  its  state,  and  gladly, 
most  gladly  would  promote  its  vivifying 
participation  iu  the  life  of  the  tree ;  know- 
ing that  while  tliey  flourish  and  bear  fruit, 
the  end  of  their  wretched  companion  is  to 
be  cast  off  and  burned.  It  is  needful  in 
these  times  for  each  to  speak  plainly  his 
dissent  from  tlie  dogma  of  baptismal  re- 
generation. 

To  return  to  our  imaginary  isle  of  saints 
—alas,  that  it  should  be  a  merely  Utopian 
isle  I — we  may  conceive  the  earnestness 
with  which  the  spread  of  corruption  would 
be  withstood,  and  how  cordially  all  would 
combine  to  resist  the  subversion  of  Christ's 
kingdom  among  them.  In  fact,  we  could 
not  reconcile  a  c^ntniry  line  of  procedure 
with  the  character  given  of  the  people. 
It  remains,  then,  to  reconcile  with  our  own 
profession  of  the  same  godlincr^s,  our  tacit 
consent  that  tlie  Lord  should  be  blas- 
phemed, and  the  souls  of  our  brethren  de- 
stroyed in  every  quarter  to  which  we  can 
turn  our  eyes,  among  tens  of  thousand 
who  are  nominally  baptized  into  Christian 
faith.  We  say  nominally,  because  tlie 
■alt  and  tlie  spittle,  the  oil  and  Uie  exor- 
cism of  Popery  bear  little  analogy  to  the 
washing  spoken  of  in  Scripture ;  neverthe- 
less, while  wc  admit  it  to  be  a  species  of 
baptism,  and  Popery  a  species  of  Chris- 
tianity, we  are  bound  to  act  accordingly : 
that  is  to  say,  to  make  the  conversion  of 
a  Romanist  as  paramount  an  object  when 
seeking  tlie  good  of  all  men,  as  the  snatch- 
ing of  a  brother  first  from  destruction 
would  be,  if  we  saw  him  perishing  with  a 
company  of  strangers. 

Does  any  one  say,  '*  This  is  true  m  the 
abstract,  but  the  achievement  is  beyond 
our  power ;"  we  reply,  It  is ;  but  not  be- 
yond your  faith.  We  demand  a  reference, 
chapter  and  verse,  to  the  passage  where 
the  Lord  has  decreed  that  Ireland  shall  re- 


main in  the  grasp  of  the  Papacy.  You 
cannot  produce  it :  then,  where  has  he  re- 
voked the  promise  that  "  They  that  turn 
MANY  to  rijThteousness  shall  sliine  as  tlio 
Stars  for  ever  and  ever ;"  or  the  command, 
*•  Be  ye  steadfast,  unmovable,  always 
abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord,  foras- 
much as  ye  know  that  your  labour  is  not 
in  vain  in  the  Lord  ;"  or  the  peculiar  en- 
couragement adapted  to  this  lime  and  to 
this  work,  revealed  in  the  vision  of  John — 
"  And  I  heard  another  voice  from  heaven, 
saying.  Come  out  of  her,  my  people,  that 
ye  be  not  partakers  of  her  sins,  and  that  ye 
receive  not  of  her  plagues.  For  her  sins 
have  reached  unto  heaven,  and  God  hath 
remembered  her  iniquities."  We  are 
aware  that  a  system  has  been  introduced, 
the  drift  of  which  is  to  destroy  the  legiti- 
mate application  of  tliese  passages  in  the 
ApocaljTJse  to  Papal  Rome,  and  we  are 
also  aware  of  the  immense  advantage  ac- 
cruing to  the  cause  of  Antichrist  through 
such  interpretations ;  nevcrtlieless,  we 
quote  the  disputed  passage,  perfectly  as- 
sured that  the  error  of  those  who  conlra- 
venc  its  meaning,  as  undcretood  by  all 
Protestants  for  centuries  past,  will  shortly 
be  made  manifest.  We  can,  however,  af- 
ford to  dispense  with  it,  seeing  the  whole 
purport  of  Scripture  is  with  us,  in  a  mat- 
ter where  the  salvation  of  immortal  souls 
is  concerned ;  to  say  nothing  of  the  ob- 
vious fact,  that  at  this  time  Popery  is  ma- 
king good  her  footing  throughout  every 
countr}'  where  she  can  possibly  find  stand- 
ing room,  and  acquiring  so  much  power 
that,  apart  from  the  question  of  salvation 
or  perdition  to  those  under  her  yoke,  it  is, 
or  will  shortly  bo,  a  question  of  life  or 
death  to  all  who  protest  against  her. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  Trcst  in  the  liOrd,  and  do  good :  so 
shalt  tliou  dwell  in  the  land,  and  verily  tliou 
shalt  be  fed."  What  gooil  can  the  Chris- 
tian possibly  do,  more  acceptable  to  God 
than  winning  souls  to  Christ  ?  *•  He  that 
winneth  souls  is  wise,"  and  "  they  that  be 
wise  shall  shine  as  the  sun,"  when  the 
kingdom  of  tlie  Lord  is  estiiblished  upon 
earth.    The  great  desideratum  is  that  of 


508 


SECOND  CAUSES ;  OR,  UP  AND  BE  DOING. 


pergonal  eflbrt  in  God^s  cause.  Believers 
deny  tlicmBolves,  perhaps  work  with  their 
hands,  that  tliey  may  have  to  give  to  tliat 
sacred  and  hlosKcd  treasury  wliich  pro- 
vidcp  l^ibles,  and  Scripture  Readers,  and 
Schools,  and  Tracts,  for  their  dehidcd 
fcllow-countrynien.  This  ia  right ;  and 
any  project  tliat  did  not  tend  to  increase  ra- 
iJiur  tlian  di-icourage  sucli  aiM,  would  be 
a  device  ot'  the  devil,  not  a  sufrirestion 
from  above.  We  want  all  this;  but  we 
want  the  Ruperaddition  of  that  which 
every  one  in  Ireland,  and,  alas !  almost 
every  orte  in  England  can  now  give — a 
rica  roce  plea  for  Christ  with  Uie  follow- 
ers of  Antichrist  However  small  niav 
be  the  company  of  believers  in  any  local  ■ 
ity,  they  are  in  the  position  of  tlie  island 
community  hypothetically  introduced  a 
few  pages  back :  their  neighbours  have 
been  biguiled  away  from  the  truth  of  the 
gospel,  notwithstanding  that  it  remains 
the  law  of  land,  and  that  all  powers,  civil 
and  eccles^iatrtical.  are  sworn  to  maintain 
it.  The  system  that  perverts  the  people 
is  a  foreign  intrusion :  its  heads  and  direc- 
tors are  altogetlier  alien ;  and  though  for- 
mer generations  of  the  race  around  us 
were  brought  under  its  yoke,  such  bond- 
age is  not  hereditary ;  every  one  of  its 
hving  victims  was  i)ersonally  perverted  : 
ihe  more  pitiably,  too,  as  the  perversion 
began  in  inlancy,  when  the  poor  creature 
was  shut  out  from  the  beamings  of  that 
light  which  directs  oin'  path,  and  enclosed 
in  the  darkness  of  the  Satanic  net  spread 
over  its  devoteil  liead.  Is  not  this  a  case 
to  move  our  pity?  ?»hall  our  acquairi- 
tJince,  our  tradesmen,  our  poor  neighbours, 
our  domeslic  servants,  and  those  em- 
ployed in  various  ways  on  every  side, 
perisii  in  the  snare,  because  we  cannot  so 
far  ''trust  in  the  Lord"  as  to  ''do  gooJ," 
when  the  means  are  immediately  before 
US  ?  It  is  when  the  prayer  of  faith  has 
prefaced  the  word  of  truth  that  the  latter 
is  made  elVectual :  and  oh,  what  an  en- 
couratrement  it  is  to  reflect  that  every 
soul  rescued  becomes  a  means  of  enlight- 
ening others ;  and  the  one  little  pebble 
dropped  into  the  brook  causes  circle  after 
circle  to  expand,  until  from  bank  to  bank 
the  influence  is  visibly  carried  over  tlie 
whole  surface.  The  Christiim  lady  who 
pleads  before  the  Lord  the  cause  of  the 
poor  Romanist  employed  in  some  menial 


office  for  her,  and  then  kindly,  affecticai- 
ately,  but  roost  distinctly,  prorlaims  the 
all-sutliciency  of  Christ,  and. the  ruinou 
character  of  the  delusion  that  is  palmed 
on  her  for  Christianity,  tliat  lady  is  doing 
a  work  most  acceptable  to  God ;  a  work 
that  angels  contemplate  with  joy,  and  dev- 
ils with  dismay.  It  is  done,  we  know, 
by  very  many ;  and  so  ot\en  in  vain  that 
hope  languishes,  and  faith  itself  fails;  but 
faith  ought  never  to  Oiil;  patience  ought 
always  to  have  its  perfect  work  ;  and  when 
we  have  really  asked  any  thing  according 
to  God^s  will,  who  willeth  not  the  death 
of  a  sinner,  we  know  that  we  have  what 
we  require,  if  the  weakness  of  our  grasp 
let  not  the  blessing  go.  "  Let  us  not  be 
wear)'  in  well  doing;  for  in  due  season 
we  shall  reap,  if  ice  faint  wo/."  ''Behold 
the  husbandmen  waiteth  for  the  prccioui 
fruit  of  the  earth,  and  hath  long  jiatience 
for  it;  until  he  receive  tlic  early  and  the 
latter  rain."  Yet  we  scatter  a  little  seed, 
and  if  on  the  morrow  the  harvest  is  not 
ready  tor  tlie  sickle,  we  conclude  that 
God's  word  has  returned  unto  Him  void; 
and  wanting  perseverance  to  add  '*Jine 
upon  line,  line  upon  line;  precept  upon 
precept,  precept  upon  precept ;  here  a 
little  and  there  a  little,"  wc  fail  of  the 
blessing  through  the  failure  of  our  taith. 
It  is  marvellous  to  see  how  long  and  pa- 
tiently a  man  will  dance  attendance  on  a 
palace,  a  public  office,  or  an  influential 
person's  house,  to  procure  even  a  trifling 
ap])ointment  for  some  one  in  whose  tem- 
poral welfare  he  is  interested ;  and  how 
soon  he  tires  of  waiting  on  the  King  of 
Heaven  for  the  gil>  of  eternal  life,  an  in- 
corruptible inheritance,  a  crown  of  glory 
that  fadcth  not  away,  when  the  soul  for 
which  he  pleads,  if  failing  of  this,  must  be 
cast  into  hell.  It  will  not  avail  to  excuse 
our  heartlessness  by  appealing  to  God'a 
unsearchable  decrees ;  into  them  we  can- 
not penetrate:  our  part  is  to  obey  His  com- 
mands, and  once  more  reiterite  the  im- 
pressive words,  "  Brethren,  if  any  of  you 
do  err  from  the  truth,  and  one  convert 
him  ;  lot  him  know  tliat  he  which  convert- 
eth  the  sinner  from  the  error  of  his  way 
shall  save  a  sotil  from  deatli,  and  shall 
hide  a  multitude  of  sins." 

The  era  which  we  long  to  see  is  one  of 
less  talk  and  more  work :  less  of  self,  and 
more  of  our  neighbour.    When  Christiani 
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meeting  togclher,  instead  of  retailing  ac- 
counts of  what  others  have  done  in  the 
Lord^s  service,  should  each  be  able  to  re- 
late some  instance  of  his  or  her  own  per- 
■onal  attempt  to  bring  the  gospel  home  to 
the  conscience  of  an  erring  neighbour. 
When  familiar,  letters  should  turn  on  the 
■ame  point,  and  thus  a  holy  emulation  be 
stirred  up  throughout  the  community.  So 
far  from  lessening  the  amount  of  support 
yielded  to  religious  institutions,  and  con- 
tributed to  zealous  ministers,  tliis  would 
very  greatly  augment  it ;  for  not  only 
would  the  blessing  of  the  Lord  which 
maketli  rich  abundantly  rest  on  tlie  cause 
of  its  advocates,  but  an  experience  of  tliose 
obstacles  that  impede,  and  those  successes 
that  brighten  the  path  of  the  pious  labour- 
ers, would  exceedingly  quicken  the  sym- 
pathies already  enlisted  with  them.  There 
if,  we  know,  an  immense  body  of  Protes- 
tants (in  name)  to  whom  such  a  plan  must 
appear  sheer  madness ;  but  these  are  not 
among  the  upholders  of  the  good  works 
already  in  progress;  they  are  of  the 
world,  and  consequently  cannot  be  witli 
us.  Neither  can  we  expect  tliat  every 
one  who  casts  off  tlie  fetters  of  Popery 
would  really  put  on  the  yoke  of  Christ, 
though  many  would,  doubtless,  be  savingly 
converted  at  once,  and  all  would  be 
brought  within  reach  of  the  gospel,  and 
beyond  the  sound  of  the  abominable  falsi- 
ties now  palmed  on  them  as  the  religion 
of  Jesus  Christ.  We  often  hear  the  re- 
mark, "If  tlie  man  be  not  changed  in 
the  heart,  the  changing  of  his  creed  will 
avail  him  nothing :"  and  this  leads  to  great 
coldness  in  the  work ;  seeing  it  frequently 
happens  that  a  bad  Romanist  becomes  a 
bad  Protestant,  and  the  disappointment 
disheartens  tliose  who  hoped  that  his  con- 
victions were  those  of  the  heart  when  the 
head  only  was  convinced.  Yet  surely,  we 
are  very  wrong  to  hesitate  at  snatching 
as  many  as  we  can  from  the  dreadful  sys- 
tem ;  because,  though  the  individual  may 
not  at  tiie  time  have  fully  received  the 
truth,  he  is  placed  under  the  same  advan- 
tages as  we  are,  who  have  it  freely  taught; 
and  his  family,  who  are  enabled  also  to 
partake  in  those  means  of  grace,  would 
otherwise  be  compelled  to  continue  in  the 
prison-house  of  Antichrist.  A  population 
delivered  from  ihc  thraldom  of  the  confes- 


sional, the  degrading  idolatry  of  the  mass- 
house,  and  the  frightiul  tyranny  tliat  fills 
the  heart  with  treason  and  tlie  hands  with 
blood,  such  a  population  would  indeed 
change  the  aspect  of  the  country  beyond 
measure ;  and  not  only  so,  but  the  very 
expulsion  of  what  the  Lord  hates,  the  re- 
jection of  a  false  worship,  the  overthrow 
of  Baal's  altars,  hewing  down  his  groves, 
and  expelling  his  pricstSj  as  it  would  be 
the  fruit  of  one  blessing,  so  would  it  be  the 
earnest  of  many  more.  Tares  there  will 
be,  innumerable  tares,  among  the  wheat : 
but  no  Upas  tree  to  overshadow  the  field 
and  breathe  a  blight  on  all  that  grows  in 
it  The  Lord  permits  the  tares,  because 
neither  man  nor  angel  can  accurately  se- 
parate them  from  the  good  grain :  but  the 
Upas  he  does  not  bid  us  sanction.  It  is  a 
foreign  plant,  a  curse  that  none  should  tol- 
erate ;  and  heaven  itself  will  rejoice  when 
Ireland  uproots  and  flings  it  beyond  the 
boundaries  of  her  isle. 

Is  Popery  a  tree?  We  appeal  to  the 
Word  of  God,  and  repeat,  **  If  ye  had 
fiiith  as  a  grain  of  mustard-seed,  ye  might 
say  unto  this  sycamore- tree,  be  thou 
plucked  up  by  the  root,  and  be  thou  plant- 
ed in  the  sea,  and  it  should  obey  you.''  Is 
Popery  a  mountain?  We  know  it  is  a 
chief  symbol  used  in  Scripture  to  desig- 
nate it ;  and  again  we  quote — •'  Have  faith 
in  God :  for  verily  I  say  unto  you,  that 
whosoever  shall  say  unto  this  mountain. 
Be  thou  removed,  and  be  thou  cast  into 
the  sea :  and  shall  not  doubt  in  his  heart, 
but  shall  believe  that  those  things  which 
he  jsaith  shall  come  to  pass  ;  he  shall  have 
whatsoever  he  saith.  Therefore  I  say 
unto  you,  what  things  soever  ye  desire 
when  ye  pray,  believe  that  ye  receive 
them,  and  ye  shall  have  tliem."  Surely, 
surely,  they  who  are  too  fearful,  too  self- 
abased  to  venture  on  speaking  to  their  un- 
happy countr}'men,  may  take  this  encour- 
agement from  the  lips  of  Jesus,  and  pray, 
pray  mightily,  pray  believingly,  pray  with- 
out ceasing,  for  the  subversion  of  this 
great  kingdom  of  Antichrist  in  a  nation 
professing  Christ  The  promises  to  such 
prayer  are  large,  full,  and  unequivocal.  A 
great  cloud  of  witnesses,  not  in  the  flesh, 
surrounds  us,  who  have  all  experienced 
His  faithfulness  themselves,  and  wait  to 
glorify  Him  anew  for  every  manifestation 
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of  it  to  ufl.  Prayer  proceeding  from  such 
fiiith  as  our  Lord  inculcatee,  and  which 
He  also  will  g'ivc  when  it  is  desired,  must 
precede  tlie  etfort  to  work ;  and  it  is  be- 
cause the  people  generally  restrain  prayer 
that  God's  servants  meet  with  so  little  re- 
sponse to  iheir  appeals,  and  so  Utile  fruit 
to  their  labour.  Even  now,  throughout 
the  whole  extent  of  the  Papal  influence,  a 
mockery  of  united  supplication  is  going  on 
for  the  speedy  apostacy  of  England.  Let 
the  Christians  of  England  look  to  it  that 
they  pray  down  tlie  increasing  power  of 
Popery,  or  they  will  find  that  tliough  the 
Lord  will  not  answer  tlie  prayer  as  such, 
He  may  speedily  send  the  judgment  on 
which  their  enemies  calculate,  and  which 
by  tliis  pretence  of  united  supplication, 
they  would  characterize  as  a  great  mercy 
vouchsafed  to  their  intercession  and  tliere- 
by  rivet  t)ie  chains  of  darkness  on  the 
souls  they  entrap.  It  is  in  an  awful  con- 
spiracy against  England's  fiiith,  that  the 
powers  of  hell  are  now  combined ;  but 
many  a  poor  Romanist  in  the  simplicity  of 
a  deceived  heart  believing  that  he  is  ask- 
ing a  rich  blessing  on  his  Protestant  breth- 
ren when  he  prays  for  the  extiniruishing 
of  the  light  tliey  now  enjoy,  will  be  an- 
swered by  having  the  bandage  removed 
from  his  eyes,  and  being  enabled  to  rejoice 
in  the  brightness  of  tliat  beam  which  he 
now  ignorantly  desires  may  be  quenched 
to  others.  It  is  a  great  stimulus  to  us 
to  labour  for  the  real  good  of  those  who 
arc  praying  for  uh.  The  originators  of 
such  prayer,  very  well  knowing  that  it  is 
not  to  God  they  must  look  for  tlie  suc- 
cess of  their  schemes,  are  digging  a  pit 
into  which  they  will  themselves  fall, 
while  many  a  victim  now  held  in  their 
not  escapes. 

All  combines  to  speak  encouragement : 
the  re-appearauce  of  that  diabolical  frater- 
nity, the  Jesuits,  is  indeed  a  visitation  from 
God;  at  tlie  same  time  it,  in  a  manner, 
pledges  Ilim  who  from  of  old  "  wrought 
for  His  name's  sake,  that  it  should  not  be 
polluti^d  among  the  heathen,"  to  arise  and 
maintain  the  cause  of  His  believing  people 
and  tlie  honour  of  that  holy  and  terrible 
name,  which  they  dare  to  profane  for  their 
wicked  purposes.  The  writer  firmly  be- 
lieves that  a  time  of  great  and  wonderful 
revoluton  ia  at  liand ;  aod  that  the  Lord 


will  put  it  info  the  hearts  of  His  senraafe 
to  make  a  strenuous  effort  for  the  deliver 
ance  of  at  least  one  country  from  the  graip 
of  Rome ;  and  be  it  remembered  that  h 
"  wheresoever  their  carcass  is,  there  wiQ 
tlie  eagles  be  gathered  together,"  m 
wheresoever  tlic  gospel  standard  is  in  a 
very  marked  manner  elevated  and  un- 
furled, there  ought  the  prayeriul  efforts  of 
all  His  servants  to  be  concentrated.  No 
doubt,  Jerusalem  is  the  spot  where  the 
grand,  final  conflict  will  be  fought;  bat 
among  Gentile  lands  He  will  have  some 
witnesses  also;  and  surely  the  Britidi 
isles  shall  not  be  forsaken!  Scotland, 
whose  stalwart  arm  of  flesh,  nerves!  by 
faith,  tlirust  Popery  beyond  the  border, 
and  whose  national  church  was  actually 
the  first  among  Christian  cliurches  to  take 
up  tlie  cause  of  Israel,  and  to  send  forth 
spies  into  the  goodly  land  with  a  purpose 
of  smoothing  a  way  for  Israel's  retura; 
England,  who  in  her  good  ship  TARE^HitB* 
conveyed  the  first-fruits  of  tlic  in-coming 
harvest  to  the  Holy  Land  and  spreads  the 
wing  of  her  great  national  power  over  ibe 
rising  church  of  God  in  Jerusalem ;  Ire- 
land, herself  almost  matching  the  afflic- 
tions of  Israel  through  many  centuries  of 
sin  and  sorrow,  ground  down  by  the  iroo 
hand  of  Rome,  doing  the  bidding  and  re- 
ceiving the  wages  of  Satan's  vicar  on 
earth,  yet  amid  all  never  permitted  to 
bear  the  brand  of  Israelis  persecutors — in 
all  these  we  see  hope,  strong  hope,  for  sta- 
bility in  tlie  day  of  fierce  pcriL  Yet  as 
Ireland  is  captive  still,  we  are  doubly,  tre- 
bly bound  to  unloose  her  heavy  burden,  to 
break  her  yoke,  and  to  let  the  oppressed 
go  free. 

We  are  not  justified  in  taking  it  for 
granted  that  tlie  Lord  will  not  now  show 
mercy  on  her  perishing  millions,  be- 
cause they  have  so  long  been  forgotten : 
not  conclude  that  He  will  not  interpose  to 
rescue  them,  because  they  are  so  many. 
Both  tliose  circumstances  are  calculated  to 
lead  to  an  opposite  conclusion ;  for  "  the 
Lord  will  not  cast  off  fbr  ever ;  but  though 
He  cause  grief,  yet  will  He  have  compas- 
sion, according  to  the  multitude  of  His 
mercies ;"  and  the  greater  the  number  of 

*  Tbo  word  Dkvastatior,  the  oame  of  Uie  fhip  In 
which  the  Hebrew  Bishop  went  oat,  ii  a  tmislAifc«  of 
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those  who  need  IliB  help,  tlio  stronger 
their  chains,  and  the  more  powerful  their 
oppressors,  so  mucli  tlie  greater  is  tlieir 
claim  on  Him  who  is  strong  to  save,  and 
no  less  willing  than  strong.  He  hath  pro- 
mised to  answer  when  we  call;  Ho  has 
promised  to  help  when  we  work  for  His 


glory,  what  lack  we  then  to  urge  us  on  ? 
Nothing : 
All-conquer  I  NO  Faith  the  promise 

SEES, 

And  looks  to  God  alone  ; 
Lauqhs  at  impossibilities,  ' 
And  says,  It  shall  be  done  ! 
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